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PLAYING WITH THE GIRLS

Nate wants to bulk up, but gyms make him nervous. So it takes all of his willpower to sign up with a personal trainer named Cory. It helps that she’s stunningly beautiful, bubbly, and fun to be around. But after a few weeks, Nate begins to worry that Cory’s workout plan isn’t working. In fact, Nate’s lost weight since starting his three-days-a-week program. Now, he’s starting to wonder if she’s got a different plan for him—a plan that involve high heels and panties.


CHAPTER I

I must have sat in my car outside of that gym for forty-five minutes before I finally got the courage to get out and walk to the door. When I first pulled up, I thought I had that courage, and then I saw the two-hundred and fifty pound slab of muscle enter the building, and I panicked. Is that Cory? Is that going to be my personal trainer? The guy could undoubtedly curl me with a single arm.

I was so afraid everyone would look at me and laugh, wonder what the hell I was doing in a gym with a personal trainer. I was hardly one-hundred and twenty pounds, hardly a muscle on my body—another scrawny shrimp destined to drop out within a week or two. They probably saw it all the time, guys like me signing up, paying big money for a personal trainer, and then giving up as soon as they realize it’s hard work. I liked to think I wouldn’t be one of them, but how would I know? It took me this long to build up the willpower to even sign up, why would I suddenly have the willpower to show up three days a week for an hour each day? Why would I suddenly have the willpower to follow the diet, eat all the protein, get all the rest, and the rest of it?

They would see me walk in those doors, and they would turn to each other and roll their eyes, and say, “Here’s another one.” And every time I saw one of the staff smirking, I knew it would be about me, in reference to some bet they had going behind closed doors. How many weeks would my own personal trainer bet on me? And the gym regulars—would they be in on it, too?

All of these thoughts plagued me as I walked up to the door. I tried to convince myself they would all be nice and that none of them would give a damn whether I was serious or just another dud. To them, it was a job. And with all jobs comes indifference, with enough time. Cory, the trainer that had been assigned to me, had supposedly been with the company for three years already. Three years is more than enough time to foster that indifference. Here’s to hoping…

The smell of disinfectant hit me like a wall when I walked in. I was on my way to the reception desk when one of the sweaty hulks brushed by me, towel flung over his bulging shoulders. I stopped and waited for another to pass, looking over at the sea of fitness equipment, the long mirror where a line of babes were lunging and sculpting their asses, a row of older men on stationary bikes behind them, watching, drooling. Everything shone, clean. The floor was wet, recently mopped, adorned with a sandwich board that read, ‘Caution! Floor is slippery when wet!’

“Can I help you?” the receptionist asked. She had a lethargic look about her, with heavy eyes and the complete absence of a smile. She hated her job but loved the perks, the free use of the gym on her time off. Her shoulders bulged with muscles that don’t belong on a woman, and her hair appeared greasy, tied in a tight bun behind her head, exposing the acne on her forehead from her probably illegal supplement regimen.

“I’m here for a training session,” I said, feeling so small, even a good fifty pounds smaller than the receptionist.

She raised her eyebrows without widening her eyes. “Okay. And with who?” I was fairly sure she said it in a heavily condescending tone, but that may have been my own paranoia.

“With Cory. For four o’clock,” I said.

She looked over at the clock. “It’s four-fifteen,” she said.

“I know. I’m sorry. I was late getting off of work,” I lied. I’d arrived thirty minutes early, completely misjudging the time it would take to get to the gym in my swirling state of anxiety. Perhaps I had the foresight to know my anxiety would hold me back from stepping inside the place.

“I’ll let Cory know you’re here. In the meantime, go ahead and change into your workout clothes,” she said. “And then you can wait there, on that bench.”

My heart plunged into my gut. My workout clothes? I didn’t have that—I just had the shorts and t-shirt I was currently wearing, what I’d assumed would be good enough. Now, as I looked at the gym regulars pushing heavy weights, I realized I had it all wrong. The internet forums that said “Wear whatever you feel comfortable in!” didn’t take into consideration that sometimes comfort means blending in. I’d thought about buying all the gear, but I was worried I would look like a tool when I showed up in the whole getup, without even knowing what ‘deadlift’ means. But now I just felt like an unprepared loser.

I went into the change room regardless, just for the sake of following procedure. I scoped out the lockers, the steam room, the showers—

There was a naked woman in the showers, warm water cascading down her perky breasts, between her legs, over her plump pussy. I jumped back, hid around the corner, and suddenly realized I was in the woman’s change room. I hadn’t checked the door—I’d just gone into the door the receptionist pointed to. My heart slammed into my ribcage. In case my first trip to the gym wasn’t horribly awkward enough, now I was going to be labelled a pervert on top of it. I carefully tiptoed towards the door, but then it opened, and I froze.

A man walked in, topless, muscles bulging. He looked at me, smiled, and then continued towards the showers. My head was spinning, my gut turning. And then, as the door swung towards closed, I noticed the sign that said ‘This is a co-ed change room. Please respect one another’s privacy.’ Next to me was a line of changing stalls with curtains. There were a number of curtained-off shower stalls as well, for the people who didn’t want to be seen naked by strangers—for me, in other words. Everyone else that came and went seemed fine getting naked in front of one another. Who can blame them? They all had perfect bodies. I couldn’t quite figure out why they were even at the gym—were they not done yet?

I slipped back out from the change room. I took a seat on that bench and then I noticed the gorgeous woman standing and staring at me. She had long blonde hair tied into two braids, glowing blue eyes, and a rack to die for, even squashed into that firm, tight sports bra. I looked away from her right away, but she kept staring at me, her gaze burning, making me feel even smaller and weaker. “Well?” she said, and I looked back at her.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“Are we going to work out, or what? You’re Nate, right?” she said, and that’s when I realized she was Cory—she was my personal trainer. I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved that she wasn’t some intimidating monster, or to feel ridiculed, because I’d been paired with a young woman who was about my same size.

“That’s me,” I said. “You’re Cory?”

“Heck yes, now get your butt up and let’s get to work,” she said with a spunky bounce. Her tits jiggled as they settled. My heart fluttered. The challenge wasn’t going to be following the workout and diet plans—it was going to be keeping my eyes off of her body, keeping my focus on the workouts. And for the love of God, willing my cock from springing hard.


CHAPTER II

She started me on the treadmill. “Start running,” she said. I had to dig my heels in to make the thing go, and then she started to press buttons, making the belt spin faster and faster. She stepped back and watched me, arms akimbo, with a smirk on her face. “Don’t slow down, keep going.” It seemed like a cruel first exercise, the belt spinning faster and faster until I was in a full-blown sprint. She pressed another button, making it slope up, in case it wasn’t hard enough. I began to panic, wanting to jump off, but not sure how to do so gracefully. I couldn’t stop running, or I would fly backwards, into the other runners who were probably watching with tongues buried into their cheeks, trying not to laugh aloud.

“I can’t do anymore,” I said between heavy breaths. Her smile grew bigger, and she was slow to turn the machine off. I jumped off while it was still winding down, fell to my knees, and tried to catch my wheezing breath.

“That’s all you’ve got?” she asked.

Once I had enough energy to speak coherently, I said, “I’m not sure if you read in my application, but I want to put on weight. I don’t want to run marathons.”

“Cardio is important if you want to properly put on muscle. Plus, we need to get you warmed up before we hit the weights. You wouldn’t want to pull anything, would you?”

I pulled myself to my feet, took another deep breath, and said, “That was a warm up?”

She laughed and my heart sunk again into my gut. She did just see me as another shrimp that would come and go and never come back—so why not have fun with me? Why not push me to my limits and see if she could make me throw up so she could go to her buddies and say, ‘Hey! Did you see me make that little loser barf in front of everyone?’ Maybe they had some sort of game that they played, where they tortured guys like me for kicks.

We arrived at a large metallic rack. It was an intimidating thing, strung with heavy plates and a long bar that looked heavy enough as it was. Before even asking me what I could lift, or getting me to try the bar without plates on it, she started to load the bar up, placing the biggest plates on each end. “Alright. I want you to stand in front of this bar. Okay, good. Now put your feet shoulder-width apart. Good. Now straighten your back. Good. Stick out your butt. And now squat down, like this.” She showed me the technique and I replicated it. “Good, now step under the bar and do the same thing with the weight.” I stepped under the bar, cradled it onto my shoulders. She put her hands on my hips, nudging me into the perfect position, and then she said, “Good, now squat.”

I lifted the bar with a grunt, lowered myself down as she held her hands on my hips. I could feel her pelvis against my butt as I sunk low. Looking forward into the mirror, it looked like she was straddling me, fucking me from behind. She had a smirk on her face as if she could see it, too. “Now lift,” she said. I tried to stand back up, but it was too heavy. My legs started to tremble under the weight. “Push!” she said. She put her hands on my waist and helped push me up. I could feel her breasts pressed against my back. It made the whole ordeal tolerable. Once I was upright and I had the bar back on the rack, she still had her hands on my body, now up on my sides. She was feeling me.

“You’re all ribs!” she said, running her hands up and down my sides.

I felt my cheeks rush with warmth. “That’s why I’m here,” I said. I watched her in the mirror, that smirk still on her face.

“You know, women would kill for a body like yours.”

“Well, I don’t think that’s something to be proud of,” I said, feeling increasingly embarrassed by her hands, which were still feeling my body.

“You aren’t out of shape. You’re just small. You don’t like being small?”

“No,” I said. As I said it, I could see one of the man-hulks in the mirror, chatting with a gym-babe, with her perky cleavage prominent. I watched her eyes drift down to the bulge of his chest as she gently bit the corner of her bottom lip.

“Let’s do another set. Okay?” Cory said, so we kept going. After the squat rack, we moved to the dumbbells. She had me do a series of lunges and box jumps. After just a few exercises, my legs were wobbling. I couldn’t do any more. “You did good today. Get lots of rest tomorrow and we’ll go hard again on Wednesday,” she said.

It wasn’t until she walked me to the door that I noticed her slight limp, and then I noticed the long-healed scar on her thigh. I looked away before she noticed me staring. “I hope you had fun today,” she said as I reached for the handle. I turned and looked back at her. And it was that image of her that made me want to come back on Wednesday—that image burned itself into my mind: the way she stood with her weight on one leg, her hands behind her back, her chest perky and perfect. She was beautiful. If bulking up meant seeing that body every day, then I was looking forward to bulking up.

Had it not been for that lasting image, I wouldn’t have come back. As soon as I woke up the next morning, hardly able to stand as the muscles in my ass throbbed, I considered giving up. I couldn’t go through this three times a week! But if I didn’t go through it, I wouldn’t get to see Cory again. I was looking forward to chest day, when she would be standing over me, spotting me as I did the bench press, the underside of her breasts consuming my vision. I couldn’t wait, pain be damned.


CHAPTER III

I thought it was strange, though I didn’t say anything, when she had me doing strictly cardio on my second day at the gym. I’d read online that doing lots of cardio will stop your body from putting on muscle—that the best way to bulk up is to avoid cardio almost altogether. But she sat me on the stationary bike and had me go for thirty minutes before moving me over to the mat to run me through more cardio exercises. I didn’t question her, but I did look around. The guys with my ideal body were all pushing big weights, staying far away from the bikes and treadmills as if their lives depended on it. Besides the elderly, the only people on the bikes were chicks. The only people running through exercises on those mats were chicks.

I just figured it had something to do with my recovery from my first day.

But on my third day, she had me doing lunges and squats and box jumps again. It wasn’t until the next week that I finally got to work out my arms, but it seemed off—she had me pushing light weights with lots of reps. I was no expert, but I knew that wasn’t how to build muscle. According to the internet, which I double checked when I got home, light weight with lots of reps is how you tone existing muscle. I hardly had any muscle to tone. I would have called the gym and asked to switch trainers if I wasn’t looking forward to seeing Cory every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday afternoon.

It was my second Wednesday, when I was doing another set of squats, that she asked me, “What do you do for a living, Nate?”

“I’m a journalist,” I said. “Well, I’m almost a journalist. I work for a newspaper in the editing room. Soon though.”

“Wow. That sounds like fun,” she said with her bubbly smile. That smile made my heart melt, made me forget how many sets we’d done, made me wonder what I was even doing in that gym.

“It’s okay,” I said, my cheeks red. “And what do you do?” As the words slipped off of my tongue, I realized how stupid the question was. “I mean, when you aren’t here. What do you do?” I thought it was a good save, but she still laughed.

“Well, these days, not much. I used to compete in Show, but I haven’t been able to since my accident.” Her smile was forced now, a gleam of sadness in her eyes. “But I like working here, so it’s all good.” She perked right up, but now that I’d seen that gleam of sadness, I couldn’t un-see it.

I considered keeping my mouth shut, to get away from the obviously-sensitive topic as soon as possible, but I couldn’t help myself. “What’s Show?”

“You know, like a fitness competition. It’s basically competitive modelling. A lot of my old competitors even train here.” She looked around. “Like her, over there.” She pointed to a girl who was wearing little more than a bikini, her nipples pressing hard against the thin fabric of her flimsy sports bra. “Or him—that’s Jerry.” She pointed to one of the massive men without an ounce of fat on his body. He was lifting a dumbbell that probably weighed more than me. And when I looked back at Cory, she had that look in her eyes again, that gleam of sadness for her lost passion.

“When your leg is better, are you going to do it again?” I asked.

And she just forced another smile, which said enough. The scar on her leg was old—years old. It had healed as much as it was going to heal. The limp was permanent, and there was no sense in competing with girls who had no limp. And that limp was a real damn shame, because Cory was beautiful and she had the perfect body. And it was one small imperfection, outside of her own control, that was stopping her from living out her dream.

“Let’s finish this set,” she said, so we continued the workout and the topic didn’t come up again that day.

She gave me the weekend off, told me to recover and eat lots of protein-rich foods. We had our first weigh-in since my first day when I returned on Monday. My heart sank into my gut when I saw the number on the little LCD screen. I was down four pounds. After weeks of rigorous training, I was even scrawnier than before. I tried to reason the lower weight in my head. Maybe on my initial weigh-in, I was carrying lots of water weight. Or maybe I’d lost more fat than I’d gained muscle. But doesn’t muscle weigh more than fat? I looked at Cory, and she was smiling with bright eyes. “Very good,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Yeah, this is perfect. The hard work is really starting to pay off.” She looked at my body, scanned up and down, her gaze stopping for a moment on my butt. “And look at your bum—really perking up!” I tried to look back at my butt, over each shoulder, and then eventually using the mirror across the gym. My butt was perkier and my stomach was flatter. But that wasn’t what I was there for.

I didn’t say anymore. I just let my heart flutter in my gut. I figured she was trying to create some sort of base to work off of, get me down to my bare minimum so she could build me back up properly. She was looking at me with beaming eyes and a big smirk, and she seemed to think I was on the right track, so why not trust her? It’s not like I had anything to lose. Even if I ended up more scrawny in the end, I’d be going from zero action to zero action. So all I could do was give her my faith.


CHAPTER IV

When I arrived at the gym on the next Friday, the place was bustling. Every piece of workout equipment was in use, with lines of muscular men and stunning women behind each. They had the music turned up, so people could hear it over the loud swarm of conversations pinging off the walls. As I walked up to the receptionist, I was bumped four times by different people zipping from the change room to the battleground.

“What’s going on?” I asked the receptionist.

She just shrugged her shoulders. She didn’t give a shit. So I checked in and went to the change room to get into my workout clothes (which I’d finally bought just a few days before). All of the changing stalls were taken, so I found a corner, faced away from the bustle, and I got changed, my cheeks turning dark red as I slipped out from my jeans and into my shorts. As I bent down to pull my shorts up, someone slapped me hard on the ass, making me jump and shriek. “Nice tush—” the guy said, and then his face turned white as I turned around. “I’m sorry, I thought you were a…” He couldn’t finish his sentence.

I couldn’t even begin mine. I didn’t know what to say, humiliation tingling in my nerves. He thought I was a woman. After a month of training, men were mistaking me as a woman. I thought about changing back into my jeans, walking up to the receptionist, and cancelling my membership. Maybe Cory didn’t know what she was doing. Maybe she was just running me through her regular routine, a routine that was designed for young women trying to get beach ready. Maybe she knew nothing about bulking up.

I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t want to hurt Cory’s feelings, and I didn’t want everyone to think I was giving up. I had to see it through. And I was starting to think that meant manning up and telling Cory I wanted to start pushing heavier weight around, spending less time on the bikes and the mats.

I finished getting changed and I went back out into the bustling gym. Cory was standing there, waiting for me. She didn’t notice me emerge from the change room, her focus on the gym-goers, all of them smiling and having a great time, teeming with excitement. The only person who wasn’t smiling in that room was Cory, her gaze inward, lost. “Hey,” I said, tapping her on the shoulder, and she jumped. She looked at me and forced a smile.

“Hey, are you ready to work out?” she asked.

“What’s going on today? What’s with all the people?” I asked.

“This weekend is the State Qualifiers for Show. Everyone’s getting their final workout in before tomorrow morning.” She looked back at all of the gym-goers, her former competition, the company she wished was still her own.

We had to wait in line to use the squat rack. Once it was finally our turn, I noticed Cory staring at my ass as I squatted down and back up. Her gaze seemed to be lost, her lips parted slightly. “I can’t believe the progress you’re making,” she said after the set, but I still wasn’t sure I believed her. I felt fitter, healthier, stronger, but I was still small. And I could still feel the mild tingling from being slapped on the ass in the change room.

I caught her admiring my butt again a few times that afternoon. When she was spotting my last set of squats, now with heavier weight, I caught her hands sliding down over my hips, a gleam in her eyes that I couldn’t quite figure out. It wasn’t until the end of the workout that she finally said, “I’ve trained for the last five years and haven’t been able to get a waist like yours. You have no idea how lucky you are.”

I forced a smile. Lucky? Is being slapped on the ass by a strange man considered lucky now? Is being confused for a woman considered lucky?

She laughed. “You know, you would win every Show competition. It wouldn’t even be a competition. I mean, if you were a woman, anyway.” As she said it, her cheeks turned red and her eyes widened. “I mean, no offence. I’m not saying you have a girl body—I mean, you do, but not in a bad way. I’m sorry, that all came out wrong.” Her face reddened further and she tried to force a smile but failed. “I’m just saying, I would kill to have your body. But I know that doesn’t sound right. Let’s just pretend I never said anything, shall we?”

I smiled, said goodbye, and went home to do some more research. I made a post on a fitness website forum, detailing Cory’s workout routine, asking if it sounded like she had a plan for me that made sense to the armchair professionals. “Sounds like she’s getting you bikini ready!” one user wrote. The other users made similar posts. No one seemed to think Cory had me on the right track, save for one user who said, “It sounds like she’s just trying to give you the healthiest, most functional body possible. And isn’t that the point of working out? An excess of unnecessary muscle can lead to problems in the future with bones, joints, deterioration, and fat distribution.” The post was down-voted by all the muscle-heads, and I was left scratching my head, not sure what to think.

I decided to check out the event that Saturday. I found the info online, and tickets were only five bucks. I showed up late, missing the first half of the men’s competition. I watched a few guys take the stage, but it wasn’t my thing. I couldn’t help but cringe at the series of guys all oiled up and spray-tanned, flexing their oversized muscles, smiling like idiots for the flashing cameras. I couldn’t figure out how the judges were coming up with their scores—every guy looked the same and did the same pose. Some guys smiled bigger than others, and some guys’ veins looked closer to popping than the competition—maybe that was all there was to it.

The girls, on the other hand, were more entertaining. They were so beautiful, and they all looked so genuinely happy. I loved the way they walked out onto the stage in their tall heels, arms akimbo, with so much confidence. And the crowd reaction was much different—not just whistling from the single ladies like when the men came out. People were actually cheering and clapping and the judges’ eyes sparkled and it just seemed right. I also loved the way the girls’ butts jiggled as they walked the stage.

And as the finalists took the stage, I noticed Cory at the far end of the room, alone, watching with a long face. Had she been up there, she would be winning, no doubt about it. But that damn leg of hers—such a shame. I was surprised she was able to watch. If it was me, I would put as much distance between myself and the peculiar sport as possible, sparing my emotions to hold onto the little shred of dignity I still had. But somehow, she could stomach watching the event.

The next Monday, as she ran me through a new set of exercises, I couldn’t help but notice that lost gaze of hers, her mind still at the event, still wishing the accident never happened. And when her mind was back at the gym, she was staring at me with a look of jealousy, or maybe even contempt, as if I was wasting a God-given gift—but what could I really do with my body? I wasn’t a woman, so it’s not like I could compete or anything like that.

As the thought crossed my mind, a thought crossed her mind, making her eyes grow wide as a smile grew on her face. “By any chance,” she said, “do you want to come over to my house after your workout? I want to talk to you about something.”

I had a bad feeling buzzing in my nerves, but I forced a smile and said, “Sure.” That buzzing didn’t go away, not even once I was at her place, walking up to her front door.


CHAPTER V

Cory had a bright house with a big backyard. She had a nice arrangement of flowers on her kitchen table that gave the whole house a pleasing floral scent. “Do you want a coffee or anything?” she asked. “Or a tea?”

“A tea, maybe,” I said, and then I watched her closely as she prepared the tea, that smirk still on her face, her eyes still glowing with fantasies desperate to be let out from her mind.

“I know I keep telling you this, but you really are making very good progress,” she said.

“You really think so?”

“I know so. I can see it.”

I watched as she poured the boiling water into the mugs, dipped in the tea bags. “I have a sort of proposition for you, and I don’t want you to take it the wrong way. I’ve been trying to think of the right way to word it, but I’m starting to think there is no right way.” She sat down across from me at the table, her smile bigger than ever, eyes brighter than ever. I didn’t realize until that moment that her eyes were blue—a bright, vibrant blue, like the eyes you would see on a little husky puppy. Her cheeks turned red and she looked away “Gosh, maybe this is silly. Maybe I shouldn’t even say it.”

“Just say it,” I said.

“I was wondering if—well—if you might be interested in competing. In Show. But—you know—not with the guys, but… with the girls.” She made a big smile, her face now a shade of dark red, her teeth clenched tight.

I said nothing back, my heart now somewhere in the pit of my stomach, boiling in my stomach acid. My head was spinning.

“I know what you’re thinking, and I know it sounds crazy, but you would win. I know you would win. You’ll make all those girls so jealous. You’ve got the perfect body for it. You really do. It’s like you were born for it.” She bit her lip and stared into my eyes. I wasn’t sure I’d heard her accurately, my ears ringing so loudly.

“You want what?” I said.

“For you to compete in Show, with the girls. There’s a competition in two weeks. The grand prize is five thousand dollars, but it’s not about the money. It’s really not about the money. If you win—and you would win—you can have all of it. But I just think it would be such a shame not to show the world your body. Because you really do have the perfect body,” she kept saying that same phrase, as if it would eventually sink in as a compliment and not an insult.

“I have a chick’s body, is what you’re saying,” I said.

“No, no, no,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s more than that. This isn’t about boys and girls. You have a killer body, plain and simple.”

“So why don’t I compete with the men?” I said, knowing the answer already.

“Don’t think of it as boys and girls, Nate. There’s the hunk-body contest, and then there’s the fit, healthy body contest. Girls tend to compete in the latter, men in the former. That’s it. Just think of it like that.”

“So I’ll be competing against the girls… as myself?”

She bit her lip again. “Well, technically that wouldn’t be allowed. The rules are kind of muddy. But that’s just a formality. But Nate, you need to understand this: you really—”

I cut her off before she could finish. “I really have a great body—I know, you’ve said.” I felt sick. I found myself looking down her hall, trying to locate the bathroom in case the nausea became too much and I needed to make a dash for the toilet.

“It’s really not that big of a deal. You’ll put on a wig and a bra, and I’ll do your makeup. Otherwise, it will be all you.” She smiled big, her face still red. “Maybe a voice, too, if that’s okay…”

She didn’t realize I was at the competition that weekend, and I’d seen the girls, walking the stage with their skimpy bikinis, their butt cheeks out, feet in tall heels, fucking the judges with their eyes. It wasn’t as simple as putting on a bra and a wig and a little bit of makeup, and we both knew it.

“You would be like my prodigy. Five thousand dollars, Nate—but it’s really not about the money. I’ll do anything,” she said with a big smile, showing lots of teeth.

“Anything?” I said, that light-headedness making its rounds again, along with that swirling nausea.

“Anything,” she said, and then our eyes met and I suddenly felt flustered. I couldn’t help but let my mind wander. She did say anything, whether or not she really meant it—so I couldn’t help but think of her naked, on the bed, putting out for me. My cheeks became hot and I looked away quickly. I had to get my mind out of the gutter before she thought I was some little pervert. I couldn’t even bear the thought of showing up for our sessions every day after asking her to put out, like I was just some desperate dweeb.

But when I looked back into her eyes, she was smiling, biting her lip. “Even that,” she said, as if she’d read my mind. But she didn’t read my mind—she read my face, my red cheeks, my glossy eyes.

“Even what?” I said, playing dumb, hoping to salvage a bit of dignity.

“I’ll tell you what: I’ll suck you off now, and then after the competition, I’ll go all the way—assuming you go through with it.” She was smirking big now, still biting her bottom lip.

“What?” I said, my voice stuttering. I’d never been sucked off before. I’d never even been naked in front of a woman before. And now, one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen was offering herself to me. And for what? I couldn’t even remember. I couldn’t calm my mind enough to think for more than two seconds before the thought of her soft, plump lips came into my mind, her tongue caressing the length of my shaft.

“Consider it a sampler of what you’ll get,” she said, and then she stood up, walked around the kitchen table, and sunk down to her knees. She looked up at me with those shining puppy eyes and then she looked down at my crotch. Embarrassingly, I was already erect—my cock pressing hard against my jeans. She hadn’t even touched me yet. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to last more than thirty seconds—and was it worth thirty seconds? Plus another thirty seconds after the competition—if that? Inside of her tight pussy, I doubt I’d last ten seconds. And how long would I be on that stage, in those skimpy outfits? The girls at the last competition took the stage three times—once in a dress, once in a bikini, and again for the final judging. Each time was about thirty seconds; and then there was the backstage to consider, waiting with the other girls for my cue, accepting the prize at the end, assuming I made it that far, and trying to convince them all…

How was I going to convince anyone I was a girl? I’d only been mistaken once, by a man in the change room from behind. I was going to need to be a lot more convincing than that, with my body, my face, my voice, my posture, my everything. It was impossible.

But still, I wasn’t stopping Cory. She had my fly down, her fingers in my pants, slipping around my bare, erect penis. She started to stroke, her eyes wide. “You’re big,” she said, her fingertips gliding over my throbbing tip. I squirmed slightly. It felt so good and she hadn’t even done anything yet. With a little tug, she hand my jeans down to my thighs, my erection springing free into the open. I had the instinct to cover it up, but I fought that instinct away, already embarrassed enough.

She looked into my eyes again, making me melt, making me wonder why I was putting up a fight—even a pathetic fight, as it was. I let my shoulders relax and I took a deep breath. She bent down, opened wide, and slipped my hard member into her warm, wet mouth. She began to suck. It was worth it—it was so worth it. Even if I embarrassed myself and everyone realized I was actually a man in drag, it was still worth it.

I slipped my fingers into her hair as her tongue moved up and down the base of my shaft. Her hair was soft like her plump lips. She plunged down deep, getting my whole length into her throat, and then she surfaced so she could tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue. My body shuddered. It felt so goddamn good.

“Just like that,” I said as she began to suck my tip, pumping my rod with her hand. I was squirming like mad, moaning like a lunatic, my legs closing on her and releasing, over and over. I didn’t want it to end. It was the greatest sensation I’d ever felt. But as she leaned back to ask, “Do you like it?” I came on her face, taking her by surprise, making her jump as my hot load got her on the lips, on her eyelid, on her nose, her chin, her shirt, her hair, everywhere. I couldn’t stop coming. She winced away and I felt guilty and euphoric in the same moment. “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said with a giggle once my cock was oozing its final few drops.

My face was red-hot. I tried to smile, but it was all too embarrassing. And in case it wasn’t embarrassing enough, now I was locked into a day of dressing and acting like a woman in front of a large crowd.

“Should we get started then? I’ve got so many cute outfits that would look great on you,” she said as she wiped my cum off of her face. She made me tremble with a second euphoria as she licked my cum off of her finger like it was icing from a cake. She winked, and I couldn’t say no. I was hers to do what she wanted with, even if it meant dressing me up like a little doll and making me walk around her house in stilettos.

But it was worth it. In a few weeks, it would be me and her in bed, her naked body mine before me, her soft, jiggly breasts in my hands, her pussy wet around my girth. So what was one day imitating a woman?


CHAPTER VI

I will admit, I was terribly uncomfortable when I looked down at the clothes she had sprawled out on her bed for me: the outfits she wanted me to try on. I felt my body shudder and my face become red as the whole thing became a reality. I can’t count how many times I wanted to step away and say, ‘Maybe we shouldn’t do this,’ but she’d already put up her end of the bargain, and now I had to do the same

I didn’t understand why she wanted me to wear the panties, so I asked.

“You aren’t going to wear your boxers under the dress, are you?” she said. I looked down at the dress she had picked out. It was red and small—so tight and so short. I had a hard time believing it would even fit on my body. But if it did fit, she was right: my boxers would look ridiculous under the outfit, all scrunched up and bulging. But the panties didn’t look big enough to cover my cock, to hold it down from making a thick bulge of its own.

But still, I took the panties into the corner, turned around, and waited for her to do the same. She didn’t. “What?” she said. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen already.” And she was right. I don’t know what I was being shy about. She’d already seem my cock, seen it erect, seen it coming. What was I even hiding anymore? So I changed in front of her, dropping my pants and boxers to the ground and pulling the tiny panties up.

I didn’t mind the way they felt, hugging my crotch firmly in place, pronouncing my hips and showing off my butt. They seemed to make my butt look perkier, or maybe I just hadn’t spent too much time until then looking at my butt in the mirror. My ass cheeks instantly absorbed the thin strip of fabric that covered my asshole, making it look like I was bottomless from behind.

She walked up behind me, put her hands on my ass, and lifted my cheeks slightly. “This is where we want you by the competition,” she said. I looked into the mirror and blushed. With her holding up my ass, I looked like I had the body of a model. “Here, I want to see something,” she said, and then she went to retrieve a tall pair of black strappy heels from her closet. “Put these on.”

I held them up, wondering how the tiny things could possibly support my weight. I sat on the edge of the bed and put the shoes on. The most embarrassing part of it all was that they fit perfectly, as if designed for my feet. The worst part of this whole thing was that Cory was right—I did have the body of a woman. I had the ass of a woman, the legs of a woman, the waist and hips of a woman—I was just missing the tits, but she had a solution for that, which she was getting ready as I tried to balance in the shoes. “Look at that! We hardly have to do anything,” she said.

Standing in the shoes seemed to force my butt to perk out, understandably as I had to flex my ass in order to stay upright. Maybe it was the recent set of squats, but walking in those heels was one of the hardest leg workouts I’d ever had. But yet again, Cory was right. They made my ass look great, and my legs, too. I just needed a good shave and my lower half would have been indistinguishable from a woman’s, save for the bulge of my cock, which Cory seemed to think wouldn’t be an issue. “Do you mind?” she said, and I had no idea what I was minding, but I said “Sure,” regardless.

I wasn’t expecting her to reach down my panties, grab my cock, and slip it between my legs. She pushed on my balls, making me squirm. Somehow, she managed to push them up into my body, and the tight panties prevented them from falling back down. “Sometimes the guys do this so their leg muscles don’t squash their balls while they’re posing,” she said, and the thought made me uncomfortable—the thought of my balls being squashed by dense legs. How do they walk around all day like that? Do they have to keep their balls pushed inside all the time? Maybe that’s another reason to not want a big hulking body…

Amazingly, the dress fit. It not only fit, but it fit as though it was made for my body—seemingly like all of Cory’s clothes. It stung to think about, seeing as I could never find men’s clothes that fit properly. Everything was always baggy somewhere, or just way too tight all over. But Cory’s clothes were perfect on every part of my body. Even shoes were hard to find as a man, but all of Cory’s were so comfortable. Maybe I even had girl feet—is that even a thing?

Cory disappeared into her basement storage while I stood in front of the mirror, getting used to the heels, getting used to the padded bra she had me wear. The bra was awkward. It would have been perfect had it not been strapless, for the sake of the dress, which was strapless. But the weight of the pads made the little undergarment fall down. So I tied it on its tightest setting and it held, but it was far from comfortable. At least with the bikini, which I tried on next, I could slip the pads from the bra into the cups of the bikini top.

For a quick DIY contraption, the faux-breast pads sure looked realistic. When I jumped in the bikini, my fake tits bounced up and down like the real thing. I found myself cupping them with my hands, squeezing them, wondering what it would feel like if they really were real, if I could wear a skimpier bikini that showed off more cleavage.

Cory came back with a black wig. “I thought I had a blonde one, but I could only find this. It’s from an old Halloween costume, but it looks real. I wore it a few years ago at a party, and everyone thought it was my real hair,” she said, handing the wig to me. I put it on, feeling like a complete lunatic until I looked in the mirror and realized that this whole crazy idea might actually work. I didn’t even have makeup on yet, and my legs and arms and chest were all still hairy, but still, I looked like a chick. I was staring at a woman—at myself in the mirror. I watched the colour drain from my face as my heart plunged into my gut once again.

Cory stepped up behind me, ruffled my hair up a bit, rearranging a few strands until she was satisfied and her face was beaming with a big smile. “This is going to work,” she said, as I thought the same thing.

I noticed the time as I did a lap around her house in the heels, feeling a bit more comfortable but still needing a lot of work. It was almost 10 PM. The windows were dark, and the streets were quiet. I had to work in the morning, so I started getting undressed. “I’ll see you on Wednesday,” I said to Cory.

“Just hold on one second,” she said, running back to the bedroom. The house became silent for a moment as I stood in the doorway, waiting to leave. She came back with a little bag full of clothes.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“It’s your gym outfit for Wednesday.” I looked into the bag. It was women’s workout gear: a sports bra, the breast pads, little short-shorts, the wig, and a little makeup kit. “You’ve got a razor at home, right?” she said with that big smirk.

I tried to reply, but I didn’t know what to say. She needed to establish me as her protégée before the big competition. There would be people working out at the gym who would be competing in the same contest, who could potentially recognize me if I just suddenly showed up as a woman. Better to plant the seed now—and not to mention, get me into character before the big day.

My one simple afternoon as a woman was turning into so much more. And was it really worth a quick blowjob and a quick fuck after the fact? I was starting to wonder…


CHAPTER VII

I was late for my Wednesday session—again, not late to show up, but late to gather the courage to enter the building. This time my anxiety was justified. I was wearing a wig, a tight-fitted top and shorts that were shorter than the boxers I usually wore. I had dark eyeliner on—mascara, eye shadow, a bit of lip gloss, a bit of blush. It took the better half of the afternoon getting the makeup just right (using plenty of online tutorials for reference), but even with everything just right, I was still terrified I would be recognized.

Thankfully, the receptionist didn’t even look up when I went to check in under my new name, “Natasha Greenwood.” Cory had gone in and put the new name into the system for me. She’d also already gone ahead and signed me up for the competition, which was now just ten days away.

I’d spent the last day practising my voice, speaking aloud to myself for so long, my throat was sore when I woke up. Now it sounded like I had a cold, which helped to hide some of my faux-voice’s imperfections. But it still needed work. I had a feeling the next ten days would be spent with that voice, whenever possible, until it was natural and my real voice was the forced one.

I walked slowly into the gym, hyper-aware of the people around me. I could feel the gazes of men turning my way. One man looked right at my ass. I even caught him, and it took a few seconds before he pulled his gaze away, unabashed. He smiled at me and winked, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. I decided to go with relieved. If I could fool an alpha male into thinking I was the real thing—not just thinking, but bodaciously flirting with me—I could fool anyone. Or could I? Could I fool a woman? Could I fool anyone with my voice? Sure, the receptionist didn’t seem to notice, but she was preoccupied, or maybe she just didn’t care enough to think too hard about it. Regardless, I wasn’t in the clear yet.

“Hey Natasha,” Cory said, jogging up next to me. “You look great.” She looked into my eyes with a big smile. I couldn’t hold the eye-contact for more than a few seconds before looking away. It was all so embarrassing. Can you imagine? Trading weeks of humiliation for a couple minutes of pleasure? Now, it seemed so absurd, like I’d made a terrible, terrible deal, and now I was stuck facing the consequences. If there had been any amiable way to back out of our deal, I would have—but there wasn’t.

We did our usual routine at the squat rack, then doing some lunges, and then doing some strength exercises. It was harder than usual, my focus constantly being stolen away by the glaring eyes I could spot in the mirrors. My worst nightmare was being confirmed: I had a girl’s body. But the worst part about it was when I caught myself letting a smirk slip. I even caught myself winking back at one of the men in the gym near the end of my session, when I was at the fountain filling up my bottle. I had to go into the bathroom and slap myself on the cheek, remind myself that what I was doing was humiliating, not fun, not sexy, not exciting. I should have been too embarrassed to even leave that bathroom without covering my face. But instead, I was more comfortable in that gym than I ever had been before—and that scared the hell out of me.

Cory cut our session early. “We’ll do some more training back at my place,” she said, so we carpooled back to her house. She got me back into a pair of heels, this pair white and closed-toe, and she had me walk around her house. She taught me how to walk on stage, placing one foot in front of the other, keeping my back straight, my hands on my hips. And for the first time, I could feel the progress from the gym. I could feel my bum jiggling firmly. I could feel the smooth definition of my muscles with each step. It felt good. I felt strong. And for quite possibly the first time in my life, I felt like I could do anything.

She let me take a pair of heels home so I could do some practicing on my own. She even gave me another bag of dresses, so I could get more comfortable in the formal attire. There was a long white dress that I loved, with a long slit down the side that exposed my hip. The dress went perfect with the white heels. I ended up staying up until the wee hours of the morning, trying out different outfits, different makeup styles, different hair styles. The possibilities seemed endless, and it was so much fun seeing all the different ways I could make myself look.

And it wasn’t until I was getting undressed and washing off my makeup that I realized there was something very bad happening to me: I was starting to succumb to a new sort of addiction. I was enjoying it, more than I enjoyed being myself. I was just like those strange men who dress up in women’s clothing and hang out outside of the gay bars, waving at passing cars, their five o’clock shadow beginning to show. The only difference was that I was convincing, but was that really a big difference? In a way, it made it worse. Those guys could get changed and go back to being men. I was stuck with my woman’s body. I would be stuck being slapped on the ass every time I turned around and bent over in the change room.

I stared at the pile of clothes, wishing I’d never gotten into this crazy deal. But at the same time, all I wanted to do was put the clothes back on, put the shoes back on, do another lap, one leg in front of the other, arms akimbo.


CHAPTER VIII

The competition seemed to creep up fast. I didn’t even realize it was the day before the competition until Cory sent me a text message asking me how I was feeling about it. I wanted to feel nervous and full of dread, but I was secretly excited, excited to walk onto the stage and see if I really could convince a whole auditorium that I was a woman—not just a woman, but a woman worthy of winning what was essentially a beauty contest.

I probably would have been more nervous had I not already gone out into public wearing the female workout clothes that Cory had leant me. I’d already gone to a gym across town, worked out in a packed room, chatted with a few strangers, got a few phone numbers. I was nervous when I walked into that gym, having never spoken to anyone but Cory as a woman before, but now, those nerves were gone. I knew I could pull off the voice, the look, the whole deal.

My only concern was my cock. Sometimes when I put on the bikini or the dress, I would get… excited. I was out of the house in the bikini, going down to the beach to see just how convincing I really could be, when I felt the tingle and my growing girth began to push against my tiny bottoms. I had to slip behind a bush and wait for my excitement to pass. It was my own reflection that did me in—seeing myself all hot, thinking about all the guys who wanted to fuck my brains out. Being a good looking lady comes with a lot of power.

All I would have to do is go up to a man and ask, “Can I suck your dick?” and within seconds, I would have an erect dick before me—not that I could actually go through with it. But as a man, if I went up to anyone and said anything similar, I would probably end up with a black eye. Even as an unattractive woman, I probably wouldn’t be able to get away with it. But when I was out in that bikini, heads turned. Men stared at my ass, eyes glazed, drooling, their girlfriends scorning me. It was too much fun.

And as soon as I was on that stage, I would have everyone looking at me—hundreds of people, some wishing they could fuck me, some wishing they were me. I’d never felt anything like it as a man.

I didn’t sleep for more than a couple of hours the night before the contest. My heart was racing. I couldn’t decide how I wanted to do my makeup, how I wanted to do my hair. Once I thought I knew, a new idea would pop into my head and I would be back to square-one.

But it was as I was slipping into my panties the next morning that the nervousness hit me all at once, or maybe it was regret. I’m not sure whether I was regretting agreeing to do the competition, or if I was regretting getting so into it. Probably both. Because now I had a real problem. Now I had a fetish, a dark secret I could never tell anyone about, something that would always be on my mind. And once the contest was over, I couldn’t continue this madness. Once I gave all of Cory’s clothes back, what was I going to do? Go out and buy my own women’s clothing? And wear them where exactly? Down at the bars, like those weirdoes who stand around outside of bars, waving at cars with their apparent Adam’s apples? I didn’t want to be one of those people.

Cory showed up at my house to pick me up. “Why aren’t you dressed? We need to be there in thirty minutes,” she said, her eyes wide and face quickly becoming pale.

“I don’t think this is such a good idea.”

“No one will be able to tell you’re a man—no one will recognize you,” she said.

“It’s not that,” I said. I looked at the little dress—my outfit for the first round. I wanted to wear it so badly, and that made me so angry.

“Then what is it?” she asked.

I wanted to tell her, but it was too embarrassing. How could I ever admit such a thing? I didn’t have to admit it. I could simply give the clothes back, apologize for wasting her time, and cancel my gym membership—be done with it and forget it ever happened. Maybe I would never forget my new secret fetish, but I didn’t have to indulge. And if I resisted the temptation to indulge, maybe it would never get any worse. Maybe it would even get better. So I just shrugged.

And then I saw that sad gleam in her eyes. She was so close to returning to the world she loved so dearly. I could see her heart breaking in those eyes, her soul being crushed under the weight of the car that caused the accident that ruined her Show career. And I just couldn’t do it—I couldn’t let her down. “Just give me ten minutes,” I said, and I zipped over to the bathroom to do my hair.

I didn’t have time to make my hair too fancy, so I decided simply to straighten it. It looked good straight. I wore it straight at the beach and got more attention than I’d ever gotten in my life, tenfold, so straight it was. For makeup, I went simple: just a bit of eyeliner, a bit of eye-shadow, and some simple contouring—a technique I’d gotten very good at in the past couple of weeks. I quickly wiggled into the dress, grabbed my bag with my bikini, and we were out the door, on the way to the competition, that smile once again on Cory’s face.

We had to sign forms at the entrance. Cory signed next to the spot that said ‘coach’. She was beaming with excitement, her name finally back on the protocol, and soon to be on the trophy, too. And I was excited for her. So what if it left me with a little bit of confusion. I was doing it for her, not for me.

We went backstage, she touched up my makeup, and then she put her hands on my shoulders. “You’re going to do great. I’ll be watching from the floor,” she said. And then I could hear the announcer calling out names, going down the list in alphabetical order. Girls began to flock towards the edge of the stage where they could watch their competition, see what they were up against. The girls were all so pretty, their makeup perfect, their hair so elegant. And I was one of them, and they were looking at me the same way I looked at them. And it was great.


CHAPTER IX

I couldn’t do anything to calm my shaking hands when it was finally my turn to take the stage. I put them on my hips and walked out hoping no one would notice. The shaking stopped as soon as the crowd cheered, men whistled, and the judges perked up. Everyone was looking at me, and no one had any idea that I wasn’t actually a woman. When I reached the end of the stage and looked around, I saw Cory, her face glowing with a big smile. She was clapping along with the rest of them. I got an even louder reaction when I turned around to show off my best asset.

The competition director gave me a pat on the back when I returned backstage. “How have I never seen you around here before?” he said, letting his clipboard dangle at his side.

“I’m new,” I said with a smile.

He looked into my eyes for a moment before looking down at my body. “Well, you did great,” he said. I could see the shine in his eyes, the same shine I’d seen down at the beach from men I’d caught staring at my ass. It didn’t surprise me anymore, but I still loved it.

I went back to my little curtain square to change into my bikini. I slipped out from the dress, pulled the pads out from my bra, and fished my bikini out from my bag. And then I felt his presence behind me and I froze. “You’re going to be out in the first batch—” he said, and then I felt a cold tingle crawl up my spine. My cock was out, dangling between my legs, and there was no question that he could see it, if not from behind than through the mirror that was in front of me.

It was the competition director. He’d just let himself into my curtain cubicle, maybe with the intention of seeing me naked, or maybe he was just a blundering fool. Regardless, I was caught. I quickly pulled the bikini bottoms up and I threw my arm over my flat chest, but it was too late. He’d seen enough. “You—You’re a…” he couldn’t say it aloud. His face was red, and he was unmoved, unable to move. Probably humiliated from eyeing me up a few minutes earlier—eyeing a man up.

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I wanted to apologize, to beg him to pretend he saw nothing, but I knew it was all useless. All I could do was hope that he was feeling sympathetic, though he had no reason to give me any sympathy. I tried to swallow the copper-flavoured dread in my mouth, but the lump in my throat wouldn’t allow it. I was caught, pure and simple. “Please don’t say anything,” I finally managed to say.

“This is a violation of the rules,” he said.

“What rule?” I asked. Cory had told me there technically wasn’t any rule that said men couldn’t compete in the women’s competition, and vice-versa. I looked into it myself, and there was only a vague reference to the competition being women-only when it said, “Women must sign up twenty-four hours before the competition,” but it didn’t say anything about men. In fact, one could interpret that rule as ‘Meanwhile, men can sign up whenever they want.’

“It’s a women’s competition,” he said, keeping his voice low, his face now red and his eyes glossed over.

I shrugged. “I am a woman,” I said. “If it looks like a duck and quacks like a duck, it is a duck. Right?” I said, forcing a smile, hoping to be saved by political correctness, hoping he would look the other way and keep his mouth shut in the name of tolerance. How did he know I wasn’t transgender? Is it not considered discrimination to label a transgender woman as a man?

“I have to disqualify you,” he said, after trying to swallow the lump in his own throat.

I could only picture Cory’s face, her disappointment when she found out I was caught. It would look bad on her—they might even ban her from coaching in the future, totally eliminating her from her dream hobby.

“Please don’t. I’ll do anything,” I said.

The space became silent. “Anything?” he finally said, quietly, almost whispering. His eyes drifted down. Was he suggesting what I thought he was suggesting? Was he asking for a sexual favour?

I took a deep breath. “Anything,” I said.

He pressed his lips thin in an attempt to hide the smile—a failed attempt. He looked back to make sure the curtain was drawn closed. I could hear the other girls getting ready all around, chatting, laughing. If I could hear them, they could hear me. And if the competition director could simply throw that curtain open, anyone in that large room could, too.

He looked back at me. He shushed me, and then he reached down for his belt.


CHAPTER X

I’d never been with a man before. Technically, I’d never even been with a woman, save for the blowjob I got from Cory a couple of weeks before. I’d never even thought of being with a man—it was such an alien idea. Yet there I was, on my knees, with a big, fat cock in front of me, ready to be stroked and sucked.

He was hairy. His balls were hairy, his pelvis was hairy, his legs were hairy. But my God, was his cock huge. I reached for it, my hand trembling. I took another deep breath before slipping my fingers around it. It was warm, throbbing, already growing before I did anything. I wasn’t sure what to do with it, how to begin, what exactly he was expecting of me. So I gently began to pump it, pulling back his foreskin, exposing his red, throbbing tip. My God, he was big. I wasn’t sure the thing would even fit through my lips.

“Lick it, baby,” he whispered.

I bit my tongue, looked up at him, thought of Cory’s face, finding out she’s been banned from all future competitions. And then I stuck out my tongue and I licked his bulging tip. It wasn’t as bad as I thought, tasteless—just warm. But still, my heart pounded and my nerves tingled cold.

His cock grew so thick that I couldn’t reach my fingers all the way around it—as thick as my own wrist. It stood tall, nearly as tall as my forearm. I had to bend at the elbow to stroke the whole length. “Spit on it, babe,” he whispered, so I followed the command, spitting on his tip and spreading my saliva down the length of his rod. He moaned gently as someone walked right by the curtain. My heart skipped a beat and then throbbed relentlessly. They kept on walking, oblivious to what we were doing in that little cubicle.

His fingers nestled into my hair as I continued to circle his tip with the tip of my tongue, feeling every single vein throbbing in his member with my clenched fist. Somehow, he was getting even bigger and harder.

It occurred to me that if I pumped harder and faster, I would get him off quicker, and I would be on my way quicker—this whole experience behind me. I couldn’t wait for the whole experience to be behind me. So I clenched my fist and I beat him hard. His legs tensed up and he shuddered. “Oh shit, just like that,” he said.

I took one more deep breath and then I sunk his cock into my mouth—as much as I could, anyway, which wasn’t much relative to his whole impressive length. But it was enough to make that shudder more intense, to make sweet pre-cum ooze onto my tongue. He took my head with both hands, held it steady, and began to face-fuck me. He pushed himself further down than I would have liked, making me gag, making saliva run down my cheeks, making my face turn red from lack of oxygen. But damn, did it feel good—to think I was getting someone this excited, this horny.

I looked so good that a man wanted to fuck me, even knowing that I was actually a man.

I could feel him hardening, his throbbing intensifying. He started to groan. I thought he was about to come, and then he pulled his long member out from my mouth and said, “Turn around. Hurry up.”

My mind was spinning. I couldn’t even remember why I was doing this. I couldn’t even process why he would want me to turn around. But for some reason, I followed the command, spinning around, letting him bend me over. I grabbed onto the edge of the makeup counter so I wouldn’t fall forward. He yanked my bottoms down to my knees and he slapped that monster-cock of his between my butt cheeks, my warm saliva making the slap especially loud. It wasn’t until his throbbing tip was lined up with my asshole that my mind finally clicked and I really realized what was happening. He was about to fuck me from behind.

But I didn’t stop him. I just closed my eyes, tried to picture Cory’s face when she stood next to me, her name etched into that trophy along with mine.

And then I felt it pushing in, stretching me wide, sinking deep—deeper and deeper. It was never-ending, pushing in so deep that I thought it was going to slip out of my mouth. I clenched and then he slapped my ass. “Don’t clench. Just relax,” he whispered. Another couple of girls passed by the curtain. Being caught naked was embarrassing enough—I couldn’t even imagine being caught with a big cock in my ass. And to make matters worse, I had a big erection of my own, which seemed to come out of nowhere.

I was so hard, and once he started thrusting into me, my hard rod began to bob up and down. I definitely wasn’t expecting him to reach around, grab my cock, and beat me off—but that’s what he did. “You like that, you little slut?” he whispered into my ear through clenched teeth.

“Yeah,” I said, moaning. He used his free hand to cover my mouth, to stop me from moaning. But the fingers of that muffling hand ended up in my mouth, hooking me like a fish. I couldn’t help myself—I sucked his fingers while he pumped my ass with his huge rod.

A warm, powerful shudder passed through me, making my legs tremble. I would have collapsed if not for the support of that makeup counter. The warm shudder seemed to linger in my crotch, growing stronger and stronger until I was coming everywhere—my hot load shooting all over the underside of that counter, one blast even shooting up and hitting the mirror. “Oh fuck,” I muttered, muffled by his hand. Thank God for that hand, or everyone would have heard.

“I’m going to come,” he whispered into my ear, and I was ready for it. I couldn’t wait. And then I felt it as he grunted loudly: his load of cum blasting inside of me—deep inside of me. His fingers dug into the skin on my hips as he thrust deep, getting all of his impressive length into my colon. And then after a final warm shudder, he stepped back, his load following fast, splatting onto the floor, running down my legs.

He was breathing heavily as he gathered his composure and his pants. “You’d better get ready,” he said. “You’re on in five.” And then he was gone—just like that. But I was still in the competition. Cory’s dream still lived on.

I got another loud cheer when I took to the stage in my bikini, another great response from the judges, who watched me closely with wide eyes, and then once I was backstage, I watched them go down to their notes, scribbling wildly, ignoring the girl who went out next. And we won. At the end of the day, they called out my name and then they called out Cory’s name. We took the stage together and accepted that trophy. A lone tear ran down her cheek.


CHAPTER XI

I’d completely forgotten the unsatisfied terms of the deal until we were back at Cory’s house with a bottle of champagne, a cheque for five-thousand dollars, and a big, shiny trophy engraved with our names. She leaned over the couch and kissed me. “What was that for?” I asked, not even realizing I was still using my girl voice.

“We had a deal, didn’t we?” she said with a big smile. She put her hand between my breasts and slowly sunk it down, across my abdomen, my pelvis, and onto my cock. She started to rub. She looked into my eyes, her eyes glowing, her whole face glowing. “I owe you, big time,” she said.

My face turned red. “No, I owe you,” I said.

“You owe me? What do you mean?” She looked at me with a tilt of the head, and then a smirk grew on her face as she realized what I was saying. I didn’t have to say it.

I bit my tongue. “So when’s the next competition?” I asked.

Her smirk turned into a big, goofy smile. She bit her lip and then kissed me again. And the next thing I knew, her hand was down my pants, fingers around my cock. And damn, did she know how to work it, getting me rock-hard within seconds. She took my hand and brought it up to her chest. I squeezed her tit and she moaned. “You think if I got a fake set, they would feel this good?” I asked, giving her chest another firm squeeze.

“You tell me,” she said, and then she brought my hand down to her crotch, down the waistband of her shorts. And that’s when I felt her long, semi-erect penis. She smiled, biting the corner of her lip again, her cheeks red. “Do you want to be top or bottom first?” she asked.

I didn’t answer. I just sunk down, pulled her shorts and panties away with a tug, and I began to suck her big, hard dick.

THE END

CORPORATE BENEFITS

Jake can’t help but wonder why his co-worker, Tony, is suddenly getting way more vacation time than anyone else, or how he can afford that new BMW, or why the manager is letting him leave so early every day. It’s especially frustrating, seeing as Jake is the one stuck picking up Tony’s slack.

When Jake catches Tony at the mall, wearing women’s clothing and makeup, he doesn’t expect Tony to be so casual about it. He also doesn’t expect Tony’s offer to be let in on the little scheme—a scheme that involves being a little sissy for the boss.


CHAPTER I

I’d been working at the Hodgson & Burk law firm for a year when I started to realize something wasn’t quite right. Tony, the guy who worked in the office across the hall from me, who was hired on the same day as me and worked the same hours as me, seemed to suddenly be getting more benefits than me.

I don’t know whether he was being paid more, but he was certainly spending much more money. He came into work with a brand new computer one morning—one of those Apple computers that cost more than a down payment on a house. And he was wearing a sparkling gold watch. Maybe it was old money, a sudden inheritance, but that didn’t explain the other benefits he seemed to be cashing in on.

He’d just come back from two weeks of holidays, his skin evenly dark and glowing. He was already talking about another upcoming trip, this one to Japan, for another two weeks. I caught him looking at the hotel he had booked, and it looked like the kind of place millionaires and celebrities might stay. The room he was looking at—and I wasn’t sure it was really the room he’d be staying in—had its own private swimming pool and a deck that was as big as the room itself, with two fireplaces and two flat-screen television sets.

I only got two weeks of vacation each year, and I had assumed Tony got the same. In fact, I wasn’t aware of anyone, save for the senior staff, who got more than two weeks of vacation.

Though I’d heard stories from other firms about employees finding loopholes in the system. One friend of mine told me about a guy who went to the human resources department and complained that his job was worsening his anxiety. They ended up giving him an extra day off every week—yes, every single week—and a paid-for pass to a massage therapist twice a week. I guess it was cheaper than slugging out a lawsuit for a year.

But as far as I knew, Tony hadn’t gone to the human resources department to complain. He’d never slugged around the office or complained about any anxiety or depression or any disabilities. So maybe there was another loophole that I didn’t know about.

I didn’t think too much of it—worried that if I let it get to me, I would be miserable for the next twenty years or so, as long as I was with the company. I tried to console myself in thinking he was just burning through an inheritance, burning through his savings, setting himself up for a whole lot of future debt and regret. And then, one afternoon, I found myself behind him in line at the little café on the first floor of our building. I wasn’t paying much attention until the gleam of his credit card caught my eye.

It was a glossy black card with a gold border. I knew that card. I’d been given that card before, to pick up coffees for the whole office, back when I was starting out. It was a company card, loaded with unlimited money. But Tony wasn’t buying coffees for the whole office. He was buying himself a large coffee, and a sandwich with extra bacon. I watched him from across the café as he ate with a big smile on his face. I had to see him eat the sandwich for myself—to make sure he wasn’t buying lunch for one of the bosses. But sure as shit, it was for himself.

The next day I followed him when he left for lunch. I stayed back about a half block, and watched him slip into a fancy restaurant. I looked through the window and saw him being seated at a private little table. The waiter brought him two bottles of expensive wine, and let him taste both before making a decision. I got lunch at the fast food joint across the street, where I could watch the whole thing unfold.

He ordered the steak and lobster, had a second and then a third glass of wine, finished the lunch off with a slice of pie, and then out came that black and gold card.

When he went to the bathroom that afternoon, I slipped into his office, rifled through his coat pocket, and found his wallet. It really was the company card, with Hodgson & Burk embezzled on it. Was he stealing? I put the wallet back and slipped out before he came back. I got no more work done that afternoon, watching him as he surfed the net, the glow of the screen on his smiling face. He was leaning back in his chair without a goddamn care in the world.

He shut down his computer an hour early, put on his coat, and headed for the exit, whistling as he went. Our manager stopped him by the door, so I slipped out from my office to hear Tony’s excuse. “There’s still an hour left on the clock, Tony,” said the manager.

Tony just smiled. “I know. I’ve got some errands I need to run.”

“For the company?”

“No. I’ve been putting off grocery shopping, and I’ve been meaning to go to the mall to get a new suit.”

The manager didn’t look impressed. “Yeah, you’re not going anywhere,” he said, pointing Tony back to his office.

But Tony didn’t move. “Should we take this up with Mr. Hodgson upstairs?” he said, and then the manager wavered.

“Maybe we should.” The manager went to the receptionist, asked her to put Mr. Hodgson on the phone. There was a silence, Tony still smirking like a rotten prankster. “Um, yeah,” the manager said, finally through to the big man upstairs. “I’ve got an employee wanting to leave early to run some personal errands. Employee ID 7732.” There was another long silence. Everyone in the office had stopped working to watch everything unfold. “Um, are you sure, sir? No, no, I’m not questioning you, I just want to make sure you’re sure. Okay, I’m sorry to bother you. Have a good day now.” He hung up the phone, his face white. He looked to Tony and said, “Okay, you can go.” He couldn’t look Tony in the eye.

Tony whistled as he left an hour early, an hour before me and everyone else in the office. And I can only imagine he went to the mall to buy the most expensive suit with the company’s credit card. And the rest of us were left scratching our heads.


CHAPTER II

It was a month later when I saw Tony’s picture as I scrolled through my Facebook feed. It was a picture of a beach in Hawaii, taken from the other side of a window: the impressive view from his suite. I guess two weeks in Japan wasn’t enough, so he decided to stop in Hawaii for a week on his way back. But there was something very strange about the picture, that I didn’t even notice until the third time I looked at it (I spent a lot of my working days on Facebook, scrolling bored through the same posts over and over). In the picture, you could see a vague gleam of Tony’s reflection—or maybe not Tony, but someone holding Tony’s phone.

It was a woman, in a bikini, holding up Tony’s phone with its black and white zigzag striped case. I’d seen that phone sitting on his desk. Maybe he was there with a girl, and he’d posted the photo she took. Maybe she was the one with all the money.

The next theory I came up with satisfied my curiosity: maybe Tony was dating Mr. Hodgson’s daughter. Though I’d seen his daughter in the office before, and I was fairly certain she was still a teenager. Tony was almost thirty, so I doubt Mr. Hodgson would allow such a thing. But maybe he had an older niece, or a sister. Somehow, Tony had gotten in with Mr. Hodgson’s family.

I asked my manager that day if Mr. Hodgson was in. “He’s been away for the last three weeks on vacation,” I was told. And that left me scratching my head. Tony had also been gone for three weeks. Were they vacationing together? Was it a family vacation? Was Tony related to Mr. Hodgson and he’d just never mentioned it before? It would certainly explain all of the corporate benefits he’d been indulging in.

He returned to the office the next week, even more tan than before, with an even more careless smile on his face. I knew I shouldn’t let it bother me, but I couldn’t help it. I’d been sleeping less than four hours each night, trying to keep up with a growing workload—a workload that wouldn’t have been so bad had Tony been around to do his part. And now that he was around, he still wasn’t doing his part. He was still going out for extended lunch breaks, still leaving early, still putting everything on the company card. I even caught him using the company card to do some online shopping, holding that black card up as he punched the number into his computer—probably ordering a hot tub to his house or something.

Everyone else at the office was starting to talk about it when he wasn’t around. When he would leave early for the day, everyone would start to gossip, spread their own theories as to what was going on. One of the girls who had been working there for three years longer than me had a good theory: that Tony was blackmailing Mr. Hodgson. Her guess was that he’d gotten his hands on a sex tape, though that seemed farfetched to me. How could he have gotten such a thing? He was no hacker as far as I could tell. When he first started, he would ask me how to use Excel to create spreadsheets. Surely anyone capable of hacking someone’s camera to steal a sex tape could figure out how to use Excel, unless it was all a rouse.

Regardless, I couldn’t take any more. I had too much pride, and Tony was stomping all over it, making me more and more bitter with each day, with each steak and lobster while the rest of us were eating discount burgers and sandwiches. So when Tony left early one afternoon, I went to the manager and said, “I’m not feeling so good. Do you mind if I go home?” He would have said no had he not still been dealing with the embarrassment from his confrontation with Tony. “Yeah, go ahead,” he said, with defeat still lingering in his voice.

I ran down to the parking lot, hoping to catch Tony before he was gone. He was just pulling away as I emerged from the building. I got into my car and went after him. I thought I’d lost him at first, and then I noticed the gleam of his white car (a brand new BMW) five cars ahead. I followed, keeping that five car distance. My hands were trembling, palms becoming sweaty.

He pulled up to the mall. I parked three rows behind him, and put on a big coat and a pair of sunglasses before following him inside. He had a backpack flung over his shoulder as he whistled towards the door. I followed him through the large, busy mall, and I watched him turn down the hallway towards the bathrooms. By the time I reached that hallway, he was gone. But there were only three doors at the end of that hall: the men’s bathroom, the women’s bathroom, and the handicapped bathroom.

I waited around the corner for him to re-emerge. But fifteen minutes passed, and only two people walked by—a woman and a brown-skinned man. So I decided to go see what Tony was doing.

My heart was pounding as I approached the men’s bathroom. I don’t know what I was expecting to discover, what I was hoping to catch him doing. I opened the door and stepped in quietly, keeping my head down in case he looked at me for longer than a few seconds. But that bathroom was empty. I looked under the stall doors to make sure I wasn’t insane, but I was the only person in that room. So I looked in the handicapped bathroom, which was also empty. And then I found myself back in the hallway, scratching my head. Was he in the women’s bathroom? I looked at the door, waited a few minutes, and then decided to go in. There was no one around, and I hadn’t seen anyone go in since I’d been there. I figured, worse case scenario, I can pretend like I wandered into the wrong bathroom.

So I went in. But it was empty, too. But not completely empty. In one of the stalls, I found his backpack—the one that was flung over his shoulder. But what was it doing in the bathroom, abandoned? In the bag were his clothes.

Tony must have been in the women’s bathroom, and he must have left while I was searching the men’s bathroom. But why?

Was he working some second job? Was that how he was paying for everything? And he was going into the bathroom to change into his work outfit? But why the women’s bathroom? Unless he was changing into women’s clothing…

Wait—was Tony changing into women’s clothing? 

I found myself standing in the middle of the mall, faltering, wondering what the hell was going on. I felt like I was on the brink of uncovering some dark mystery, like if I just strained and thought about it for a few seconds, it would all make sense. But I couldn’t figure it out. None of it made any sense. Somewhere around me was Tony, wearing different clothes, maybe even women’s clothes. But how could I recognize him, surrounded by hundreds of other people?

I started going into random shops, looking closely at the shoppers, trying to match Tony’s characteristics while keeping my distance. Shop after shop after shop, but still no sign of Tony. Maybe he’d just changed and then left. But was he going to leave behind his bag of clothes?

An idea occurred to me: why not wait by that bathroom? He was probably going to return for his clothes, so all I really had to do was wait, right?

But I didn’t even have to do that. As I turned to head back to those bathrooms, a glossy black gleam caught my eye. A woman at the front of a line, with multiple shopping bags at her sides, was holding up the company credit card—that small rectangle of obsidian and gold. And as I looked closely at the woman, I realized I was looking at Tony.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Tony was dressed as a woman—in a little skirt, a blouse, high-heels, makeup, a blonde wig, the works. He even have big gold hoop earrings, and as he brushed by me, I could smell perfume. But it was definitely him. I could see him through his eyes. Or maybe I recognized him from that photo he took in Hawaii.

I was so shocked, I had to remind myself to breathe. With such a revelation, you would assume everything would suddenly make sense, but it was the opposite. Now nothing made sense. Now I was stumped, trying to figure out how cross-dressing like a little slut could lead to all sorts of corporate benefits. And the only theory I could muster was, he was sleeping with Mr. Hodgson. That theory knocked the air from my lungs. Tony was sleeping with Mr. Hodgson? No, no, it was impossible.

Sure, Tony was convincing. Had I not seen that credit card, I would have walked right by him. Hell, I might have even taken a peek at his ass had he bent forward. But he was still a man. There was still a cock under that skirt, and toilet paper stuffed into that bra. Unless of course Mr. Hodgson knew he was a man, and was into it—a sort of cross-dresser fetish.

My head was spinning. I had to jog to catch up with Tony. He was carrying eight or nine shopping bags. I didn’t get close enough to see what was in the bags, but I could see the logos—all expensive women’s clothing outlets. So he was buying more women’s clothing? Was he secretly a transgender?

He was heading for the parking lot. I kept following. He stashed all of the shopping bags into his trunk and then he turned and started back towards the mall, back towards the bathroom where he’d made his transformation. My heart was beating fast, and my head was filled with swirling thoughts—nothing I could make sense of. So I let my instincts take control, and my first instinct was to stop him and confront him.

In retrospect, it was a bad idea. He was obviously close with Mr. Hodgson, or someone in high places. If he felt cornered, he could have easily gotten me fired, gotten my name slapped onto a blacklist so I would never get hired at another law firm ever again. But still, I tapped him on the shoulder, and once he was looking me in the eyes, I said, “Tony, what the hell is going on here?”

I expected his fact to turn white, for him to turn around and run, or to at least deny he was Tony. Instead, he smiled, looked around, and said, “Follow me.” He led me to the women’s bathroom, closing and locking the door behind us. He immediately began to undress, going to the mirror to wash off his makeup.

“Well? What’s going on here? What is this?” I said, and he continued to smile.

“I’m about to tell you something that you absolutely cannot tell anyone else. Understand?” he said.

I shrugged. I wasn’t going to agree to that. I owed him nothing. If anything, he owed me. I’d been doing his work for the last month, losing sleep, working ridiculous hours. And now I was the one with dirt on him—so he was in no place to throw around demands.

“Well?” he said.

“I don’t know. Maybe I will, maybe I won’t,” I said. “I just want to know why the hell you’re here prancing around in high heels while I’m at the office filling out your reports.”

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” he said. He splashed some water on his face, making his mascara run down the drain. “You should be proud of me. That raise you and everyone else on the floor got last month—that was all me.” He was referring to a small raise of two-thousand a year. Mr. Hodgson made one of his rare appearances on our floor to announce the raise. He said it was his way of thanking us for our hard work, though we’d been behind for weeks, since Tony started taking his long vacations.

“I’m still waiting for that explanation,” I said. Two thousand dollars wasn’t worth all the extra work I’d been doing on his behalf.

“Sheesh, calm down, man. You want another raise? I bet I can make it happen.”

“I just want to know what the hell this is all about,” I said.

He finished cleaning off his makeup, and he took off his wig, making him recognizable again. It was a strange sight, Tony in a bra and a skirt and heels. Now that he wasn’t all dolled up, his body suddenly seemed much less flattering. Or maybe it was because he’d slipped out from the heels, which helped to perk up his ass and made his legs look longer and more slender. “Mr. Hodgson likes to treat women. A few months ago, I was digging through old files, and I found an old lawsuit document. Mr. Hodgson was sued for harassment. I ended up digging deeper, and I found out he’s been sued a number of times. He’s always won, but it was always employees suing him.”

“So what does that have to do with anything?” I asked.

“Well, on that document I found, the plaintiff listed all of the things Mr. Hodgson did: he let her use the company credit card for whatever she wanted, he let her take work off early, gave her as much vacation time as she wanted, gave her a raise… And as I dug deeper, I found pictures of all these girls. None of them were particularly attractive, in my opinion. But I noticed he had a type. He likes his girls blonde, with lots of makeup. He likes them taller, with ‘athletic’ builds. And when I was looking at those photos, I couldn’t help but think, I was basically his type, minus the being a woman part.”

“So you just bought some clothes and a wig and… what? This all sounds insane. You know that, right?”

“Hey, man. It sounds insane because it is insane. But I was sick of the nine-to-five grind. I needed more in life than two weeks of vacation and a handful of sick days. Four sick days a year? What is that? A single cold lasts longer than four days.”

I was slow to respond, not sure I was properly hearing him. Maybe I’d slipped into some delusion. Maybe I was dreaming. It was all too crazy. “So you just went up to him dressed as a girl? That’s a pretty… bold move, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, totally nuts, but I decided if it didn’t work, I would quit. Besides, I could already do the voice. When I was in college, I was part of an all-male theatre troupe and I was always cast as the woman. Sometimes you need to take big risks.” He slipped into his pants and began to button up his dress shirt. “Do me a favour and don’t say anything about this. I’ll make sure you get another raise. Mr. Hodgeson will literally do anything I ask him to. You know Malinda on the second floor? The little blonde secretary? Ever wonder why she’s hardly ever there? She’s one of his girlfriends, too. Hell, if you want in, just let me know. I just got a brand new flat screen TV. It’s one-hundred inches—hardly fits in my apartment. I’m thinking of asking Mr. Hodgson to buy me a new apartment. I’m thinking in that new tower they just built a few blocks from the office. I wonder if the penthouse suite is spoken for already…”

He brushed by me, that smile on his face. He had it made. His life was a dream. I bet he hadn’t spent a dollar of his own money in three months. And there I was, standing like an idiot in the women’s bathroom, wondering if I could afford to get a hot dog in the food court, or if the extra three bucks would make my rent cheque bounce.

I was still angry with Tony when I returned home that evening. His selfishness was affecting the rest of us. While my microwave dinner was heating up, I was answering work e-mails, trying to catch up with the never-ending workload, and he was out doing God knows what—probably drinking champagne in a VIP booth at some ritzy club.

I thought about texting some of the other guys from work, letting them know what I’d discovered, but I wasn’t sure anyone would believe me. I still wasn’t even sure I believed any of it myself. So I decided to sleep on it, make a decision with a clear head in the morning.


CHAPTER IV

When I woke up, my head was far from clear. Maybe it was because I didn’t really get much sleep at all, more questions filling my head with each passing minute of insomnia. I thought of so many flaws in Tony’s system—flaws I couldn’t help but wonder if he was aware of, if he’d already worked around them, or if they were going to show up soon and bite him on the ass.

When I saw him at the office, I needed to ask. I knew that if I didn’t ask, the questions would keep me up for another night, maybe for weeks. “How does Mr. Hodgson know you work for the company if he doesn’t know you’re a man?” I asked quietly as soon as the door was closed behind me.

He laughed. “There are hundreds of employees working here. He doesn’t know any of them.” He said it as if it was such an obvious answer.

“Can’t he just look up your name?”

“I suppose he could, though the name he knows me by wouldn’t show up.”

“But he knows your employee number, or else how did you get a raise?”

He laughed again. “Yeah, he knows my employee number, but unless he takes that number down to accounting and asks them to look me up, he won’t know my real name or my real gender. Look, man, you need to realize something about these executive guys: they don’t give a shit. They only show up for the bare minimum amount of time so they can stay on the payroll.”

“Aren’t you worried they’ll find you out?”

“And do what? Fire me? Fire me for being transgender? That’s discrimination. That’s a pretty serious lawsuit.” He said it with a wink, as if he was so clever. And maybe he was clever, but I wasn’t thinking about a lawsuit.

“I’d be more worried about getting the shit kicked out of me,” I said. Mr. Hodgson was an ex-NFL running back. He wasn’t the two-hundred and fifty pound tank he used to be, but he was still big, and he still scared the hell out of me. He still made the ground shake when he walked onto our floor.

I still had one other question that was burning in my mind. I looked around to make sure no one was spying, then I took a step closer. “And so what—do you sleep with him? What is he getting out of this deal?” I asked.

Tony shrugged. “I do what I have to do. It’s not as bad as you think. But hey, it was nice chatting with you. I’ve got a lunch to make. Maybe we can chat more later, when I’m back from Morocco next week.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—or seeing, for that matter. And what did he mean, it’s not as bad as I would think? What’s not as bad? Having sex with a man? But how could he have sex with a man if he didn’t have a pussy, unless he was taking it from behind—but even then, how could he keep everything hidden? None of it made sense.

Or was he just sucking Mr. Hodgson off? No—he couldn’t be. He wouldn’t have been so forthright about the whole thing if he was actually getting down and dirty with our boss. Surely he was referring to something else when he said ‘I do what I have to do’. But what else could that mean?

I was kept awake by a plagued mind again that night, more questions popping into my head, begging for answers but receiving nothing. And again, in my mind was the image of Tony sitting on a private jet with a glass of wine in his hand, en-route for Morocco. Dressed up as a woman or not, I could have used a vacation in Morocco. In the grand scheme of things, it seemed like a small price to pay—pretend to be a woman and get everything you could ever want…

The next day, I went down to the accounting department where a friend of mine worked. I asked him to look up Tony’s salary, which was against the rules, but I’d stopped caring. If Tony could ignore all the rules, then I could get away with a few slips of my own. My friend didn’t hesitate in looking up the salary when I told him that Tony had taken six weeks of vacation in the last three months.

$180,000 per year. We both stared at the screen with glowing eyes. “What the hell… Is this a mistake?” he asked me.

“No, I don’t think so.” And we both continued to stare at that number—a number only triumphed by the men who worked on the top floor in their corner offices, spending more time on the golf course than actually working.

“Whatever this guy’s doing, I want in,” my friend said.

“I think he’s related to one of the bosses,” I said.

“Must be nice. For that kind of money, I would be bending over naked for the bosses.” He laughed, obviously kidding, but oblivious to reality. Tony may have been bending over. And maybe it was worth it for that kind of money—money that Tony wasn’t even spending. That number on the screen didn’t even include the many thousands of company dollars Tony was spending at the malls and restaurants. It didn’t include the cost of the vacations he was taking, the airfare, any of it. It was all just bonus cash—bills to line his healthy pockets.

That night, Tony posted a photo on his Facebook feed of his view from his Moroccan penthouse suite. It looked so warm and pleasant. And on the table, next to empty bottles of wine, were literal stacks of money. He was halfway across the world, living like a god—or I should say, goddess—and what was I doing? Sitting in my cold apartment, staring at his photos on Facebook.

So when Tony was back from his vacation, his skin a whole shade darker, I went into his office and I asked, “So how do I get in on this?” and he smiled and told me to close the door.


CHAPTER V

Tony brought me to the mall that afternoon. “You’ll need a good wardrobe—at least ten different outfits, I’d say—formal and casual,” he said as we entered the mall. “Walk around and scope out some clothes you like and then I’ll catch up with you.” He slipped into the women’s bathroom with his change of clothes, and left me to wander the mall. I had no idea what I was looking for. I wandered into a few stores, pretending as though I was shopping for a girlfriend.

The sheer amount of options was intimidating. As a man, you get a single rack of clothes near the back of a store, if you’re lucky. As a woman, the whole mall is for you: a sea of clothes and makeup and accessories and bags and shoes and so on and so on. From across one busy store, I watched girls going in and out of change rooms, trying to see what they were buying, what they were matching with what. Walking from store to store, I tried to pay close attention to what the girls were wearing—the women that I found attractive. Because I figured if I found them attractive, they must be doing something right.

And it wasn’t until that day at the mall that I realized how complex a woman’s outfit can be. One woman, whose outfit I really admired, had so many meticulously chosen pieces. She was wearing a light long-sleeved cardigan over a loose-fitted tank top, with blue jeans and a thin brown belt with a gold centre. Her gold loop earrings matched the gold of her belt, as did her necklace and her gold ring bracelets. Her socks matched her tank top, as did the little elastic band that held her hair in a loose ponytail, and her shoes matched her cardigan. In case the outfit wasn’t enough work, her hair was curled (carefully, with one nice, perfectly-curled chunk hanging on the left side of her face), and her makeup was impressive: perfect lines around her eyes, and the perfect shade of pink on her cheeks.

She caught me staring at her—and granted, I’d been staring for a while, trying to dissect her look so that I could perhaps do the same. I smiled and she looked away and continued on her shopping excursion.

Tony tapped me on the shoulder, so I turned around. He was all dolled up, almost unrecognizable (he would have been totally unrecognizable if I hadn’t already seen him this way before). “Let’s get started,” he said in his feminine voice, which was terrifyingly convincing in itself.

The afternoon started out slow. After we left each store empty-handed, my regret grew stronger. There were a few times I wanted to back out, say ‘never mind’ so I could go home and forget about the whole ordeal, but I’d already come this far. I’d already told Tony I wanted in, and I’d already exposed my vulnerability. And all I had to do was look at Tony’s pretty shining eyes with his dark eyeliner, and I would remember the perks I was gunning for—the benefits that were reserved only for pretty ladies.

We finally bought something about two hours into our mall outing: a little black dress that could be worn at formal events. It was tight-fitted and shorter than I would have liked. Tony was the one who found it, and when he handed it to me and said, “Try it on,” my face turned dark red and my heart began to stutter.

“Now?” I said.

“Yeah, let’s go to the change room,” he said. And then he took the dress and skipped over to the change room. He was good. He had the whole girl thing down. I caught myself a few times staring at his body when he wasn’t paying attention—the way I would steal a glance of any pretty girl who wasn’t paying attention. And there were a few times I needed to remind myself he wasn’t actually a woman, but a man—my co-worker. But the way he spoke, the way he emoted with his hands, the way he skipped when he was excited—it was like I was at the mall with a bubbly young woman. At times it even felt like I was out on a date. Whenever I remembered his real identity, I would get a chill.

I slipped into the changing stall with him. “Alright, get undressed,” he whispered, even whispering in his girl voice. I wondered if I would get to that stage eventually, where every tiny little detail about me was female when I wanted it to be, and not at all when I just wanted to be myself…

“In front of you?” I said.

“Yeah, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And here, put these on.” He reached into his purse and pulled out a pair of black lacy panties. “Don’t worry, they’re clean.”

“Why do you have them?” I asked, taking the tiny undies from him.

He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “Are you going to get dressed or what?”

I slipped out from my clothes, turning my back to him once it was time to take off my boxers. Warmth rushed into my cheeks with intensity. I felt so silly stepping into the tiny lacy panties, with my hairy legs, which Tony told me I would have to shave once I was home, and every morning from now on.

The panties gave me a wedgie, the thin strip of fabric on the backside slipping right between my cheeks. I kept reaching back to fish the wedgie out, and then Tony told me to stop and just get used to it. The real problem was keeping my cock and balls in. Either my balls wanted to spill out, or my cock wanted to slip out. “They’re too small,” I said, trying once more to keep everything in place.

Tony laughed. “Get over yourself. They aren’t too small. You don’t seriously need help, do you?” He let out a little laugh that sounded just like the laugh my high-school crush used to make. No wonder Mr. Hodgson couldn’t tell he was really a man. He had his routine down so perfectly. I would never be able to pull off femininity like that. Maybe this was all a waste of time. Maybe this was a special talent that I just didn’t have.

“Do you mind if I help?” he asked, stepping up behind me.

I felt my body tense up as my face became red hot. Help? Help with what? With my panties? I looked over my shoulder at him, and he was looking into my eyes. And it was very, very hard to remind myself I wasn’t looking at a girl. “I guess so,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding.

He reached around and down, slipping his fingers down the front of my lacy panties. He moved my cock out of the way and then he pushed my balls up into my body. It didn’t hurt, but it felt incredibly strange, like there was an emptiness where something used to be—which is exactly what was there now. He finished by tugging up my panties, worsening my wedgie. “You want tight panties,” he said. “They’ll keep your balls up.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. I was shocked, trembling. A man just handled my package, but it didn’t feel like a man. Even his hands felt strangely feminine. But I’d felt those hands before. I’d shaken his hand after business meetings, and I’d never thought they felt all that feminine. So why did they now?

“Well? Are you just going to stand there, or are you going to try on the dress?” He held the dress out to me.

I put it on. He helped zip it up. I turned to the mirror. It fit nicely, save for the sagginess where my tits should have been, and the fact it highlighted the scruff on my face, and the hair on my legs. The image was far from flattering, unless I squinted and focussed on my hips, which actually looked pretty good. That’s where Tony was looking now, with a smirk on his face. “Damn,” he said. “You’re going to be just fine.” I couldn’t tell if he was being sarcastic or honest. The smirk could have gone either way.

But I’d come this far, so all I could really do now was trust that he knew what he was doing. He was a more convincing woman than most of the women that worked in our office, after all.


CHAPTER VI

I went home with more shopping bags than I could carry. It took me three trips from the car to my apartment to get everything inside, but I didn’t pay a single dime, it was all with company money, that black and gold company card. It was the first benefit of my female endeavour, though it wasn’t exactly clothes that I wanted. Tony ended up picking everything out. Every time we went into a store, I thought I would have the courage to pick some items off of racks, but I would constantly freeze up, and Tony would have to go through the racks and pick things out that he thought I would look good in.

A few of his selections I wasn’t too sure about. But the rest were spot on. He bought me a pair of white overalls that looked so cute with a black top he bought for me. The outfit looked even cuter with the little black sneakers he bought me. “But you won’t really be able to wear this around Mr. Hodgson,” Tony said. “He’s not into the casual look. He likes dresses and gowns—that sort of thing. Even just around his house, he’ll prefer you wear a cocktail dress.” So I ended up with a large selection of cocktail dresses as well.

I was shaving my legs smooth when my doorbell rang. I crept up to the door—crouching so whoever was there wouldn’t see me through the door window—and I peered out the peephole. It was Tony, all dolled up and pretty. He had a few shopping bags with him. I opened the door and let him in. “I have a few things for you, to bring everything together,” he said, and then he looked down at my legs. “Hey, you’ve got great legs! Look at those legs,” he said. And he was right. Smooth, my legs looked like they belonged on a model. I’d never really noticed before—I knew I had skinny legs, but I never realized I had legs that were meant to be in short skirts and heels.

Tony had a few different blonde wigs, a few different bras, and a bag full of wobbly silicone tits. “They lend these out to women getting implants, so they can decide what size to get. I’ve got an assortment of sizes here for you to try on,” he said. I lifted one of the fake breasts out from the bag, letting it wobble in my hand. It felt surprisingly real. Even the nipple had its own unique texture, the way a woman’s nipple does. At the bottom of the bag were a number of bras.

“Wow,” I said, giving the fake breast a good squeeze.

“Pretty good, huh? Well, I’ve got to run to a dinner. Have fun!” he let himself out. I looked out the window and watched him slip into his shining new BMW, which was parked just behind my aging, rusty Toyota.

I found myself in front of my mirror, struggling to tie up my bra. It took a few attempts before I figured out it was easier to put on backwards and the spin around before slipping the straps over my shoulders. Once I had the undergarment on, I slipped in a set of D-cups. They were way too big, making me look outrageously busty. I didn’t want to have too much attention on me. I didn’t even really want Mr. Hodgson’s attention on me—just enough that he would let me into his world, let me use that credit card, give me that big fat raise that he gave to Tony.

The B-cups looked much better, and the way they bounced when I did a little hop was just perfect. I slipped into one of the cocktail dresses, also putting on a pair of black heels, which made my butt look great. And with my body hair all shaved away, I didn’t look half bad. Once I had one of the blonde wigs on my head, I looked even better. Getting the wig on just right took a while, but the time was worth the effort. The long hair helped to cover parts of my face, making me less recognizable, and the less recognizable I was, the more confident I felt.

Maybe this was going to work.

I was putting on makeup—using a book that Tony had dropped off called Makeup Tutorials: Looks for Day and Night—when I realized it was almost 2 AM. I’d been dolling myself up for five hours. I hadn’t even eaten dinner. And for the first time, I actually felt like a woman. I’d always wondered why it took women so long to get ready, and now I understood it. There was just so much that went into it. And it was so hard to be decisive with so many options at my disposal: clothing options, makeup options, hair options. As a man, I could do my hair one way—the way it was cut to be. With my long blonde hair, I could do so much! I could do a braid, a pair of braids, a bun, a pair of buns, a ponytail, pigtails, a swirly up-do, leave it down, curl it, straighten it, crimp it, or a million combinations of all the above. And that night, I kept finding myself back in front of the mirror, changing up my look, trying to see what looked best and then getting a new idea twenty minutes later.

I got undressed and was about to wash off my makeup when I noticed something red at the bottom of one of the bags Tony dropped off. It was lacy lingerie. And with it was a pair of fishnet stockings. My heart pounded as I lifted the sexy pieces out from the bag, felt the soft fabric in my hands. It was all so small, so revealing. It was late but I wanted to try it on, see how ridiculous it would look.

But it didn’t look ridiculous. I looked hot in the lingerie and the stockings that stayed up with help from the lacy garter belt. I turned profile to the mirror and found myself staring at my ass, admiring my curves.

My heart throbbed. I looked like a woman. I was staring at a woman in the mirror. The only giveaway was the slight bulge of my cock, but even that could have been mistaken for a camel toe to someone who didn’t know better.

I turned my back to the mirror and looked over my shoulder. And that’s when I realized there was a hole in the ass, designed for anal penetration. Now my heart was really throbbing. Was this how Tony did it? Was this how he got it on with our boss without revealing his true self? I tried bending over, looking between my legs at the mirror, to see what it might look like to someone about to mount me. But still, the bulge of my cock looked like a camel toe. My back curved downwards just like a hot model, and I loved the way my long hair hung down. No man could look at me and think I was actually a man. I couldn’t believe it. I was hardly wearing any clothes, and I still looked like a woman.

Is that all it takes? A shave, long hair, some fake tits, and a little bit of makeup? Did I even need the makeup? Sure, it made me look hotter, but did it make me look any more like a woman? A cold chill crept down my spine. Did I have a chick’s body? Or could any reasonably thin man pull this off? Was there really that much of a physical difference between men and woman, aside from genitals?

I put on the tallest pair of stilettos I had at my disposal. The heels were so thin, I couldn’t believe they supported my weight. I did a lap around my apartment, wobbling, grabbing onto the edge of the counter a few times so I wouldn’t fall. It was far from elegant, but my God, did I look good. Every time I passed the mirror, I found myself hypnotized by my own reflection. I was actually pulling it off. “Hey there,” I said to my reflection in my best female voice. “Looking good, baby.” I reached up and slipped my hands over my tits, giving them a good squeeze. “You want to play with me?” I asked myself. I ran my hands down my lace-clad body, slowly, reaching down between my legs, over my cock. I started to rub my crotch. “You like that, baby?” I asked.

My voice sounded surprisingly genuine, and it came out surprisingly naturally, as if the whole getup made it easier. I bit my bottom lip, staring into my own eyes, which seemed to be bigger and brighter, probably thanks to the makeup. “You like that? Tell me how much you like that.” I rubbed the length of my cock as if it was my pussy, up and down, rubbing in circles where my clit would be. And then I stepped back and sat down on a sofa chair, still facing the mirror. I lifted my knees up, exposing my puckering asshole. So I reached down lower, past my pussy, until my fingertip was massaging my tight hole. I rubbed in circles. “Shit, that feels good,” I muttered in my girl voice.

I continued to stare into my own eyes, continued to rub, continued to talk dirty to myself. My heart raced. I was so horny. My cock sprung out from its tight lacy prison, but I didn’t mind—it was somehow still hot. I pushed the tip of my finger into my butthole. I’d never penetrated my asshole before, but it felt good. It made my legs tense up and my heart race. I sunk my finger until I was down to my knuckle. It felt good, but it looked incredible. The sight of me all dolled up with my finger in my ass was a sight to behold. My cock was rock-hard now, throbbing on my lace-clad abdomen.

I looked around for something a little bigger, something I could plunge a bit deeper. Then I remembered there was a cucumber in my fridge, and a condom in my bedroom. I got up to get both, running with small steps in my wobbly heels. I couldn’t get the condom on the cucumber fast enough. I stuck it in my mouth to get it warmed up and lubricated, and then I brought it down to my asshole. And looking in the mirror, I realized it was much bigger than I anticipated, way bigger than my index finger. But still, I wanted to do it. My heart was pounding, begging for it.

So I started to push in, with both hands clutching the long vegetable. It hurt a bit at first as my asshole stretched out. And whenever I started to feel embarrassed or silly, I would look up at my reflection, and those worries would wash away. It was like free, high-definition pornography. I couldn’t believe how hot I looked. I couldn’t believe I had a body that could look this good.

I got the cucumber deep, about half of it in my ass before it started to feel uncomfortable. And then I started to plunge it in and out. My legs trembled. My asshole suctioned to the cucumber, puckering out with each pull-out, and sinking in with each penetration. At first it didn’t feel like much more than a feeling of having to use the potty, but after a dozen or so penetrations, I started to feel a buzzing. “Oh God,” I muttered. I plunged it faster and faster, moving it around slightly until I found a sweet-spot that made my whole body quiver and tremble. I took a sharp breath in. Holy hell, did it feel good, like I was pressing on some hidden orgasm button.

“Right there, right there,” I said to myself, biting my lip, plunging the cucumber down hard and fast. My quivering became intense. My legs shook like I was having a seizure, and I started to moan. And then I felt something hot on my belly. I thought maybe I’d spilt my tea, then I looked down and noticed the pool of cum on my belly, and the string of it still oozing from my cock. I made myself come by fucking myself with the cucumber.

I slipped the vegetable out and felt suddenly empty, but extremely satisfied—more than I’d ever been in my life. And I looked at myself in the mirror, and I thought: this isn’t going to work. I liked it too much. I loved the way I looked in the clothes too much. It all turned me on. I could never go out into public in a skimpy little dress without springing a boner. I could never see my own sissified reflection without picturing myself in that skimpy lingerie, taking that big cucumber in the ass.


CHAPTER VII

Tony came into my office a few weeks later at work. He closed the door behind him and he had that big grin on his face. “I’m going to introduce you to Mr. Hodgson tonight. There’s a big party and he asked me to bring some friends,” he said.

I forced a smile, felt a nervous tingling crawl under my skin, and then I said, “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.”

“What? Why not?”

“I don’t think I can do it. I’ve been thinking about it, and I just don’t think it’s such a good idea.”

“But we got you all the outfits, and we got your look down—and your voice is convincing.” Tony and I had gone to the mall a few times since our initial shopping spree, both times to get me used to being a woman in public. He wanted to show me that it wasn’t so hard, that everything came naturally once you let yourself relax—and he was right. We weren’t at the mall for an hour before I started to forget I was really a man. I even ended up chatting with one of the store employees about the upcoming fall fashions they would be stocking in a few days.

But my body reminded me that I was a man when I was browsing around a store that sold the cutest little skirts. I started getting a boner. I had to slip into the change room before anyone would notice, but the erection didn’t go away. I ended up rubbing one out in the change room, and I was good for a few hours, but it happened again before we left the mall, when we were in a little lingerie store. Whenever I got dressed up at home, the same thing would happen. It had gotten so bad that, sometimes when I was at work, all I had to do was think about myself in drag and I would get hard.

There was no way I could be around Mr. Hodgson, being hit on. And there was no way in hell I could bend over and put out without a wardrobe malfunction.

“You have to come. Don’t chicken out now,” Tony said. “We’re talking about a huge raise, and so many other bonuses. You know that BMW I drive? It was a gift from Mr. Hodgson. He’ll give you one too, or whatever other car you want.”

I was frustrated, but I tried to hide it. Not only could I not go through with it without embarrassing myself, now I had a new fetish that I couldn’t get out from my mind. It had started to consume me. It was all I could think about at work. I would drift away and catch myself on women’s clothing websites, filling up online shopping carts with adorable dresses and heels.

“I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll pick you up at your place, at seven. Be ready to go. And maybe wear that cute red dress, the strapless one. Mr. Hodgson really likes girls in red dresses.”

I had a thick lump in my throat. I’d come this far. I couldn’t just turn back now. Besides, I could have used a new car, a nicer apartment, a big raise. With the money Tony was saving, he could have enough to retire in five years instead of thirty. I wanted that, too. So maybe I could just bite my tongue and go through with it.

I started getting ready as soon as I got home, taking a shower, shaving my legs until they were perfectly smooth. Tony had bought me a jar of lotion from a ritzy cosmetics store that I rubbed all over once I was out of the shower. It made my skin look and feel so smooth. I got into my wig and started doing my makeup. And then it already started happening: the pounding heart, the buzzing excitement, and the erection. I put on a different pair of panties—the strongest pair I owned—hoping it would do a better job of keeping everything in place. It seemed to do the trick, but the bulge was obvious, and if Tony wanted me in that red dress, I needed to deal with the bulge.

I decided I would jerk off, right before heading out, and hopefully that would be enough relief to get me through the night.

In the meantime, I finished doing my makeup (a cat-eye look I’d gotten really good at), and I got into my red, strapless dress. It had a long slit down the side that exposed my smooth leg and a hint of my lacy panties. I had the strangest sensation swirling inside of me: a combination of confidence and utter dread. I knew I could pass as a woman—not just a woman, but a woman that the whole party would notice and stare at and wish belonged to them. But that was the problem—it’s not what I wanted. The fewer eyes on me the better. My career and dignity were both on the line.

I looked up at the clock. It was quarter to seven, fifteen minutes until Tony would be at my door to take me to the big party. I still needed to get myself off. So I went into my bedroom, fetched the dildo I’d ordered online, and I returned to my living room, to the sofa chair that faced the mirror. I had a bundle of paper towels ready for my climax, so I wouldn’t ruin my dress. I sat down, pulled my little panties down to my knees, and I started to penetrate myself. I slid the dildo in slowly. I’d gotten used to the feeling of being stuffed, and my asshole no longer hurt upon penetration.

I sunk the dildo in deep, took a deep breath, and then I started to pump myself. I let my head fall back and I closed my eyes. In my mind, I saw a big, muscular hunk, holding my legs apart, his big long dick sliding in and out of my asshole. I could almost feel his warm veins throbbing inside of me.

And I started feeling that buzzing, that buzzing that I’d become all-too familiar with over the past couple of weeks. It was the approaching climax, the hands-free orgasm. I opened my eyes to watch the spectacle, to get the paper towels ready to catch the pool of my hot load. And then I noticed him standing in the doorway—Tony, all dolled up and ready to go, with eyes as wide as an owl’s. His lips were parted slightly in amaze. I pulled the dildo out and quickly covered myself with my dress. I stopped just moments before coming, and that euphoric feeling lingered, making my eye twitch and my legs tremble. “What are you doing in here?” I said.

“It’s seven. I knocked, but you didn’t answer. Your door was unlocked, so I let myself in. I see you’re getting yourself ready,” he said.

“I—You—I mean—You weren’t supposed to see this. I was just getting ready, so it doesn’t hurt the first time,” I said, feeling stupider and stupider as each word fell off of my tongue.

“So it doesn’t hurt the first time? So what doesn’t hurt the first time?” Tony said, his eyes still glowing.

“With Mr. Hodgeson,” I said.

He covered his mouth in a failed attempt to stop himself from laughing. “I’m sorry,” he said, but then he kept on laughing. “What exactly are you planning on doing with Mr. Hodgson?”

The lump in my throat prevented me from responding, not that I had anything to say anyway. I found myself standing there, feeling like a complete idiot, confused as hell. “What’s so funny?” I finally managed to ask, my whole face a shade of crimson.

“Mr. Hodgson doesn’t have sex. He’s asexual,” Tony said.

My head was spinning now. He was asexual? What did that mean? What was Tony talking about?

“He just likes having women around him as a status thing. If you even mention sex, he gets totally uncomfortable. When we were in Hawaii, one girl tried to give him a handjob and he sent her home on a private plane. She’d barely touched him, and then we didn’t see him for three days.”

Now I felt especially stupid. Not only had I been caught fucking myself in the ass, but I’d been preparing for anal sex for weeks, physically and mentally. I’d gotten myself ready for it, gotten used to being stuffed in the ass, figured out how to look drop-dead sexy without giving any part of my true self away. But all I really needed to do was put on the outfits and do a convincing girl’s voice.

Tony had his hand over his mouth again, giggling. Even his giggle sounded totally convincingly feminine.

“Okay, let’s just go to the party. Please just forget you saw all of this,” I said, standing up, fixing my dress, doing my best to hide the bulge of my erection that didn’t want to go away.

“Are you going to go with that big boner?” he asked, laughing some more. And somehow, my face got redder and hotter.

I tried to say something, but couldn’t, too overwhelmed with embarrassment.

“Can I help you with it?” he asked, looking down at it and then back up at me, biting the corner of his plump, glossy lip.


CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t respond, but my lack of response was enough for him. He stepped forward, slipped his hand onto my abdomen and then slid it down, onto the bulge of my throbbing erection. “You’re big,” he said softly with that cute voice. He rubbed it up and down through the satin of my dress.

With his other hand, he reached up and cupped my breast, and he squeezed. Even though my tits were fake, I felt like I could feel it, and it felt nice, strangely relaxing as he rubbed my rod. I let a nervous laugh slip. “You’re going to make me ruin my dress,” I said.

“You’ve got other dresses, right?” he said. He pulled the skirt of my dress up and then grabbed my cock with his bare hand. He started to stroke me off. “Does that feel okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, taking long, deep, controlled breaths. I stared into his eyes and he stared into mine. My God, he was beautiful. I leaned forward and kissed him and he kissed back, slipping me some tongue, making me even harder—somehow. I was so hard, it hurt, like my cock was trying to grow even bigger but it was being held back by my tight skin.

“You look really cute in that dress,” he said to me.

“Thanks. You look good, too.” Every time his hand pulled over the tip of my cock, I thought I was going to erupt. I was holding back, still on the verge of coming from my anal play a few minutes earlier.

“Did you try on the lingerie I left for you?” His grip tightened. I took another deep breath.

“Yeah.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yeah,” I said.

He sunk down to his knees, moved his hand to the base of my shaft, and plunged my rod into his warm, wet mouth. He started to suck. My legs trembled so I grabbed onto the edge of the counter. “Like that,” I said. One of his hands ran up and down my long, smooth leg while he sucked. He managed to get my entire length into his mouth, plunging half of my cock down into his throat. He gagged a little, but remained sexy and elegant.

My fingers found their way into his hair, massaging his scalp, pulling him forward to take more of my cock. I looked down and he was looking up at me, his eyes shining, making me weak. He let my cock slip out from his mouth, slapping his chin with warm saliva. “Do you want to suck me off?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. He fell back onto his elbows, hiked up his skirt, revealing his red panties. I sunk down between his legs and ran my fingers over that bulge. He was big, throbbing, getting bigger. He smelled like lavender and vanilla. I kissed the inside of his thigh before slipping his rod out from his panties. I couldn’t wait to plunge it into my mouth, to suck it, to make him squirm and moan. I didn’t waste a second.

I don’t think I was quite as elegant as he was. When I first plunged his erection into my throat, I gagged, and nearly broke off into a coughing fit. But after a couple of minutes, I had the technique down pat, and I had a good rhythm. His hips rose gently off of the floor and he began to thrust himself into my mouth. I let him, my nose pressing repeatedly into his pelvis.

When I finally had to spit him out to catch my breath, he said “Come here,” motioning me towards him with his pointer finger. I couldn’t resist those eyes, that face, that incredible body. I crawled up on top of him and we kissed again, tasting our own cock’s on each other’s lips. On impulse, I started to grind my ass on his hard, wet shaft.

He reached down, aimed it at my asshole, and then I sat down, sinking it into my body. My God, it felt so much better than the dildo I’d been playing with for weeks. It was warm, throbbing, and I could feel his foreskin pulling back. It felt real, and the best part came next: where I was no longer the one in control.

He rolled me over onto my back, pinned my arms at my sides, and then he started to pump my asshole with his cock. And he seemed to find that sweet spot without a word of guidance or a moment of hesitation. Within seconds, I was a squirming mess, moaning loudly, unable to look away from his tits bouncing in his dress. “You like that, you little slut?” he asked.

“Yeah. Fuck me,” I said. He came down harder and harder, faster and faster. That buzzing came back with a fierce intensity. “I’m going to ruin my dress,” I said.

“Fuck the dress,” he said. I swear I could feel his hard rod up near my throat, it was so big. “Come all over yourself, baby.” And then I did. I screamed and that buzzing became so intense that I wanted to thrash, and would have had he not been holding me down. Hot cum blasted out from my cock, all over my body. He watched with glowing eyes and parted lips. I got myself in the face, my neck, my chest, my abdomen, everywhere. He fingered a dab off of my cheek and brought it up to his mouth. He licked it with a big grin. “You really are a little slut.”

“So are you,” I said.

“I know,” he said. I watched his face become red. He bit his lip, strained, trembled, and then I felt his hotness filling me deep. He was coming, letting out a little battle cry of his own. And then he fell off of me, laying at my side, breathing heavily as cum dribbled out from my asshole. It was a minute of heavy breathing before he said, “We’re going to be so late for the party.”

“Screw the party,” I said, still floating in a serene euphoria. The final few drops of cum were still slowly trickling out from my cock in the most incredible extended orgasm I’d ever had.

“You don’t want to get in with Mr. Hodgson? What about all the special benefits?”

“Do you want to come around here again tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yeah. Hell, we should do this every day.” He laughed.

I ran my hand down the side of his soft, precious face. I looked down at his body, his cock slumped on his satin dress in a little puddle of cum. “Then I’ve got all the benefits I want,” I said. We looked at one another at the same time, with the same goofy grins on our faces.

THE END


HOW FAR WILL HE GO?

Rick thinks he hit the jackpot when he befriends bored billionaire, Tiger. All Tiger wants from Rick is companionship, and he’s ready to shower him with gifts and money and whatever else he wants. As for Tiger’s other friends—he’s started to suspect they’re conspiring to take his money.

Even with all the money in the world, Tiger doesn’t ever seem satisfied. He’s always looking for a cure to his endless boredom. And one day he gets a strange idea: find a guy, dress him up like a sissy girl, and see if his conspiring friends will make fools of themselves by hitting on the undercover sissy.


CHAPTER I

I met the most unusual character at a bar one night.

I was out with friends for a bachelor party. It was the third bar of the night, and we were all nearing the end of our alcohol tolerance. The waitress came around with a tray of shots. “These were gifted to you guys. I’ve been asked to tell you, ‘congratulations and good luck’,” she said. We asked who gifted the shots, but she didn’t tell us. I would meet the stranger soon enough, and that meeting would be the start of a series of events that would change my life forever.

The shots were strong. I’m not sure what was in them, but I definitely tasted vodka, maybe some whiskey, too. A few minutes after taking the shots, all of my friends were out, either stumbling towards the bathroom or passed out on the street next to where everyone went out to smoke. I was the only one still on my feet, still able to think and speak like a rational person, though I was on the edge. Most of my memories following the shot are hazy, but I remember wandering around the bar, wondering what to do now that my friends were all down and out.

I remember a man in a suit and sunglasses (the sunglasses were peculiar, as the bar was quite dark). He shook my hand and asked me if I was with the bachelor party. I told him I was. “Are you the one getting married?” he asked.

“No, that’s my buddy, Dave,” I said.

“And what’s your name?”

“Rick,” I said.

“Nice to meet you, Rick. I’m Tiger.” I thought I misheard him. I’d never met anyone named Tiger before, and had a hard time believing any sane parents would name their child Tiger. But his name really was Tiger. He brought me to the back room, past a privately-hired security guard. There were two other people in that room, two guys—one who looked like a body builder and one who looked like some international hacker spy, with a sleek black suit and longish black hair. They had multiple bottles of the best wine on their table, large bottles of champagne, and a few bottles of beer, but even those looked pricey, with gold foil labels—a brand I wasn’t familiar with. “Come and sit with us,” Tiger said.

“Are you guys celebrating something?” I asked.

They laughed. “Just another day in paradise,” Tiger said.

I sat with them, and I remember having a few more drinks. Then there’s a long blank space in my memory. And then next thing I remember is us sitting with three girls, all of them topless. One of them had her hand on my crotch. She was rubbing me beneath the table with a big grin on her face. She was stunningly beautiful, with big eyes and lots of makeup. After a minute of rubbing, that hand found its way under the waistband of my jeans, and she started to jerk me off under the table. It was around this point that I realized Tiger had a woman between his legs, sucking him off. The girls were escorts—gorgeous escorts, the best money could buy. And I could only assume it was Tiger flipping the bill.

I fucked mine in the VIP room’s private bathroom. I was impressed with her ability to stay upright in her tall heels on the smooth vinyl floors while bent over with only the wall for support. She had a great ass, that felt wonderful when it slapped against my pelvis. I’d never fucked an escort before. It wasn’t a bad experience.

And then I remember being back at the table, laughing, swapping jokes with Tiger, who must have had some great jokes because I nearly fell off of my chair laughing. My jokes must have been pretty good too, because his face was dark red and he could hardly breathe through his laughter.

At the end of the night, he took my phone and put his number in it. “Call me and come hang out with us again,” he said.

And the next thing I remember is being at home, in bed, wondering if it was all some crazy dream or if it had really happened. The hickey on my neck suggested it was real, as did Tiger’s phone number in my phone.

It was another week before I called him, after my friends bailed last minute on a concert I’d been looking forward to for months. I called a few people, asking if they wanted the spare tickets, but everyone was busy. And then I found myself staring at his number: Tiger’s number. So I shot him a text message, asking if he wanted the tickets. He messaged back fifteen minutes later. “Screw your tickets. I’ll be watching from backstage. Come with me. What’s your address? I’ll have a car come pick you up.”

My heart jumped, not sure if it was real or not. Watch my favourite band from backstage? Yes, please. I sent him my address, and sure enough, a sleek black car was in front of my house within the hour, a security guard with a black suit and dark sunglasses at my door. “Rick?” he said.

“That’s me,” I said. “Are you with Tiger?”

“Yes. Let’s go.” He led me to the car, drove me down to the stadium where my favourite band was playing, and parked around back. He walked me past multiple sets of security guards, and we ended up in a room with Tiger and those same two guys from the bar at my friend’s bachelor party.

“You made it!” Tiger said as he poured himself a glass of champagne. “The show starts in an hour. Make yourself comfortable.”


CHAPTER II

I had to ask my new friend, Tiger,  how he afforded his grand lifestyle.

He had worked at a Best Buy until six months before I met him. He sold phones and headsets, and made minimum wage. And then, one morning, a lawyer in a tan suit knocked on his two-bedroom apartment door, which he shared with four other guys. It was the lawyer in charge of his uncle’s estate—an uncle he didn’t know he had.

Tiger’s father had passed away a few years before, his grandparents about a decade before that. The inheritor to his uncle’s estate was in prison, serving a life sentence, and was ineligible to receive the estate. So Tiger was next in line. Nine billion dollars, after taxes. He called his boss and quit as soon as that number came out from the estate lawyer’s mouth. “I make more money in interest than I can possibly spend in a day. Something stupid like twenty million dollars a week. You want a few million?” he said to me.

I felt numb all over, my head spinning. “Okay,” I said.

He smiled. “Sure, consider yourself a millionaire. I’ll have the transfer arranged soon. Remember to claim it on your taxes though, or they’ll toss you in prison.” He ordered another few bottles of champagne.

The show that night was incredible—at least I think it was. I had a hard time focussing on the band’s performance, as I stood and reminded myself over and over that I was about to be a millionaire. We went out for more drinks after, to celebrate nothing in particular. Tiger had one of his assistants go out and find another set of escorts, and another assistant went out to find some drugs. I vaguely remember getting a blowjob from a gorgeous black prostitute, and then the next thing I remember is waking up the next morning, on a king-sized bed that wasn’t mine, in a room that wasn’t mine.

I sprang up and looked around, my head still pounding from the night before. The warm diffused light beaming in through the window was blinding. I had to look around the room through the slits between my fingers. The floors and walls were stone, and there were thick oak beams all around, and a thick oak door.

It wasn’t until I got up out of the bed that I noticed the woman that had been sleeping next to me. She was still sleeping now, a peaceful smile on her face, the blanket not quite covering her big fake tits. I couldn’t remember if I’d fucked her or not, but I couldn’t see why not.

I let her sleep, slipping quietly though the heavy oak door. I found myself in a long hallway with a tall, arching ceiling, and floor slabs of stone. The echo of my footsteps filled the whole space, and that hallways seemed to go on forever. I was halfway down the hall when I heard a dull, echoing thud, repeating over and over.

The hallway curved and continued, and that sound became louder and louder. In the distance, I could see the hall’s end: a grand lobby with incredibly tall ceilings, and detailed tapestries on every wall, between giant windows. And out those windows were mountains. It was a two hour drive to the nearest mountains from my house. I couldn’t remember any long drive the night before, but it must have happened.

As I approached that grand lobby, I saw a ball whiz across the room, slap the wall, and bounce back to wherever it came from. A few seconds later, that ball came flying again, hitting the same wall, bouncing back. Someone was throwing it. I walked into the lobby, and there was Tiger, dressed in a red satin kimono, tossing a tennis ball against one of the many antique tapestries in the space. “You’re awake! Finally, someone’s awake,” he said. “How’d you sleep? I had king-sized deluxe memory foam beds put in every guest room. There are thirty-five guest rooms in this place, thirty have never been slept on.”

“I slept great, thanks. Where are we?” I asked.

“This place? It’s a ski resort I bought after I got my money. I’d always dreamed of owning a ski resort, but with no people around. So I closed the resort, and now it’s all mine. What do you think?” I looked around. It was impressive—to think that a single person who had only ever worked at a Best Buy could afford an entire ski resort on a whim. “It was fun at first,” he said. “But now I don’t know. I always thought I would get more guests, but no one ever wants to make the trip out.”

“Well you did say you wanted a resort with no people around.”

“I should have said no strangers around. Are you hungry? I’ll have the chef make you breakfast. What do you like? Fresh lobster? Duckling a l’orange?”

“Maybe just some toast,” I said.

He smiled. “I think that can be arranged.” He turned and cupped his hands around his mouth. “Jorge! Jorge! Come in, Jorge!”

A Mexican man in a nice suit walked into the space. “Yes, sir?”

“Tell the chef to whip up some toast for my friend here.” He turned to me. “White? Brown? Sourdough? Rye? What do you like?”

“Whatever,” I said.

He turned back to Jorge. “One slice of each, Jorge. Buttered, with a selection of jams. And an orange juice and a coffee. And that coffee better be hot, not like the last coffee you brought me. Or you’re fired.”

“Yes, sir. I’m terribly sorry again about the coffee, sir.” Jorge scuttled away towards the kitchen, or one of the many kitchens.

“I won’t actually fire him,” Tiger said. “I just like to keep him on his toes.” He turned back to the wall and hurled the ball again, making it bounce back towards him.

I watched him throw the ball for a while, trying to build up the courage to ask him, “Were you serious last night, about giving me a few million bucks?” I eventually asked.

“Yeah, I don’t see why not,” he said. And then he turned to look at me. “I mean, assuming you, you know, don’t just disappear like everyone else I’ve ever given money to. You know I could have you killed for almost nothing, right?” He looked into my eyes with a look that seemed serious, until he cracked a grin. “I’m just kidding. Or am I? Hey, do you want to swim in my pool? I just got the heaters installed. Can you believe the pool wasn’t heated before? An unheated pool—I don’t have time for that.”

“I’m okay. Not really feeling up to too much activity right now,” I said, feeling another throb in my head.

His smile faded. He stood in silence for a moment, and then turned back to the wall and continued hurling the ball. “Whatever,” he said. For some reason I felt bad, like I’d just offended him or hurt his feelings.

When Jorge came back with my toast, I went to the table across the room to eat, and while I ate, I watched Tiger tossing that ball, his face expressionless—bored.

When the others woke up, with hangovers just as bad as mine, they also declined his swimming invitation. I watched his eyes narrow as he bit the edge of his tongue. And then, when he was declined for the third time, he snapped. “Fine!” he shouted. “I’ll just swim by myself. Feel free to make yourselves at home in my luxury mansion!” He stormed off like a toddler throwing a fit, Jorge scuttling closely behind him. The rest of us were silent, unmoved, looking at one another, not sure what to do.

It was two hours later when he came back, seemingly in a better mood. “What do you guys want for dinner? I’m thinking sushi. But I hate the sushi in town. What if I flew someone in from New York? There’s a place on Broadway that makes the best sushi—better than the shit you get in Japan. Think the head chef would come out here for half a million? Jorge, make that happen—offer half a million plus travel and accommodation. Tell him to bring the ingredients and all that, too. Make sure he knows we’re on top of a mountain. There aren’t exactly grocery stores nearby.”

He seemed to be his lively self again, but the rest of us were still quiet and cautious, no one wanting to be the one to make him snap again. I didn’t want sushi—the thought of eating raw fish with my stomach-churning hangover brought me to the verge of vomiting—but I didn’t say anything. I would fight through sickness and discomfort for a few million dollars any day.

The chef, an old Japanese man, arrived three hours later. Jorge showed him to the kitchen, and then ran through the resort, wrangling everyone for dinner. And as soon as the first round of food plopped down on the table, I could tell that the others felt the same as me—the last thing anyone wanted was sushi, but that’s what we were getting. There were forced smiles all around, and then we all ate, willing our nausea away.

When we were finished, Tiger sent Jorge to find some escorts for the night, and then he turned to us and said, “Up for a swim now?”

And we all shook our heads and smiled and went down to the swimming pool with bellies full of raw fish and remnants of the previous night’s booze.


CHAPTER III

I was the first one up again the next day—save for Tiger, of course, who didn’t seem to ever sleep. “Want to play a round of tennis?” he asked me.

“I’ve never played, but sure,” I said. I made sure to drink as little as possible the night before, anticipating another day like the one before. I knew I would need my energy if I was going to get that big cheque that had been promised to me.

I didn’t have my phone with me, and there were no phones in the whole resort. I’d already missed two days of work, but I wasn’t too worried. If Tiger really did end up paying me the money, then I didn’t need that lousy job working the desk for a massage therapist. A few million dollars was more than enough for me to live the rest of my life without having to work. For Tiger, it was hardly enough to get him through the day.

He wasn’t so good at tennis. I’d only played once before in my life, but I was better. Still, I let him win, pretending to try my hardest the whole time. He was loving it at first, laughing and smiling, but I went too far with my letting him win, and eventually he got bored. I should have stolen a few rounds, kept the score close. Instead, he dropped his racket on the ground and said, “I’m done with this. Let’s get lunch. Are you hungry?” he asked, but we’d just eaten breakfast an hour before.

“Sure,” I said, so we went back to the grand lobby and Tiger ordered Jorge to fetch us lunch.

“Have the chef make a bunch of options. Pastas, steaks, seafood, salads—I don’t know what I want yet.” He waved Jorge away and then took a seat in a large sofa chair. He started tapping his fingers, looking around, jittery like he’d just downed six cups of strong coffee. “Tell me one of those jokes,” he said to me.

“Jokes?”

“You know—you’ve got all those jokes. Tell me one.” He looked at me with a glossy gaze.

The pressure was intense, weighing on my body, chilling my nerves. I looked around and tried to think of a joke, but my mind was totally blank. I felt like I was out if I didn’t come up with something, like the only reason he kept me around was because I told him a few funny jokes while I was drunk. “What’s America’s oldest red wine?” I asked.

He perked up, grinning. “What?” he said.

“Give us back our land,” I said in my best Native American accent.

He liked the joke, laughing hysterically, slapping his leg, his face turning red. I pretended to laugh along, but something about the sight made me terribly uncomfortable, like I was staring at a man who was drifting dangerously far away from reality.

When he finally stopped laughing, he leaned forward with a big smile and said, “I have an idea.”

“What’s that?” I said.

He looked around, to make sure we were alone. “The others, they’re just here because they want my money. It’s so obvious. Not like you—you and me are friends. But they just want my money. I thought of a way we can screw with them—have some fun. My God, it’s going to be so funny.”

“What’s the idea?” I asked, feeling another cold tingle crawling under my skin.

“We find a guy—a young guy. Short, thin, maybe with some feminine features. Maybe he’s desperate for money, needs to pay for college or something. We offer him a million dollars to come here, dressed as a woman. We’ll tell the other guys we hired him as a maid, but we don’t tell them what’s really under his skirt. And then we make a bet, to see who will try to sleep with him first.” He started laughing again, in love with his crazy idea—using oblivious human beings for his own entertainment. “Oh! I know how we can make it even better. If someone does try to sleep with him, we’ll make them do it. We’ll tell them they aren’t getting any money unless they do it. For a million bucks, I bet they’ll all do it. My God, Rick, can you just imagine the looks on their faces when they lift up his skirt and see his ding-dong? It’ll be so much fun.”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. It sounded insane to me—unnecessarily cruel to everyone involved. But I went along with it, kept my mouth shut, because his words were still ringing in my ears. “They’re just here because they want my money. Not like you—you and me are friends.” If that was true, then I was in. I just needed to keep up the illusion that I wanted to be buddies with Tiger and soon I would be a few million bucks richer—maybe more, if I played my cards right.

“You know what? Screw lunch. Let’s call the helicopter and we’ll go find a guy right now. I’m thinking we’ll find someone easily on the nearest college campus. Hell, a few months ago, if someone offered me a million bucks to put on a dress and mop the floors, I would have done it,” he said. And he was right—it wasn’t going to be hard. Had someone given me the same proposition, I probably would have gone for it—maybe not had I known I would be expected to bend over and let strange men fuck me in the ass. Though I’m sure I had a price for that, too.

“Jorge! Jorge!” Tiger called out, and a moment later Jorge was panting in the doorway.

“Yes, sir?”

“Call the helicopter. We’re going out for a bit.”

“What about lunch, sir?”

“Cancel it. And if those other guys wake up, tell them to make their own damn food. The lousy bastards.”

Jorge ran off to call the helicopter.

I’d never been in a helicopter before—at least that’s what I thought until Tiger said, “I see they got your vomit stain out from the seat.” It turns out, you can be so drunk that you forget a forty-five minute helicopter ride into the mountains.


CHAPTER IV

Our victim was a nineteen year old performing arts major. We found him by standing in the middle of the campus, watching the students as they buzzed towards their classes. It was strange, staring at a bunch of young men, trying to decide whether or not they could realistically look like a woman. We stopped a few guys that had feminine bodies, but then we heard them open their mouths and we said, “Never mind.” The real challenge wasn’t finding a guy that could potentially look like a woman. It was finding a guy who could sound like a woman.

“We’ve got all the money in the world to transform any of these guys,” Tiger said. “But no amount of money can change their voice, at least not by tomorrow.”

Francis was the guy we ended up finding. When I saw him coming, I thought he was a short-haired girl, so I didn’t pay that much attention. And then he accidentally dropped his textbooks right in front of us. When I went to help him pick the books up, I realized he was a man. But he was wearing a pink coat, which I found myself staring at after I handed him his book. “It’s my roommate’s coat,” he said without me asking. “I had to borrow it because her cat peed all over mine.” He had a soft voice, not too low, potentially workable.

Tiger and I looked at each other and then back at Francis. “Want to be a millionaire, Francis?” Tiger asked with a big grin. He showed Francis the money in the briefcase and we both watched as Francis’s eyes lit up.

“Is that real?” he said, reaching out and grabbing a bundle of the cash. He was rendered frozen, mouth agape.

Tiger snatched the wad of bills from him and then said, “All you have to do is pretend to be a woman for a week. Pretty easy, right?”

Francis was too deep in his state of shock to question the insanity of the offer, or to wonder whether it might be too good to be true. “I’ll do it,” he said without asking for any more details. And just like that, the three of us were on our way back to the helicopter. Tiger gave Francis one of the wads as a deposit, and Francis stared at that wad throughout the whole helicopter ride to the desolate ski resort.

We snuck in through the back door of the resort, into a room that was far away from where the rest of us were staying. Tiger had one of his assistants measure Francis. The assistant scribbled down the measurements and then went back to the helicopter, to go out shopping for some wardrobe options. Francis’s attention moved from his wad of money to the incredible ski resort that would be his home for the next week. “Cool place,” he said. His eyes were still glowing.

“It is cool. What did you say your name was again?” Tiger said.

“Francis.”

“Now it’s Francine. Got it?”

“Sure,” Francine said with a big smile, perking right up.

“Me and this guy here are the only people who can know you’re actually a man,” Tiger said, motioning towards me. “If anyone else finds out, you get no money. Got it?”

Somehow, Francine’s eyes became wider. Her face became pale with crimson cheeks. She took a deep breath and she forced a smile full of determination. “Got it,” she said, softening her voice, raising it up in pitch just enough that it was convincing. Me and Tiger looked at one another with smiles of our own. Her voice was good—we’d lucked out.

“We’ll tell the others that you’ve been hired to clean up around here. So you’ll have to do some dusting, make some beds, that kind of thing.”

“I can do that, no problem,” Francine said in her female voice, her gaze drifting back towards the wad of money that now sat on top of her dresser.

“Why are you so good at that voice?” I asked.

“We had an acting workshop recently where we all had to play a character of the opposite gender. I played Ophelia.” She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I got an A.”

Tiger looked at me again with yet another big smile. We really did luck out with Francine. She wasn’t even dressed up in drag yet and I was already convinced. “It will probably be another hour or two before they’re back with your wardrobe. So maybe take a nap or something, but whatever you do, don’t leave this room. If you leave this room, there won’t be any pay—got it?”

Francine brought her hand to her forehead in a salute. “Got it, sir!” she said, cracking a big smile. She wouldn’t have been so perky and lively had she known what Tiger had in store for her. I couldn’t believe how easily he’d pulled her into his little scheme. All he had to do was show her that briefcase full of cash, and she was his to do whatever he wanted with. It made me wonder if all of those escorts that had come around were even escorts, or just girls that were offered large sums of money. Of course every girl, no matter what they like to tell themselves, has their fee, and that fee was pennies as far as Tiger was concerned. So why get escorts? Why take the risk?

We left Francine alone and went to the pool to have a swim. The others were lounging in the hot tub. Their smiles faded as soon as they saw Tiger coming. They perked up, whispered to one another, and then turned back to us with big, forced smiles. “There you are!” the bodybuilder friend called out. “We were starting to worry about you, Tiger.”

“Worry about me? You’re too sweet,” Tiger said. We turned into the change room, and once the door was closed behind us, Tiger turned to me and said through clenched teeth, “They’re conspiring against me, Rick. They want to take my money. I don’t know how I didn’t see it sooner.”

“Can’t you just tell them to go home?” I asked.

He grinned and looked around to make absolutely sure no one was eavesdropping. “And miss out on all the fun?”

We got changed into swim trunks (there were spare trunks in all the lockers, for guests), and then we went to join the others in the hot tub. “Where have you guys been all morning?” Tiger’s bodybuilder friend asked.

“I was showing Rick one of my homes in the mountains here. And then we came back and I saw your lunch dishes all over the lobby. And I almost snapped, I was so angry.” The faces of the other guys dropped, mentally preparing for the incoming tsunami of rage.

“Hey, we would have cleaned up but I thought you had people for that,” said Tiger’s black-haired friend.

Tiger looked at him. “I didn’t, but now I do. I just hired someone who will take care of all the cleaning. A cute little thing, too, I must say.” He relaxed into the hot tub, and everyone else relaxed around him, the tension fluttering away. “Any way, I think she’s new to the whole cleaning business, so be nice to her.”

“Sure thing, Tiger.”

“Are you guys still enjoying our little vacation here? No one wants to go back home yet?” Tiger asked.

“No,” the guys said in near-unison.

“Good, good. Well, I say we stay for at least another week. I’m having a great time. I’ve never been more relaxed in my life.” He put his hands behind his head and slipped deeper into the hot tub, the jets billowing around him. And in his smirk I could see his whole, evil plan and that excitement for his own strange brand of revenge. I was just happy to be on his side. At least I was pretty sure I was on his side. Then again, the other guys thought they were on his side as well. Maybe I was just as oblivious as the rest of them.


CHAPTER V

Jorge came down to the pool a bit later and said, “Excuse me, sir, but a package has arrived for you.” I watched as a smirk slowly overtook Tiger’s face, and then he looked to me. “Rick, do you think you could go deal with that for me?”

“Um, sure,” I said, so I got out from the pool, quickly got changed, and followed Jorge to the other side of the ski resort where Francine’s room was.

It was a silent walk, until we were crossing through the lobby, and Jorge suddenly said, “How long have you known Tiger?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not long. Why?”

“Are you and him very close?” He wouldn’t look me in the eyes as he spoke, keeping his gaze forward, his hands behind his back.

I shrugged again. “I guess so,” I said.

“Could you maybe do me a favour, and please don’t tell him I asked this of you… Actually, never mind.” His cheeks were red now.

“No, what is it?”

“Well, I don’t get paid very much. I was wondering if you could maybe talk him into giving me a raise. I’ve been working eighty hour weeks for months now, and it’s very exhausting. He throws his money at frivolous things, and I can hardly feed my family, and they haven’t even seen me in almost a month now.” His face was very red now, his gaze on the floor. “But please don’t tell him I said this to you.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” I said. The conversation ended there, and the silence returned.

We went down the hall to the door of Francine’s room. We went inside. Francine and one of Tiger’s assistants were standing there, waiting for us. Francine was practicing a series of sissy hand gestures in the mirror, getting deeper and deeper into the role. The assistant was just standing still, not sure what to do, with a confused-as-hell look on his face. At his feet were shopping bags—many dozens of them, like they’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on just a week’s worth of clothes. “What?” the assistant said when he saw me staring at the huge haul. “Tiger didn’t specify what he wanted. He just said buy whatever.”

“Alright,” I said, and I found myself standing there, unsure what to do, just like the assistant, and now Jorge, too. “I guess let’s get him dressed up.”

“What’s this all for?” the assistant asked, scratching at the back of his head.

“Never mind that,” I said. “Let’s just get him dressed. He’s going to be cleaning up, so maybe something practical. Like a maid’s outfit.”

The assistant’s eyes became wide and his face turned a shade whiter. “Practical?” he said.

“Yeah. Why? What’s the problem?”

“I don’t know that we have anything too… practical.”

I looked in one bag, which was filled with ballroom gowns. Another bag had a stack of shoe boxes: all tall stilettoes. Another bag had tiny skirts that a little hoe might wear to the nightclubs. Another bag was filled with lingerie from a sleazy sex store. “This is what you bought?” I asked.

“No one told me what this was for. I just assumed…”

“What did you assume?” I asked.

I watched his face turn another shade whiter, and then I realized I was starting to become just like Tiger, that same peculiar rage swelling inside of me. Like I was the CEO of some major company, every decision was monumentally important—but I wasn’t any CEO, and none of this was even slightly important. It was all just frivolous entertainment, stupid hijinks. I took a breath. “I don’t know,” I said. “What about we put him in…” I dropped to my knees and started digging through the options.

It really made no difference what Francine put on, as long as Tiger was satisfied. And what would satisfy Tiger? Something entertaining. He just wanted something to make him laugh, to pass the time between now and the end of his life. So when I found the slutty French Maid outfit in the bag of skimpy lingerie, I knew that was the one. I pulled it out. “Put her in this,” I said.

Francine took the outfit from me, held it up, and said, “This?” Her bubbly eagerness seemed to vanish at once as the reality of the strange job set in.

“Yeah. And these,” I said, pulling out a pair of fishnet stockings. I could imagine Tiger falling over and grabbing his sides with laughter. It was too perfect.

The assistant was slow to react. When he finally snapped back to life, he went to another bag and pulled out a makeup kit and a few different wig options. I picked out the long blonde wig, so he handed it to Francine. “I also found this at the wig store—I guess they sell them to breast cancer survivors or something,” the assistant said, pulling out a surprisingly real-looking set of fake tits. The breasts jiggled as he held the unit by the strap that tied around back.

Francine was already stuffing her hair into the mesh wig cap, like she already knew exactly what to do—and she probably did from her performing arts training. The rest of us went out into the hall while she got ready. We stood in silence for a moment and then Jorge said, “I’d better check in on Tiger.” He scurried off, leaving me and the other assistant standing in our awkward silence. We both knew how insane this all was, dressing some poor young man up in women’s lingerie. But neither of us said anything, either because it was too awkward, or because it was somehow so predictable given Tiger’s unusual sense of humour.

It was a good twenty minutes before we knocked and asked how it was going. “I’ll be a while still,” she called back.

The assistant looked at me. “Should we just come back in an hour?”

“Sure,” I said, and we both left.


CHAPTER VI

It was three hours later and we were all in the lobby eating dinner when Francine finally made her big debut. The click of her heels brought everyone’s attention to the hallway, and her shadow walked in first, with its frilly skirt and bouncy tits. The guys perked up and Tiger smiled, his gaze shifting to me for a moment before turning back to the hallway.

I wasn’t expecting her to be so stunning. She’d worked out every detail, save for her ability to walk in heels. She took small steps, her feet close together, her eyes down on the floor as she was careful not to fall over. The way her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders was just too perfect, and so was the way she flared her hands out at her hips, the way her eyeliner made her eyes glow, the way her lipstick made her lips look so plump. I wasn’t sure I was looking at the same person that we met on that college campus.

Even Tiger was taken by surprise, his lips parted, his gaze fixed on the cross-dressing beauty. Almost in unison, Tiger and I looked away, shuddering away our initial reactions, reminding ourselves that we were staring at a man and not a woman. But the other guys kept staring, their eyes sparkling.

She stopped about twenty feet away, cleared her throat, and asked, “I’m sorry, but where is the cleaning closet?” Her voice couldn’t have been better. Nothing about her could have been better. Tiger was going to get what he wanted. Those guys were going to be all over her in no time at all.

“Hold on,” Tiger said, his voice cracking slightly, and his cheeks turning red with embarrassment immediately after. “Jorge!” he called out. Jorge came running. “Show our new staff member here to the cleaning closet.”

“Right away, sir,” Jorge said, and then he went off with Francine. The guys both leaned over to get a good look at Francine’s ass, which was hardly covered by the lacy frill of her skirt. I even snuck a quick peek before reminding myself again that the ass belonged to a man.

Tiger gave me a kick under the table, looked at me with a big grin and a wink before motioning towards the two other men at the table who were drooling over the faux-lady.

We were playing cards later that night when Francine made her second appearance, with a mop and a bucket. She started mopping the stone floors across the room, humming cutely under her breath. Whenever she bent over even slightly, we could all see the round of her ass. The guys would all stare like hungry dogs, and Tiger and I would look at each other. Once she was done mopping the floors, she came to our table, leaned over to grab the empty beer cans, and Tiger’s bodybuilder friend held up his hand to give her a firm slap on the ass, but he held back, hovering the hand in the air, outside of Francine’s line of sight. He looked over at us with a grin, as if to ask whether or not he should do it. If only he knew…

Tiger gave him a little nod, and then he did it, making her butt jiggle, making her jump. Her cheeks turned red and she smiled. Her lips parted as if she wanted to say something, but she probably didn’t know what she was supposed to say. So she remained silent, scurrying off with the empties.

“Why aren’t all your staff that hot?” the bodybuilder asked.

“Maybe they will be. Do you like her?” Tiger asked.

“Like her? She’s fucking gorgeous,” he said.

Tiger couldn’t help the smirk that overtook his face. “Well, she’s here to clean up. If you want to fuck her, do it in her spare time—not while it’s on my dime.”

The bodybuilder took a breath and let his smile fade away. “Of course,” he said, cautious of another outburst.

Francine came by one more time that night, with a tray of drinks. “Some refreshments, boys?” she said, holding the tray out for us. We all took a drink. And while I grabbed mine, she looked into my eyes, and I looked into hers. She had a cute little smile on, and I became lost for a moment. The look was so quick, but it left me pinching myself, forcing the reminder into my brain: she’s not a she at all.

That night, when I slipped into my bed, I had to fight away her image from my mind. A part of my conscious was trying to convince me to indulge. So what if she’s really a man? There’s no harm in a little bit of fantasizing, right? It’s not like I was picturing her as a man. I was picturing her with her makeup and her wig and her skimpy little outfit. But I pushed away the thoughts regardless.

The next morning, after breakfast, I excused myself for the bathroom, leaving Tiger alone in the lobby, staring out at the mountains which seemed to stir nothing out of him. When I came back, I caught him staring at her. She was cleaning off the table, her back to him, and he was trying to get a look under her skirt. He bit his bottom lip, his face a shade of pink. I took a step back and watched from behind the doorway. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her. It wasn’t until she turned around that he finally snapped his gaze forward, back to the window, pretending like he hadn’t even noticed her there.

It was a strangely relieving sight, to know that I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t help but see the beauty that Francine was able to create with an outfit, a wig, and a bit of makeup. She did look like a woman, after all. It’s not like we were ogling a guy with body hair and a five o’clock shadow and a big, rigid jawline. It’s not like we were hoping to see her naked, with her cock out.

I was walking by her room later that afternoon and her door was open. I quieted my steps as I went by, and I saw her, with her back to me. She was changing out from the French Maid outfit. She was wearing a black lacy thong that made her hips look incredible. She bent over to pick up a skirt off of the floor, revealing the bulge between her plump thighs. That bulge should have been the reality slap I’d been looking for, but instead I found myself staring at it. It seemed strangely natural, like a part of her that belonged there. But why?

I pulled my gaze off of her and I hurried away, to my room. A thought occurred to me: when was the last time I’d gotten off? It had been a few days since Tiger had escorts at the resort, and I hadn’t jerked off. Maybe I just had some pent-up horniness I needed to get out of my system. I think it’s a proven fact that men are more sensible after a wank.

So I locked my door, grabbed an old t-shirt, and I got undressed. I lay my back on my bed and I reached down, slipping my fingers around my cock. And the first image that came to my mind was of her, of Francine, her hands on my sides, standing in that little French Maid outfit, wobbling slightly in her tiny heels as she sunk down to her knees. She fishes my cock out from my jeans and she immediately plunges my rod into her mouth. In seconds, I’m rock-hard, her tongue slurping all over my length. Her mouth is warm and wet. She gently scrapes her teeth along the base of my shaft, making me throb even harder. I slip my fingers into her hair.

I tried to push the image out from my mind, but it kept coming back. I tried to picture my favourite celebrities, the slut that worked at my office, the girl I had a crush on in college, but Francine just kept coming back. And finally, I conceded. A little bit of indulgence wasn’t going to kill me. Besides, in my fantasy, she was a woman—at least at first.

As I let my mind indulge, continuing to stroke my cock, I pictured her laying on her back. Now I was on top of her, sinking down, squeezing her breasts, kissing her sternum, her abdomen, her pelvis, her trimmed and shaped rectangle of pubic hair, and then her semi-erect shaft. I ran my tongue up and down the length of her member, feeling it throbbing. It got so hard, it flopped up onto her pelvis, the foreskin pulling itself back to reveal her bulbous tip. I licked it again and then sunk as much as I could into my mouth.

And now her fingers were in my hair, pulling my head into her crotch, my chin into her balls, my nose into her pubes. Her cock makes me gag but I keep sucking, I keep bobbing my head, getting her so hard, she’s like a warm slab of marble in my mouth. “Just like that,” I can hear her say. “Oh God, just like that.” I can even taste the sweet pre-cum on my tongue. “You’re going to make me come,” she says.

And then I pull my head back and get her hot load in my face, powerful blast after powerful blast. And I can feel my own hot load on my chest.

I came. I looked down and my chest was covered in streaks of my warm, gooey cum. And after a deep breath, I was overwhelmed by the realization of what I’d just gotten off to: the fantasy of sucking off a cock.


CHAPTER VII

We were all having drinks that night when Francine came through the lobby, pushing a cleaning cart. Once again, everyone stopped to stare and the room became silent. And then Tiger got just what he’d wished for. “I bet I fuck her before any of you,” his bodybuilder buddy said. The black-haired friend scoffed. “What’s so funny?”

“You think she’s into you? No offence, but have you seen the way she looks at me when she walks by? Pay attention next time.”

“What? So you want to make a bet?” The bodybuilder turned to Tiger. “If that’s okay with you, of course.”

Tiger smiled. “Of course. Do what you want. Just don’t kill her. I need her to clean up around here.” Everyone looked back at Francine, even Tiger, who’s expression dropped once everyone was looking away from him. His gaze became glossy as he looked at his two friends with contempt. He was getting exactly what he’d wanted from the start, but now he looked upset about it. He wasn’t nudging me beneath the table or holding back a torrent of laughter. It was like he’d lost interest—not only lost interest, but now he was angry with the whole thing.

“Hey Francine,” the bodybuilder called out. “You’ve been working all day. Why don’t you take a break for the night? Come have a drink with us.” He turned to Tiger. “You don’t mind, right?”

Tiger forced a smile. “No, I don’t mind.”

Francine stood still for a moment and then she said, “Okay, do you mind if I just get changed into something a bit more comfortable first?”

Everyone looked to Tiger for the final verdict. “Go right ahead,” he said, waving her off with his hand. She parked her cart against the wall and then went off to change.

“You know,” the black-haired friend said, “when I win the bet, and once I’m done with her, you guys are welcome to have at her.”

The bodybuilder laughed. “When I win the bet, which I will, you’re welcome to go up to your room and jerk off to the thought of me ramming her senseless.”

“Fuck you.”

“No, fuck you.”

We had another round of drinks, and then she came back, wearing a stunning black dress that extended almost to her knees. It had a sparkle to it, with deep cut in the back, exposing her soft skin and the strap that held her fake breasts in place, which looked like a bra strap. The bodybuilder scooched over and pulled up a chair. “You can sit here,” he said.

She took the seat, sat upright, her cheeks red. She looked uncomfortable, with the bodybuilder breathing down her neck, his arm around her casually as if they’d been dating for months. It was a trick that may have worked on some ditsy girl in a nightclub, but it wasn’t going to work on Francine, a man who had no interest in other men.

“Jorge, get Francine a drink. Something strong, to help her relax,” he called out, and Jorge went off to get more drinks. “So, Francine. Do you like working here, for Tiger? He’s a pretty great guy, huh?”

She smiled. “He’s nice. It’s the best job I’ve ever had.” The bodybuilder’s hand was rubbing up and down her side, his fingertips getting awfully close to her breasts.

“I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re quite beautiful. What are you doing working as a maid? You should be modelling or acting or something.”

She smiled again. “Thanks. That’s awful kind of you to say.”

Jorge returned with more drinks. She took a sip, and then nearly choked. I could smell the alcohol from across the table. The drink was strong.

I watched that hand of his moving up and down, slipping further around her body. It wasn’t long before his fingers were on the side of her breast, casually, as if unintentional and unnoticed. She was still stiff, stiffer than her drink even. One of the guys suggested we play cards, and as soon as the cards were out, another suggested we play strip poker. Francine was silent, so was I, and so was Tiger. But the other two were down without hesitation, and they’d taken our silence for agreement. “Alright, if you lose a hand, that’s one article of clothing.” The cards were handed out.

I lost the first round. I took off my socks, no big deal. The black-haired friend lost the second round. He took off his shirt, showing off his toned physique. He seemed happy about the loss—maybe he even lost on purpose. Finally, the third loss went to Francine. Her face was pale. I caught her gaze shifting to the hallway that went to her room: her exit. Then she took off one of her heeled shoes. The guys booed, but Tiger waved them off and let it slide. It was going to take a lot of work to get her down to her skivvies. But that couldn’t happen, or everything would be ruined, and Francine would be murdered by the horny men.

Luckily, she wasn’t a terrible poker player. The motivation to keep her identity hidden helped. She won a series of hands. With one of the hands she won, the bodybuilder went double or nothing, and the result was that she got to put her shoe back on.

By the end of the game, me and Tiger were down to our underwear, the bodybuilder was totally naked with his big cock out (luckily I was across the table and couldn’t see anything), and the black-haired friend was down to just his shorts. Francine still had her dress on, but both her shoes and her panties were on the table, only her dress and bra on, but losing the dress would be enough to ruin everything. Tiger was the one who called the game’s end, and I’d never seen a more relieved face than Francine’s.


CHAPTER VIII

I was the first one awake the next morning. Even Tiger wasn’t up, or if he was, he wasn’t lounging around the resort like he usually was. I went to the lobby to see if I could find him, but there was no one there. The place hadn’t even been cleaned up from the night before. The cards were still on the table, along with the empties, and Francine’s heels and panties. I went to the table, found myself staring at those lacy panties. I picked them up, looked around, and I couldn’t fight the urge to smell them. They smelled nice, like floral perfume and vanilla.

I heard clicking footsteps coming, and I immediately dropped the panties and turned to the hallway. It was Francine, in a tank top and pink sweatpants, her long blonde hair tied into a bun. She was hardly wearing any makeup—maybe none at all, and with her hair tied back, she should have looked like a boy, but she didn’t. She still looked like a chick. The pink sweats helped, and so did the fake tits she was still wearing—that she had to wear, or risk losing her promised money.

“Hey,” she said to me with a smile. “I didn’t think anyone would be up. I was just looking for coffee.”

“Usually Jorge brings it, but even he’s still out,” I said.

“I guess everyone partied a little too hard last night. When you guys went off to bed, I heard the staff having their own little shindig in the room across the hall from me. So what’s the deal with this place? And who is this Tiger guy? Is he like a celebrity or something?”

“Or something,” I said.

She wandered around the space, looking around as if she hadn’t been able to since arriving. “Thanks for last night, by the way,” she said.

“What about last night?”

“Losing those hands so I wouldn’t have to strip down. You really saved my ass.”

I laughed. “Did I do that? Unfortunately, I’m just really bad at poker.”

She laughed, too. “Oh, well either way, I owe you.” She reached up and grabbed her shoulder. She started to rub. “My God, walking in those heels all day really throws everything off. I don’t know how much more I can do.”

“Sore?” I asked.

“So sore. Any chance Tiger will give me a day off?”

“I don’t know. I can ask him,” I said. “But I can’t make any promises. He’s… an interesting guy.” I watched as she continued to rub her shoulder. “Here, maybe I can get that. My mom was a massage therapist and she showed me how to get knots out. And I work in a massage clinic—as a receptionist, but still.” I went up behind her and carefully put my hands on her shoulders. I started to rub in small circles with my thumbs, locating the knots. I found one tight one where she was rubbing. “Okay, this might hurt,” I said. I put pressure on the knot, pushing it down, until it gave in.

“Oh, that feels so much better,” she said.

I kept rubbing it down, finding more knots around it. She really must have been sore, her muscles were so tense.

“Maybe you can get the knot out of my lower back,” she said, and she bent forward. My hands slipped down, lifting up her shirt, exposing the soft skin of her back. I started to rub, finding another set of knots. To get at the one that was bothering her, I had to slip my fingers around her waist. She was so small. With both hands around her waist, I could almost touch my fingers and thumbs together. I dug my thumbs into her knots, making her perk up right, her tits bouncing slightly (I couldn’t help but notice). And then I felt the knots melt away, and she sunk down. “You’re a miracle worker,” she said.

“What’s going on here?” Tiger’s voice called out from across the lobby. We both looked over swiftly. He was standing, staring at us, his eyes narrowed. “Well?”

“I was just helping her with some knots in her back.”

“Did I tell you to do that?” he asked, unmoved.

“No, but it’s not a big deal,” I said.

“Do you have something you want to tell me, Rick?”

“Um, no,” I said.

The room became silent. Francine sprung to her feet and she scurried off towards her room. “I should get ready for work.”

Tiger continued to linger in the doorway, staring at me. “Something wrong, Tiger?” I asked.

“No, nothing’s wrong. Just wondering what the hell you’re doing. Or have you forgotten why we brought her here?”

“I was just helping her with her back, man.”

“You know, I can’t tell if you really are my friend, or if you’re just like the others. Do you just want my money? Are you all conspiring together to get as much of it as you can before you disappear from my life?” he asked.

I was silent, a cold tingle crawling up my spine. “No. I was just helping her with her back.”

“Him. You were helping him with his back. And if I see you touching him or even looking at him the wrong way one more time, you’re gone. And you better believe you aren’t getting any of my money.” He turned around and walked away, leaving my heart racing, worried I’d wasted the last couple of weeks of my life. I’d almost certainly lost my job, my apartment would be gone soon enough—rent was already a week overdue and I was on month-to-month. I had just about everything invested in my friendship with Tiger.

I suppose I was just in it for the money, but I couldn’t let him know that. So if that meant keeping my hands off of Francine, then so be it. It’s not like I actually had any interest in her. Like Tiger said, she was really a man, after all.


CHAPTER IX

At least, I thought I had no interest in her. She was in my mind all night, but I figured that would go away once she went away. She was the only woman around—or at least, the closest thing to a woman—so naturally, my male mind clung onto her. But of course, as soon as there was a real woman in my life, I would forget all about her, and probably even feel stupid for ever fantasizing about her at all. Right?

I assumed I would wake up in the morning with a sane head, ready to get back on track, ready to focus on getting those millions of dollars. But I woke up with her on my mind. I went to go get some breakfast, to find Tiger, hoping he would help get her out of my mind, but I ended up getting just the opposite.

I found Tiger chatting with her in the lobby. His back was to me and he didn’t notice me walk in, so I quietly took a few steps back and watched from a distance. “You’re almost there. You’re going to be a lot richer when you leave here,” he said to her.

She smiled. “I’m excited.”

“I’m worried you’re enjoying it too much, like maybe I could have gotten away with paying a lot less.”

She shrugged and let out a little giggle. “Maybe.”

“The guys are right, you’re quite beautiful as a woman. Have you ever considered transitioning—you know, permanently?”

She smiled, her cheeks turning red. “I don’t know. Not really,” she said.

“Well you should.”

“That’s so sweet of you to say.”

His gaze explored her body. “You know I have a lot of money, right? Billions of dollars.”

“I know. It’s amazing,” said Francine.

“I’ll give you a million dollars more if you suck my dick.”

She froze, her eyes wide, her skin pale. “I—I don’t think I can do that,” she said.

“C’mon. Sure you can. You know how much you can get for a million dollars?”

“I know, it’s just… I don’t think I can do that.” She grabbed her wrist with her opposite hand and rubbed nervously, looking around at the possible exits. But she didn’t move. She didn’t want to lose out on her chance to make her originally promised amount.

“Sure you can. It would take five minutes—and I bet you’ll like it.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t.” She almost took a step back, but not before he reached out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her towards him. “Ouch! That hurts.”

“Two million to suck my cock.”

“Please let go of me.”

“Five million dollars. I’ll suck yours too.”

She shook her head. “Please stop.”

He finally let go of her, turning away from her to face the window, his hands behind his back, trembling with rage. “Get back to work. This place is a mess.”

She faltered. “O—Okay. I’m sorry.”

“And if you tell anyone about this, I hope you know you won’t be making a single dime. I don’t have to pay you shit if I don’t want to.”

“I understand,” she said, and then she ran away. He had her working like a dog that day, scrubbing every room, some rooms twice, until every inch sparkled. By the evening, her hands and knees were red from crawling around and scrubbing so much, and her eyes were heavy with exhaustion. But still, he had her doing more—scrubbing toilets, cleaning twenty-foot tall windows, and so on and so on. At one point I thought she was about to collapse.

And as we all went to bed, Tiger said, “I want this place shining by the morning. If it’s not, you’re done.” He went off to bed, and so did his friends. I snuck back into the lobby once everyone else was gone. Without asking, I started to help, filling a garbage bag with our empties from the night, wiping down the table, fixing the chairs. “Where’s the mop? I can do the lobby,” I said.

She smiled. “You really don’t have to.”

“I don’t mind,” I said.

She showed me to the mop, and then as soon as I started mopping, I noticed Tiger standing in the doorway. “What the hell are you doing?”

My heart fluttered. “I was just helping out.”

“Don’t. She can do it. What else am I paying her for? Go to bed.”

I looked at Francine and then I looked back at Tiger. “Sure thing, Tiger.” And I went off to bed.


CHAPTER X

It was late that night when I woke up thirsty. I went to find the kitchen, to pour myself a glass of water, but I had no idea where the kitchen was. I knew which hallway it must have been down, as I’d seen Jorge run down that hall many times to send the chef Tiger’s orders. It was a hallway off of the lobby, so I started my search in the lobby. That’s where I found Francine, asleep on one of the sofa chairs. She was still in her little French Maid outfit, her body slumped and exhausted from Tiger’s relentless orders. I felt so bad for her, so I carefully slipped my arms under her and lifted her up, to take her to her bed where she could get a more comfortable sleep.

She was surprisingly light, hardly more than one-hundred pounds. She’d probably lost a few pounds running around constantly in those heels. I looked at her feet, which looked sore, her toes red. We were halfway to her room when her arms wrapped around me and her face nestled into my chest. Her legs were so smooth and soft and warm, and she looked so precious. It was hard to think that Tiger could be so cruel to such a precious creature.

I awkwardly opened the door to her room and brought her over to her bed. As I began to lay her down, her arms slipped around my neck and she kissed me. I froze for a moment and then kissed back. Her lips were so soft.

I placed her down on the bed and then I got onto the bed myself, on top of her, continuing our kiss. Her knees rose and her thighs closed in on me, and she rested her forearms on my neck. Her tongue slipped through my lips. I wondered if she was just sleeping, and then I noticed her eyes were open. She smiled, and I couldn’t help but smile myself.

And then I felt the bulge of her cock against my pelvis—a harsh reminder that I was kissing a man. But for some reason, it wasn’t enough to make me stop. I kept kissing her, my hands now exploring her body—one hand exploring her thigh beneath her skirt, the other fondling her chest. “We probably shouldn’t be doing this,” I said.

“Just don’t make too much noise,” she whispered, and then we kept going. I didn’t want to stop. I couldn’t think of any reason good enough to make me stop—not even the fact she had a cock between her legs, which was getting harder and bigger and pressing against my stomach now.

I had the strangest urge to reach down and grab it, so I did. I slipped it out from her tight panties and I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling its warmth, its pulsing bulge. I stroked it slowly, my hands trembling, my heart racing. I was stroking off a cock, and for some reason, I didn’t feel wrong about it. “That feels good,” she said with a lip-biting smile.

“Yeah?” I said.

She nodded slowly with red cheeks. Her hands found themselves on my ass. She squeezed. It felt surprisingly nice. I firmed up my grip on her rod and I began to stroke faster. “Just like that,” she said.

My heart was really racing now. I was trembling all over. I wanted her so badly. I needed to have her. I needed her to be mine. I reached down and yanked down her panties. I shimmied in close, getting my cock out as fast as I possibly could. I was already rock-hard, throbbing, my cock begging to be deep in her asshole.

She wanted it, too. She reached down and grabbed my cock, lined it up with her puckering hole, and said, “Fuck me.”

I smiled, took a breath in a failed attempt to control my pounding heart.

“But be gentle. It’s my first time.”

I could feel her tight hole opening and clenching, unsure of whether it was going to hurt or not. I started to push in, using my hands to spread her cheeks so I could watch as my member sunk into her ass. She took a sharp breath in, her head tilting back, her eyes closing. I watched her cock throbbing on her abdomen as I sunk in deep. She squirmed slightly, her anus puckering along my rod, but she took all of me inside of her, until my balls were pressed against her butt.

“How does that feel?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “Great,” she said.

So I started pumping her ass slowly, pulling out until my tip was teasing the room air, and then plunging deep, until my pelvis wouldn’t let me go any deeper. It wasn’t long before she was moaning, letting her head roll from side to side, her body squirming, her legs clamping around my body. I had my hands on her breasts, squeezing. They felt real. I wished they were real. But even knowing they were fake, I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t care that Francine was a man. She was a woman to me. She looked and felt and sounded like a woman. Even her cock was somehow feminine to me, even when I had it in my hand, stroking it, pulling back her foreskin to reveal that throbbing tip.

She giggled between sharp breaths. “You’re going to make me come,” she said.

“Good,” I said, so I held her cock firmer, pumped her ass harder, made her moan louder and louder through clenched teeth. She let her head fall back on her pillow and I watched as her body shuddered. God, she was beautiful—every part of her was beautiful, even her long, throbbing dick.

She came, blasting her little French Maid outfit with her warm, white load. One blast got into the palm of my hand. I wiped it up and down the length of her rod. She squirmed again in a final bout of ecstasy, and then she looked into my eyes. Her eyes were glowing, full of life, full of lust. She wanted my cum inside of her.

So I gave it to her. With a loud grunt, I filled up her ass with my hot load. I closed my eyes, rammed her hard a few final times, and then I fell down onto her, my chest in her streaks of warm jizz. And then I felt the presence behind me. I looked into her eyes first, which were wide, looking at the doorway. So I looked back, and there was Tiger, standing with darkness in his eyes, his brow lowered, his body tense.

“I knew it,” he said. He was trembling with rage. “I want both of you out. You aren’t getting any of my goddamned money. Out! Now! I’ll have the helicopter take you both home.”

Before we were dressed, two of Tiger’s assistants were standing in the doorway, waiting to escort us to the helicopter pad.

I never saw Tiger again. He didn’t bother to come out to say goodbye or even to make sure the helicopter took us away. I didn’t mind, and Francine didn’t seem to mind either. I have no idea what ever happened to him. I tried calling him once, but he’d changed his phone number. I hope that he eventually got over his paranoia, found peace in his life, but I have my doubts.

Once the helicopter was up in the air, Francine reached across the seat and took my hand.

I left that resort with more than just money. No amount of money could have bought me Francine. Tiger tried, offered her five million dollars for a single blowjob, and that got him nowhere.

I didn’t have anywhere to go after we landed back in town. I had a feeling my apartment had already been re-rented, and I had no job to go to. But I didn’t even need to ask before Francine asked if I wanted to go to her place with her. “Sure,” I said.

We went off, hand in hand, down the street. Neither of us had money for a cab, or even for the bus, but it didn’t matter. We had each other, and that was all we wanted.

THE END


DEEP IN DEBT

Tyler just lost a massive bet that he can’t afford, and he lost it to the worst person possible: Miles Anthony, the kingpin of a large criminal operation. Miles doesn’t seem to be too worried that Tyler doesn’t have the money. In fact, he’s ecstatic of the idea of Tyler being deep in debt.

He’s just started a new venture into the world of adult fetish films, and he needs special performers. The only question is, how far does he want Tyler to go before the deep debt is satisfied.


CHAPTER I

I’d fucked up a number of times in my life, but that night at the Blackwater Casino, I really fucked up. Usually, when I made bets that I couldn’t actually back up, I either won or got thrown out. I’d been thrown out so many times—sometimes even literally thrown out by security guards—that I didn’t even think twice when I made that big bet on that hand I was holding. My left arm was still mostly numb from the night before, when I was thrown out of the Deerfoot Casino, so I figured I would be fine as long as I landed on that same arm—I probably wouldn’t feel anything at all.

I didn’t think I was going to lose that hand, so I figured I had nothing to worry about. I had a straight flush, king high. The guy I was up against had only played three hands that whole night, so I knew he had something good. But still, I was confident. I don’t think he knew I could sort-of see his cards in the reflection of his dark sunglasses. Well, I could see one card—a king of hearts. I figured he must have a pair of kings, maybe three-of-a-kind at best. Either way, my straight flush, king high would win the pot.

On our last chance to raise, he pushed another pile of chips towards the centre of the table. I was already all-on, so I was surprised when the dealer didn’t push the chips back towards him. I looked from the man to the dealer, and then I said, “You guys know I’m all-in, right?”

The dealer just looked at the man, and the man smiled at me, sending a chill down my spine. I should have known I was getting into some serious shit. I could feel the tension in the air—a relentless tension that would linger around me for the next month.

“If you lose, we can call it debt,” the man said, opening his mouth for the first time that whole night.

He was a tall man, with a black suit, short black hair, and lots of gold hardware: rings, necklace, earrings, watches (he was wearing three watches on one wrist, as though he needed to know what time it was in three different time zones at all times). His teeth were impeccably white, and when he smiled I could see the shine of his gold fillings. He was obviously wealthy—I just hoped that his wealth wasn’t from winning high-stakes poker games.

“Debt?” I said.

I looked at his pile of chips. There were so many, I couldn’t even begin to count. Luckily the dealer had my back. “That’s one million dollars, sir,” he said.

“I don’t have one million,” I said. “That’s not fair. Isn’t this against the rules?”

“You might spend the rest of your life paying the debt off,” the mysterious man said.

“Unlikely. I make less than a tenth of that a year, and I spend it all at the casino.”

But the man just stared at me, and the dealer didn’t do anything, even though his raise was totally against the rules and unfair in every way possible. I had the guy beat and he was trying to bully me into folding. I would have demanded to see the casino’s manager but I had a weird feeling it would do nothing for me, that this man was above the rules and the dealer knew it and the owner knew it and I knew it. Maybe he was the owner even…

I considered throwing a fit, I considered folding, and then I considered being a millionaire. If he really did just have three-of-a-kind at best, then I was a few seconds away from winning over a million dollars, more money than I’d ever had in my whole lifetime combined. I could buy a house, pay off all my debts, buy a car, find a nice girl to shower with gifts. I could eat out at my favourite restaurants every night, take vacations I’d always wanted to take… “Fine, I’ll take your dumb bet,” I said.

“Show your cards, gentlemen,” the dealer said. I took a deep breath. The man was waiting for me, which was also against the rules. The guy who makes the last bet shows his cards first, everyone knows that. But again, this guy, whoever he was, got special treatment. So I bit my tongue and showed my hand. And then I watched the smirk grow on the man’s face. And before he showed his hand, I knew I’d lost.

And I was right. He had a royal flush. The chances of such a hand were astronomically low. “You cheated!” I said, standing up and pointing at the man. “You pulled those cards out from your sleeve or something.” I turned to the dealer. “Show me the deck. Show this guy that those cards are still in the deck. He’s a cheater. I shouldn’t have to stand for this.” I wasn’t entirely convinced he’d cheated, though I sure was hoping. And while I was calling the man out, I was scanning for exits. I could make a run for it. They didn’t have any of my information on any file or anything.

There were two guards standing by the main exit, and one by the emergency exit. The one by the emergency exit wasn’t paying much attention, looking towards the stage at the other end of the space where a group of scantily-clad girls were shaking their booties. I could easily push him aside and escape. Then all I would have to do is run—as fast as I could for as long as I could. And then, once I was far enough away, I could hide.

So I made my dash. And before I was out of earshot of the poker table, I heard the dealer speaking into his walkie-talkie. “We’ve got a runner.” And before I reached that door, the security guard perked up, stepped in front of me, widened his stance, and got ready to grab me. He was about three times my size. I tried to shove him, but he didn’t move, like a heavy boulder. I was finished—done for. The guard dragged me off to a back room while everyone in the place stood and watched in silence.

Shit.


CHAPTER II

They had two guards stand by the room’s only door to make sure I didn’t try to run again. They sat me down at a table, and then the man in the black suit took the seat across from me. The room had no art on the walls, not even paint. It was just a cement room with a little camera in the corner, like an interrogation room in a police department.

The man still had that smile on his face, that long grin that showed just a glimmer of his shining white teeth. “What’s your name?” he asked me.

I considered giving him a fake name, or refusing to give my name at all, but I knew deep inside that it was useless, that the sooner I complied, the sooner they would let me go. I was already planning on leaving town, waiting until the next morning and then running down to the bus station, getting on the next Greyhound to a far, far away city. Maybe even Canada. They would never find me in Canada. Right?

“Tyler,” I said reluctantly.

“You owe me a lot of money, Tyler,” said the man.

“To be fair, you cheated,” I said. “You can’t bet people out like that. And I’m still not convinced that royal flush was even real. Is this some sort of hidden camera show or something? Some sort of scam? You guys do this all the time?”

“It’s no scam. I will admit, I got very, very lucky.”

“No shit,” I said.

And he smiled again. He looked at the guards, nodded, and they left the room, but I could see their shadows lingering beneath the door. Escape was still out of the cards. “Let’s work out a payment plan.”

“I told you I would never have the money. So I don’t know what you plan on doing.”

“I’ll get my money, don’t you worry.”

“You really won’t, but I’ll entertain your bullshit for five minutes,” I said. My blood was boiling. The dealer never showed me the cards in that deck. He was probably in on the scam, too. I’d heard of this kind of shit happening before. He will probably end up saying, ‘Well how much do you have in your bank account?’ and when I tell him I have less than five thousand, he will just say, ‘Fine, I’ll take all that and you can go.’ And I will jump on the opportunity to be freed from a one-million dollar debt, when in reality, I I’d just been scammed out of five grand.

“If you don’t have the money, then you’ll work for me until you’ve made me a million dollars.”

“Yeah, I won’t, but go on,” I said. I leaned back in my chair, crossed my arms, and smiled. I thought I was calling his bluff, hoping to make him crack.

“If you don’t, I’ll have your arms, legs, fingers, toes, and ribs broken,” he said, now with the straightest face he’d made all night. He took off his suit jacket and pulled up his sleeves, revealing his shining golden wrist watches, all Rolex, encrusted with real diamonds. There was easily a million bucks just on his wrist—and if he could afford that, he could probably afford to have my bones smashed and pulped. So I sat upright, uncrossed my arms, and now he had my real attention.

“I can call the cops, you know. That’s a threat. And this whole thing is illegal. It’s against the casino rules. Why don’t you just walk away with the money you already took from me and we’ll call it square. Cool?” I said.

He laughed. He laughed for a while. And then he said, “No.” He stood up and paced the room. “You’re going to work for me, until you’ve made me a million dollars. The only question is, what can I have you do?” He looked at me with narrowed eyes, scanning my body as he scratched his hairless chin. “It won’t take as long as you probably think, you know. I’ve had men work off bigger debts than yours in just a few weeks, you know.”

I figured he was going to have me running drugs across the border, or shooting someone in a coffee shop parking lot. Still, my plan was to leave town. I had nothing keeping me here anyway, nothing but a crappy apartment and a dead-end job. I needed to find a place with new casinos anyway, seeing as I’d been banned from all the casinos within fifty miles.

He smiled, showing off those pearly white teeth, and that smile lingered.

“What?” I said.

“This is going to be too much fun,” he said.

“Please, do go on…”

“You’re quite short for a man. What are you—five-five?”

“I’m five-seven, thank you very much.”

“Maybe in lifts,” he said with a chuckle. “And what do you weigh? You can’t possibly weigh more than one-thirty.”

“I weigh one-fifty.” In reality, I weighed one-thirty, but I wasn’t about to admit that to him.

He laughed, seeing through my lie. “Okay. Yes, this is perfect.” He pulled out a pen and one of his business cards. He scribbled an address onto the back of the card and said, “Be here tomorrow at noon. I’ll have your first job arranged. And don’t try to leave town. Or there will be repercussions—and I mean that.”

He walked to the door and opened it. “Well? You can go now,” he said, holding that door open for me, motioning for me to leave. I was slow to get up, slow to walk by him. I wanted to ask him what the job was, but I had a feeling he wasn’t going to tell me. And I had a feeling that the lump in my throat would prevent me from saying anything at all. So I left that casino without another word. No one followed me. The whole way home I had one eye over my shoulder, but I was all alone.

I looked at his card. Miles Anthony was his name. He had no title, no phone number, no address. Just a name and a logo of a crowned bird holding up a snake. I stuffed the card into my pocket—maybe it would be good to spit my gum into later. I packed my clothes into a sturdy duffle bag, checked the Greyhound bus schedule, and I set my alarm for early the next morning—enough time to get to the bus station and buy a one-way ticket to Atlantic City.


CHAPTER III

I took the city bus to the bus station. The sun hadn’t come up yet, and the homeless were still snoozing under canopy covers. I was about twenty feet from the door of the bus station when someone grabbed me from behind, covering my mouth with their hand. They pulled me into a nearby alleyway, where three more burly men were waiting for me. One of the men socked me in the gut. It looked like he was about to sock me in the face, so I raised my hands in defence. He grabbed my pinkie finger with a firm grip, and it twisted until there was a loud crack, leaving my finger pointed in the wrong direction.

I screamed out in pain, horrible jolts of hot scrutiny surging down my arm. Not only was the finger broken, but the broken bone was pressing into a nerve. “Next time it’s the wrist,” one of the men said in a deep voice. They pushed me over, took my wallet, and left me in that alleyway. It was a good twenty minutes before I was able to pick myself up and emerge. The sun was rising now, the homeless were pulling themselves up from their concrete beds. And there I was, trembling, in excruciating pain, my finger twisted out to the side.

So instead of going into that bus station, I went down a few blocks to the hospital, to get my finger reset and bandaged. “What happened?” the nurse asked.

I wanted to tell her I’d been mugged, but I was afraid of getting the police involved. I knew they were watching me, and I knew that this Miles Anthony fellow had enough money that he was more powerful than the police. So I forced a smile and said that I’d tripped and fallen over. Resetting the finger hurt almost as much as having it broken. This time I didn’t scream though—I bit down on my tongue and let my eyes fill with tears.

“You need to rest for the next couple of days while the bone settles,” the doctor told me. “Probably best not to go to work.”

But I had to go to work, though I didn’t know what work was. I only had a few hours before my first shift at my mystery job, the address of which was still stuffed in my pocket.

And without even a couple of dollars for bus fare, it was going to take me my last few hours to walk across town to that address, which was deep in the industrial district. In case the soreness in my hand wasn’t enough, by the time I reached the warehouse that matched the address scribbled on the business card, my legs were as sore as hell, too. I checked my watch before entering the front door. I still had five minutes to kill. So I took a seat on the curb, stretched out my legs, wiped the sweat off of my forehead and the back of my neck. And then I noticed the shining black Rolls Royce parked just around the corner, and I knew Miles was already there.

I went into the warehouse. There were people walking about, some with tool belts, some with walkie-talkies, all too busy to notice my entrance. Across the big, open space were big, bright lights, on raisers, pointed down at a series of set walls, held up by wooden bracers. It looked like a movie set. I walked around, and I was right. There was the camera on a tripod, aimed at a couch, the walls all painted bright, fun colours. And there was a girl sitting on a chair, getting her makeup done, wearing nothing but a bathrobe.

And I knew exactly what I was looking at: a porn set. That woman’s hair was too blonde, her lips too plump, her tits too fake to be a regular actress. And I didn’t have to walk much further before I saw the man that was going to fuck her—a hulk of a guy, bulging with muscles. He was butt-naked, and a pretty young woman was on her knees, stroking him off while checking the messages on her phone. Was she a fluffer? I always thought that was just a myth.

Someone tapped me on the shoulder. It was Miles. “You made it. I heard about your little escape attempt. Let’s hope you don’t make that mistake again,” he said.

“What is this?” I said. “I mean, I know what it is, but why am I here? You want me to set up a light or something?”

He grinned. “No. Actually, think you’re going to be quite happy with this whole thing. See that beautiful blonde right there? She’s going to give you a blowjob. Not a bad deal, huh?”

I looked at the girl again. She smiled and nodded at me, and I forced a smile back. As hot as she was, the whole scene made me terribly uncomfortable. I wasn’t too interested in having sex with strangers, especially on camera, especially in a room full of people. “I’d rather not,” I said.

“I’m not asking, Tyler,” Miles said. He looked down at my hand, which was bandaged. “You aren’t a musician, are you?”

“No,” I said. My heart stuttered.

“Good. Because if you were, losing one finger wouldn’t be the end of the world. Losing all your fingers might be though.” My heart stuttered again, this time throbbing into my ribcage with a cold pressure. “So it’s decided then. You’ll get your dick sucked for our little movie. We’ll say that’s fifty thousand off of your debt.” I was cold and paralyzed all over. I looked again at the beauty in the chair. How bad could it be? She was quite pretty after all, though a bit fake for my taste. “Don’t worry about being recognized,” he said, just as that very thought crossed my mind. “We’ll get you all dolled up, even your own parents won’t recognize you. Speaking of which, we’d better get you ready. We’re going to picture in fifteen minutes.” He waved down the wardrobe girl, who came over, grabbed my arm, and whisked me away before I could think of some way to protest.

I didn’t have a choice. There was no sense in protesting. Miles wasn’t fucking around with his threats. He didn’t have any sympathy over my broken finger, and he probably wouldn’t have any more sympathy over two broken arms and two broken legs. And assuming he was telling the truth—that I wouldn’t be recognizable—then what did I have to lose?


CHAPTER IV

Miles was right, there was no way I was going to be recognizable. When they told me to get naked, I wasn’t too surprised (though a bit embarrassed—embarrassment beat the hell out of being dead). I wasn’t that surprised when I was told to close my eyes for makeup. I figured they just needed to powder me up, maybe use a bit of concealer for my blemishes, maybe a tiny bit of eyeliner (I knew they used eyeliner on theatre performers, so the audience could see their eyes better). Though I was surprised when another girl came by and started shaving my legs.

I tried to think if I’d ever seen hair on men’s legs in porn. I couldn’t think of any instances, though I was generally more focussed on women when I watched pornography. So I just assumed it was part of the business.

But I clued in that this wasn’t a normal makeover when another girl came by and told me to lean forward. She was holding a bra with thick pads sewn into the cups. I hesitated. “What’s that?” I said.

“Your tits. Now lean over, please. We’re behind schedule.”

“My tits?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat was too thick. They went ahead and slipped the bra onto me, ignoring my question. Once the bra was on, she gave the padded cups a good squeeze. The pads were made from some sort of latex or silicone. They had a surprisingly realistic bounce to them. The girl zipped off and came back with a pair of panties, a tank top, and a skirt. “Is she almost done?” a man with a clipboard and a walkie-talkie asked.

“Almost,” said the makeup artist. She’d been working away for a while now, longer than it should take to do some powder and a bit of eyeliner. There was no mirror for me to look into, but I had a good idea they were trying to make me into a convincing woman. That theory was absolutely confirmed when they came around with the long, brunette wig. They also gave me a pair of glasses, some clip-on earrings, and a choker to hide my Adam’s apple.

The makeup artist smiled big as she stepped back to view the final product. The wardrobe girl stepped back with her. “Wow, good work,” she said, and they both nodded. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut, churning in my stomach acid, pounding somehow in my throat. I was lightheaded. I hadn’t eaten anything that morning, and maybe that was for the best.

“Stand up,” they said to me, so I stood up. It wasn’t until I was on my feet that I realized they’d put me in a pair of tall heels. I wobbled, caught my balance, and suddenly felt a dozen gazes on me. I looked over. The whole crew was looking my way, waiting for me to get to the set, waiting to start. “Alright, makeup’s done!”

“Alright everyone, let’s lock it up and get ready for picture!” the guy with the clipboard yelled.

My mind was racing. I had no idea what was happening, what I was supposed to do, what was supposed to happen to me. Miles told me I’d be getting my dick sucked. Was this some tranny fetish porno? Was I the tranny? And who was the muscular guy? Was he going to be in the same scene?

Had I eaten breakfast, that breakfast would have been all over the studio floor.

They sat me down on the couch. The cute blonde took the seat next to me. She smiled at me and said, “You look really cute. I wish I had your cheekbones.”

“Thanks,” I said, but it came out sounding more like a question than anything.

The clipboard guy came up to us and said, “I’m going to run you through the scene. Listen up. I want to get the whole thing in a few takes so we can all go home early. Got it?”

I nodded. My ears were ringing. I could hardly hear what he was saying. He said something about me being there to help the blonde with her homework. Then she asks if she can eat my pussy, I say no, but she insists, ends up finding my dick, decides to suck it, and then we’re caught my the boyfriend who is home early from school. The whole plot sounded absurd, as porno plots tend to. And as soon as his hurried explanation of the scene was done, the set was quiet and the cameras were rolling.

One of the camera assistants held up a slate, made sure it was facing all three cameras (it wasn’t until that moment I realized there was more than one camera), and he clapped it. And then I heard “Action!” and the blonde turned to me and said, “Boy, this homework sure is hard. I don’t think I’m getting it.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but my heart was beating too hard, so I couldn’t hear my own thoughts. Did I have lines? Was I supposed to say something?

“Do you think I’ll ever get it?” she asked, looking into my eyes. Though it was hard to look into her eyes with her cleavage bursting out from her tiny white blouse.

“I think you’ll get it,” I said, trying to do a girl voice. I had no idea whether I sounded alright or completely ridiculous. But no one yelled cut.

“Maybe I’ll get it after we take a break. I need to give my mind a rest. I can’t seem to focus,” said the cute blonde.

“Why not?” I asked. I was overly-conscious of my body, my stiff arms, stiff shoulders, stiff everything. I took a deep breath, bit my tongue, wished this whole thing was over and done with so I could forget it ever happened. And then I remembered Miles saying it was only worth fifty thousand dollars. That was a lot of money—a lot of money I would never see. And did that mean I had to do nineteen more of these before we were squared off?

“Well—I shouldn’t be saying this—but you’re just so pretty. And I can’t stop thinking about eating your pussy.”

My heart fluttered. “Eating my what?” I said after a long silence, unsure of what else to say.

“Maybe if I just get it out of my system, I’ll be able to focus.” She reached down for my skirt, started to lift it up. Now my heart was really pounding, inching towards cardiac arrest.

“That’s not a good idea,” I said.

“Just relax. I promise it will feel good,” she said. She put her hand on my chest and gently pushed me back. I was trembling—hopefully not enough that the camera could see. She flipped up my skirt and started rubbing my crotch. My forehead was hot, my jaw chattering. There was a beautiful woman between my legs, but it was the last thing I wanted. “Your pussy is so plump. I just want to bury my face in it,” she said.

“Really?” I said, sounding stupid.

“Let’s take it back!” the director shouted. “Different line, please!”

“Your pussy is so plump. I just want to bury my face in it,” the blonde said again without hesitation.

“I—I don’t know if we should do this,” I said. “Don’t you have a boyfriend?” This line seemed to satisfy the director.

“He won’t be home for another hour.” She pulled my panties aside and then let out a fake gasp. “That’s one big pussy!” she said, running her fingers along the base of my shaft. “You’ve got a big dick for a lady, Mrs. Kross.” She looked into my eyes and smiled.

“What are you doing?” I asked, not sure what else to say, again.

“I’m going to suck you off. And then maybe we can get back to work. I promise I’ll be more focussed after,” she said. And then she leaned forward and she started to suck. And holy shit, did she know how to work a shaft. She bobbed her head up and down elegantly, running her tongue along every inch of my cock, getting me so hard despite the throbbing anxiety that had consumed my whole body. She did this thing with the tip of her tongue, drawing quick circles around the tip of my cock, that made me tremble with euphoria. “You like that, Mrs. Kross?” she said.

“It feels good,” I said between breaths. Maybe this gig wasn’t so bad after all.

And then the guy walked onto the set. “Babe, I’m home.” He looked at us. “What the hell is this? You’re cheating on me with your tranny teacher?”

“I’m sorry,” the blonde said. “I didn’t think you’d be home so early.”

“You need a good punishment,” he said, and he pulled off his shirt, revealing his oiled and muscular body. He walked forward, already doing away with his belt.

“Whatever you want, Bobby,” the blonde said.

“Keep sucking her sissy cock,” said Bobby. So the blonde bent over, ass in the air, with impressive balance in her heels, and she grabbed my cock and continued to suck it. Meanwhile, Bobby had her skirt flipped up, her panties down around her ankles, and he was rubbing her cunt. He slapped her ass, making it jiggle. His cock was out, already hard thanks to the hard work of the fluffer. “I’m going to fuck your little asshole. And then maybe you’ll think twice about cheating on me,” he said.

“Okay,” she said.

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do, so I just remained still, sitting on that couch, getting my dick sucked. He started to sink his long, thick rod into her asshole and she gasped—this one much more genuine. Her grip on my cock firmed up, so I was fairly sure that reaction was the real thing. “Holy shit,” she said. “You’re so fucking big.”

“Keep sucking, whore,” Bobby said, so she returned to my cock.

And while he fucked her in the ass, he looked at me. “Squeeze your tits,” he said to me, so I did. He reached forward and pressed the girl’s head down into my crotch.

She was gagging on my cock now, her saliva running down my balls, pooling at my ass. The scene was rougher than I’d expected. I looked over at the large crew. They were all watching. I had to look away. The anxiety was too much. I tried to pretend like it was just the three of us, like there weren’t any cameras filming, like the scene wasn’t going to end up on the internet for everyone to watch. But that didn’t help much.

The blonde surfaced for a breath of air. “I love the way your cock feels in my ass, Bobby,” she said, stroking me now with her hand. I tried to hold back, but I couldn’t. I was no pornstar. I was just a regular guy. I’d slept with a few girls in my life, no one as hot as her, and definitely no one who knew how to work a shaft like she did. So I came on her face, taking her by surprise. She shut her eyes and winced away. “What the fuck!” she shouted. She let go of my dick, but I kept coming.

She couldn’t open her eyes because my load was all over her eyelids.

“Lick it up, Cassie!” the director shouted. She sighed, wiped my cum off of her face, and brought it to her tongue.

“Mm, I love the way your cum tastes.”

“I’m going to come in your asshole, babe,” Bobby said, and then he grunted loudly, sunk his fingertips into her hips, and he came. When he pulled out, his giant load fell out and splatted on the studio floor.

“I guess we should get back to my homework now, huh?” she said as Bobby spread her ass cheeks wide for the camera.

“Cut!” the director called out.

The blonde looked at me, no longer smiling. “A little warning next time would be nice,” she said, and she stormed off of the set.

And my first job was over and done with, just like that, in less than an hour. But I still had a long way to go.


CHAPTER V

I expected to get a phone call the next day, even though Miles didn’t know my number. I figured, with his incredible wealth and apparent power, he could easily get a hold of my phone number. He must have known where I lived, as he had those goons follow me to the bus station the day before. But there was no phone call, no knocks at the door. Presumably there would be another job—I still had a lot of debt to pay off, and my part-time minimum wage gig wasn’t going to get me there.

So I figured it might be another day or two. But a whole week went by, and I heard nothing from Miles. Two weeks went by—still nothing. I searched his name, wondering if maybe he’d been arrested in connection to some illegal gang activity. His name brought up no results. Maybe he’d forgotten about me, I considered. Maybe the $950,000 I owed him was a measly sum compared to what other people owed him. Maybe he made that much money in a single day. Maybe he was bored of me.

It was three weeks after the porn shoot when there was finally a knock at my door. It was Miles, with three burly men in black suits standing behind him. I’d just built up the hope that I was off the hook. That hope was now burning away in the pit of my gut. “Good, you’re home. I’ve got your second job for you. We shoot in two hours, so we’d better get moving. Come on.”

I faltered in the doorway, a cold paralysis overtaking me. But I went along, saying nothing. What could I say? Those men were begging for Miles to make the command, to break my thumbs, to put me in a wheelchair for the rest of my life. I didn’t want to give them the opportunity.

We went back down to that same warehouse, but this time it was much darker inside. Only a single spotlight beamed down on a long table. “Your last movie was a hit. It’s been watched almost five million times in two weeks. You’re making me a lot of money, Tyler,” he said. “People want more of you, so we’re going to give them more.”

I looked at the table, noticing the handcuffs that were tied to the table legs. “What’s the plot of this one?” I asked, wavering, my gut now full of nausea. It was an ominous scene. The backdrop was a fake grungy brick wall. The floor was all stained and dirty. This wasn’t the cutesy high-spirited porno that we’d shot a few weeks before.

Miles smiled. “First, let me say you’re getting paid a lot more. Well, I should say you’re paying off a lot more of your debt. I’m thinking two-hundred thousand. That brings you down to… Seven-hundred and fifty thousand, is that right?”

I shrugged, my vision starting to blur, my mind spinning.

“I have a client who reached out to me. He saw your video and he really wanted to… be with you. He’s paying a lot of money, and he’s a very loyal client of mine. I’m not about to let down a client. You understand this, right? If you want, we can put one hundred and fifty towards your debt and you can keep fifty. I mean, you’ve got to live too, right? My guys tell me that you’re basically living in squalor.”

“Okay,” I said with a trembling voice. I saw the makeup girl getting her kit ready next to the wardrobe girl, who was holding up a lacy piece of red lingerie. There were no pornstars around—no muscular hunks, no blonde babes with fake titties.

“He’s going to fuck you in the ass, Tyler. But try not to worry about it. It won’t be so bad. You’ll be nice and lubricated, and again, no one will recognize you. You’ve already got a good audience—a huge demand for more works. Now let’s get you ready.”

“Wait, wait, wait. No one’s fucking me in the ass, okay? I’m not okay with this. Isn’t there, like, some construction gig I can work for the next decade or something?”

Miles’s guards all stepped forward in unison. One of them began to roll up his sleeves. “I’m not forcing you to do it, but you probably won’t like the alternative.” I looked at the men. Their hands were all scared and weathered from a lifetime of beatings. What was one more? “Okay, okay, fine,” I said. I wanted to throw up, but I couldn’t.

They brought me over to the makeup girl, who got going right away. They worked efficiently, getting me shaved, dressed, and dolled up all at once. The wardrobe girl sunk to her knees behind me. I thought she was just adjusting my lingerie panties, and then I felt her fingers slide up my ass. I jumped. “Hold still!” she said. She had a big wad of lubricant on her gloved fingers.

My God, I thought, Miles wasn’t kidding. They really were going to fuck me in the ass. I did my best to stand still while she stuck her gloved fingers up my asshole. Her fingers were uncomfortable enough. Soon I would have the throbbing cock of a strange man in my asshole.

“Let’s lock it up and go for picture!” the director shouted, and they hustled me over to that table. I didn’t need help in the high heels this time. I remembered how to walk in them and was able to get to the table on my own. I caught my own reflection along the way. I actually looked pretty good. At first, I thought I was seeing another woman, someone who would be in the scene with me, and then I recognized my outfit, and of course I noticed the synchronized movements. I reached up and cupped my fake breasts, giving them a shake, watching them bounce in my reflection. I did the same with my ass cheeks. Those weren’t fake, but damn, did they look good. Who knew I had such a great ass?

And the lingerie they’d picked out for me looked fantastic. The red lace accentuated curves I didn’t know I had, made my waist look so thin, my hips so curvy. I looked like I belonged on the cover of some fashion magazine.

I should have been crippled with terror, but I felt surprisingly good—happy that I was unrecognizable, and even happier that I was sexy. Was Miles telling the truth? Did I really have a hungry audience who loved my first video?

I pushed the thoughts away. Why was I so proud of the fact horny men liked the way I looked when dressed as a woman? The thought alone should have made me shudder, should have made me nauseous. Maybe the constant anxiety I’d been subjected to since losing that big bet was finally starting to poison my mind.

“Get up on the table, darling,” the director called out. It was strange being called ‘darling’, as if I was a real girl. “Thank you, beautiful. Can we get some powder on that ass?”

The makeup girl came up behind me and brushed my ass with powder. “I wish I had your ass,” she said with a little smile. The comment shouldn’t have made me smile, but I smiled anyway, warmth rushing into my cheeks.

“Alright, her asshole is all lubed up?” the director asked.

“Affirmative!” the wardrobe girl shouted.

“And we’re happy with the lighting? Camera’s ready? Sound’s ready?” A long boom microphone now hovered five feet above my head. “Already, get the slate in there and let’s get this scene in the bag.” Before the slate was raised above my head, one of the set assistants came by to do up my handcuffs.

And then I heard “Action!” and the room became silent, save for the heavy footsteps of the man approaching behind me.


CHAPTER VI

I tried to look back at him, but I was pinned too awkwardly on my stomach on that table, so I couldn’t see much. I was able to see a vague reflection in front of me: me on that table with my wrists cuffed to the corners, my legs dangling towards the floor. It was a thin table, metallic, and bolted to the ground. In the reflection I could just make out the bulge of my cock, poking out below the surface of the table. And I could sort of make out the man approaching me from behind—

He was a larger man, probably twice my size, but not with muscle. He appeared to be balding, but it was hard to tell because he was wearing a mask. His arms were hairy. My heart started pounding into that metallic table. I could hear it reverberating, and I could feel it, too.

The man stopped behind me, carefully put his hands on my bare ass cheeks, and he squeezed, letting out a little groan. He gave my ass a good, firm shake, and then he spanked me. It hurt, but I managed not to yelp. I just wanted it over and done with as soon as possible.

He explored my body with his hands, bending over me, running his hands up my sides, reaching around to cup my fake breasts. It wasn’t too horrible until he had his hand on the side of my face, one of his hairy fingers in my mouth. I shut my eyes tight and let him do it. “Suck it, baby,” he said with a deep voice. So reluctantly, I sucked his fish-hook finger.

He rubbed his crotch between my legs, letting out another long groan. He still had his pants on, but I could feel his throbbing erection. He was already rock-hard, excited, ready to fuck. At least I knew it would be fast. “Tell me how badly you want it, baby,” he said.

So I bit my tongue and said, “I want it so badly. Give it to me.” I kept my eyes shut as his hands started making their way south again, back onto my butt for another squeeze, and then between my legs. He fondled my cock through my panties, rubbing my length, groaning again. I opened my eyes for a brief moment, long enough to see him sinking to his knees, rubbing his nose against my panty-clad cock. I could feel his hot breath on my exposed thighs.

I wish I would have never agreed to that stupid bet. I wish I would have let Miles take all of my money. At least I would still have my dignity.

The burly man fished my cock out, letting it fall out. I could see it dangling in the reflection, only for a few seconds before it was in his mouth. His mouth was warm—almost hot—and wet. He sucked like he’d been waiting his whole life to suck that cock. And I just remained still, tense. I wasn’t getting hard. How could I get hard? Not only was he not a woman, he wasn’t an expert like the blonde from a few weeks before. He was sloppy, sucking away like he was trying to pull an apple through a straw. His tongue was everywhere. At one point he even got my whole ball sack in his mouth.

“Get it up, beautiful!” the director called out.

And I realized this wasn’t going to end until I got it up—and maybe not even until I got off. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I tried to imagine the blonde from the last shoot, but with the sound of the burly man slurping my rod, I couldn’t do it. But the image of myself came into my mind—my own reflection in that red lingerie. I pictured my own jiggly ass, my own long, smooth legs, my own shining eyes. I imagined myself reaching down between my legs, stroking between my legs, biting my bottom lip as euphoria took hold.

In my mind, I moved aside the thin strip of my panties from my crotch, revealing a plump, wet pussy. I started to rub it, pushing my fingers in deeper and deeper. A jolt buzzed through my body. I let out a soft moan.

And when I opened my eyes, I could see my erection beneath that table, the man trying his best to suck it off, but the angle was just too awkward now. So he settled with taking it in his fist and pumping it. It felt pretty good, as long as I kept my eyes on myself, on my beautiful eyes, my glossy lips. I couldn’t believe how beautiful they’d made me. I was curious now to see my other movie, with Big Bobby and the hot blonde. Was I this hot? Was that why so many people loved the video?

“Alright, let’s move on,” the director shouted, so my date stood up, gave my ass another slap, and then he let his pants fall to the ground, his cock springing free. He was big—much bigger than I’d anticipated. I’d figured, he wasn’t a pornstar and he was paying big money for this sex, he probably didn’t have much to work with. But boy, was I wrong. He was hung like a damn horse, his cock nearly touching his sternum. It was about to be touching mine, from the inside.

He pressed his warm tip up to my lubed-up hole. I shut my eyes again, taking a deep breath, trying to imagine something else—anything else. And then I felt him penetrate. I tried to clench to stop it, but he powered through, sinking deeper and deeper, groaning louder and louder with every extra inch that he conquered.

I couldn’t believe how deep he was. I’d never been penetrated before, and I didn’t even know an ass could fit so much cock. His rod must have been pretty damn close to my lungs. Seeing as I was unable to take a breath in, maybe he was pushing on my lungs even. Before he started pumping me, he reached down and grabbed my cock, fondling it, stroking it, and eventually pumping it. He was obsessed with it, more interested in playing  with it than fucking me in the ass.

But he went ahead and did both. Once he got a rhythm going, he started pumping my cock to the same rhythm. It hurt like a sonofabitch at first, but soon that pain went away—I was either going numb, or I was getting used to it. It felt kind of nice, even, almost euphoric, but the thought of being fucked by a big hairy man made that euphoria subside almost instantly. Still, he had me rock-hard, and the more he stroked me off, the more I realized he really was going to make me come.

My face became red. I was about to come in front of all those cameras, all those crewmembers, and Miles. People were going to watch a gross, hairy rich guy getting me off. How embarrassing! But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop it. The more I tried to stop it, to will it away, the closer I came to coming. “Oh fuck, I’m going to come,” I said.

“Yeah, baby, come for me. Come for me. Do it!” he said with loud grunts. He came down harder and harder. His slapping pelvis was making my ass red. I tried to reach out for something to hold onto, but my wrists were tied. I ended up squirming, descending into utter euphoria, and then I came, my cock unloading all over the studio floor. “Shit!” I screamed.

And then I felt him shudder, his nails digging into my skin. Was he about to come inside of me?

Yep.

He unloaded. I felt the hot rush of his load filling me deep. He slammed his whole body into me, making sure to get every last inch inside. It was a strange feeling, but not as strange as the feeling that came after, when he stepped back and I felt it all rushing down to my asshole. I tried to hold it back, but it started to dribble out on its own, splatting against the floor. It was a big load—a big load from a big guy.

And then it was over. The director yelled, “Cut!” and one of the set assistants ran over to unlock my cuffs. By the time I was out of hair and makeup, Miles was gone, already off to some more important affair. And I knew he would be back for me, for another movie shoot. I just had no idea when.


CHAPTER VII

The hype was real. It was a few nights later when curiosity got the better of me, and I found myself on a trans-fetish porn site, scrolling through pages and pages of videos, looking for that recognizable set, that pretty blonde, and of course, myself. I found the video, and I didn’t have to dig too deep. It was in the ‘most popular’ section, listed as ‘currently trending’. There were millions of views, thousands of comments, and a stellar rating.

‘Kyla Kross gets sucked by her horny student’ was the name of the video. I suppose that meant I was Kyla Kross. I actually didn’t mind the name. I watched the video, hesitantly at first. I thought I was going to see myself as a bumbling mess, but I was surprisingly hot. My line deliveries weren’t even half bad, and the camera made my cock look huge. I loved the way my cheeks turned red when the hot blonde started licking my shaft, and the audience seemed to agree. “So cute when her cheeks turn red,” said one top-rated commenter. I loved reading through the comments.

I jumped when I heard the mail slot clink. I quickly turned down the volume on my computer and looked back at the door. There was an envelope on the ground. I went to pick it up. It was from Miles. Inside was a cheque for fifty thousand, and a bill that showed a remaining debt of eight-hundred thousand. I had a long way to go, but at least none of my bones were broken (my finger had been healed for a week already). At least I was still breathing.

And as I stood with that cheque, I got a peculiar idea.

I went to my computer again and looked at that video, with its many, many millions of views. There were ads all over that website. Someone was making a boatload of money with that video, with all that ad revenue. I decided to look into how much money a porn video can make. According to one website, ten thousand views is about equivalent to five-hundred dollars in the pornographic content creator’s pocket. I made fifty-thousand for that shoot (that all went to my debt). With over ten million views, based on my math, that meant the video had already made Miles half a million dollars, and counting.

And how hard could it be to make a video? The last one I’d starred in had one light, one camera. How much could it possibly cost to hire a small crew for a day? A couple grand? I had fifty grand in my hand right now, and I already had the audience. Kyla Kross was in demand. It would be stupid to let Miles take all the credit for the work I was doing.

I knew I probably had a couple of weeks at least until Miles was knocking on my door again, wanting me to do another shoot. So I decided to beat him to it. I went and cashed that cheque, went straight to the mall to buy some outfits, some shoes, some makeup. And as soon as I got home, I started looking into hiring myself a small crew. I didn’t need a big fancy studio like Miles had. I just needed my apartment.

With Miles, it took an hour to shoot a single scene that had probably made him half a million dollars. So if I hired a crew for a day, what was stopping me from shooting five scenes? What about ten scenes? I just needed to find some people willing to sleep with me, which wouldn’t be too hard. I didn’t have the money to find too many women—I found out quickly that women generally want to be paid, whereas most men are just horny and looking for any excuse to fuck. I found six guys who loved the idea of fucking me—two had even seen my first video online—and I found two girls who were down to fool around for five thousand each. I found my crew on a classifieds website. They advertised themselves as a group of friends willing to shoot anything. They were trying to pay their way through film school. I gave them a call, asking if they would be willing to shoot a day of transgender pornography. There was a long silence before the guy asked, “For how much?”

“Five grand,” I said.

“Sure,” he said, and he couldn’t have said it faster.

The production was slated for that Saturday. The crew arrived early Saturday morning with their cameras and lights and sound mixers and microphones—all borrowed from their film school. While they lit my living room for the scene, I made sure there was a convenient stack of towels, a table with drinks, and another table with snacks, just like I’d seen at Miles’s studio.

I’d done my own makeup before the crew had arrived. I’d spent the latter half of the week practising, and I must say that I was pretty good. I loved the way I looked when I went thick with the eyeliner. And I loved my lips crimson red.

My outfit for the first scene was a schoolgirl costume I’d found at a lingerie store. “Is this for your girlfriend or something?” the store clerk asked me.

“No, it’s for me,” I said. “For a porn shoot I’m doing. I’m Kyla Kross. Look me up,” I said. I was surprisingly unembarrassed. Besides, it was a little bit of free advertising for me. Maybe he would go online and watch some of my videos.

I’d also bought an array of toys: dildos, vibrators, strap-ons. I had no specific plans for the scenes. I figured I would just have everything on standby and we would go wild with the cameras rolling. And that’s exactly what we did.

My first scene was with a cute little brunette, who couldn’t have been taller than five feet. We kissed a little bit, and then I found myself between her legs, eating her out. She got really wet really fast, her fingers in my hair. It was nice not having anyone shouting commands. It was all organic, and we took it nice and slow. I could edit it down later, but I wanted it to feel natural.

I made the little brunette come. She squirted a little bit on my face, but I didn’t mind. Then she told me to get on my hands and knees. She ate out my asshole, and then went to town with a dildo. I have to say, it felt pretty amazing. It wasn’t long before I was rock-hard, and less than a minute after she started to pump my dick, I came all over my living room floor.

For my next scene, I was with a man. When he showed up, I thought he looked kind of nerdy. And then, mid-scene when he took off his shirt and glasses, I realized he was secretly a hunk. He had huge muscles that I couldn’t help but feel with my hands. He bent me over and fucked me in the ass after fucking my face. He came on my butt after slapping it red.

And then there was the threesome: two guys and me. I sucked one guy while he fucked me from behind, and then we capped that scene off with two cocks in my ass at once. It hurt a bit at first, and then it felt like heaven—pure bliss. I came a second time, without either of the men even touching my cock.

The rest of that afternoon was spent sucking and fucking, coming and squirting, spanking and tugging. I lost count of how many loads I took, how many on my body, how many in my ass, and how many I swallowed. After the final scene, my legs were wobbling and my ass was sore, but I had the biggest, goofiest grin on my face. My student crew left me the footage, which I got to work on as soon as I was out of the shower.


CHAPTER VIII

It was three weeks later when Miles came to my door with his guards. He had a smile on his face, showing enough teeth to emit a glimmer. “Ready for another shoot?” he asked. “Another client of mine would like to have a go at you. Now, he’s an older man, so you’ll have to go easy on him. He wasn’t entirely specific as to what he wanted, so I would say prepare for the worst. But we’ll make it worth your while—say, anther two-hundred and fifty thousand?”

“I think I’ll pass,” I said.

“Pass?” he said. His guards stepped forward.

I had the cheque waiting by the door—a cheque for eight-hundred thousand dollars. It was almost the entire amount that I’d made off of my series of videos, but I wasn’t too broken up about giving it away to get out of debt. I knew I would make more, after all. I handed him the cheque and he stared at it, his grin disappearing. “What the hell is this?”

“It’s a cheque,” I said.

“It’s fake. It’s probably going to bounce,” he said.

“It’s real. Go ahead and take it to the bank. Consider my debt paid off. And tell your old guy friend to go fuck himself instead.”

“Where did you get the money? You’re a liar,” he said, taking a step into my apartment, raising his hand into a fist. His guards stepped by him, towards me.

“Right now you’re trespassing. And if you touch me, that’s assault. By my count, that’s three offences, after you include the fraud from your little casino cheat. I imagine you’ll be looking at jail time,” I said, now with a grin of my own. I loved the way his face looked, suddenly red, steaming, his eyes narrowed, one of them twitching.

“If this cheque bounces, I’m going to have you killed,” he said. “Do you know who my client is? Do you have any idea who you’re letting down right now?”

“I don’t give a shit. Why don’t you put on a little skirt and let him fuck you in the ass? I can lend you one, if you’d like.”

“I don’t understand this,” he said, looking at the cheque again.

“Well don’t hurt yourself. I have stuff to do. See you around.” I closed the door in his face, my heart pounding with pride in myself. And it was true, I did have things to do. I was in the middle of planning a big shoot—a feature length movie that I would star in. I already had some of the hottest stars attached to the project. Kyla Kross was quickly becoming one of the biggest names in porn. I guess I had Miles to thank for that, but I would never admit that aloud.

In fact, I wanted to get a little bit of revenge. It was a few days later when I sent a lawyer to his house, to let him know he was being sued for ten million dollars. I figured that was about how much he’d made from my first two videos. He never had me sign any contracts or releases. A few weeks later, more of his performers caught wind of the lawsuit and wanted a piece of the action. “I didn’t sign a release either,” the cute blonde from my first film told me on the phone. She ended up suing him for a million bucks.

After our court date, which I won, Miles came up to me in the street. “I can’t afford to pay you,” he said. “Not after I’ve paid my lawyers. Please don’t make me pay you.” His eyes were wet and glowing with defeat. And it was the sweetest sight I’d ever seen.

“Maybe I can loan you some money,” I said. I had many millions from my own movies now. “But then you’ll be in debt to me, and you’ll have to do whatever I want you do to.”

His eyes became wide and he faltered. “No,” he said, knowing exactly what I was getting at.

“Fine, then enjoy being in debt to everyone else.”

As I started walking away, he ran towards me. “No, no. Okay fine! Give me the money to pay for my lawsuits. I’ll do whatever you want.”

I looked him up and down and tried to imagine him in a cute little skirt, maybe some white stockings, and a pair of black heels. He had a nice slender body—I was pretty sure he could pull it off. The only question was, could he handle a big, hard cock in his ass? If not, he would quickly learn to.

THE END


OOPSIE

Matt makes a huge mistake one night when he decides to indulge in what seems like a harmless little fantasy, sleeping with a transgender escort. It wouldn’t have been such a bad idea had he recognized her from the photos: his next-door neighbour’s eighteen-year-old son.


CHAPTER I

I just made the biggest mistake of my life. I don’t know what I’m going to do. Do I tell someone? No, no, definitely not. The last thing I should do is tell anyone. No one can know about this.

I should have trusted that churning in my gut. I knew it was my body was telling me to smarten up. Why didn’t I listen? Because I was horny, that’s why. Goddamn my horniness. Or was it curiosity? Maybe both…

It all started a week ago, after I found those hot pictures of that beautiful girl online. She had long blonde hair and a body that any model would die for. There must have been fifty pictures in that album. And in each one, she came a little bit closer to being totally nude. They were amateur photos, probably taken with an iPhone or something, but they were hot. Those photos were proof that you don’t need fancy equipment to get great photos of sexy-as-fuck women.

I scrolled through those photos slowly, mesmerized by the beauty of the girl. Halfway through the album, I was so impressed, I decided to make note of the website link that was watermarked on each photo. It was sexytraps.com—a strange name for a sexy photos website, but I didn’t think much of it. I found the album through Reddit, searching mindlessly through random photo albums, paying little attention to which communities I was exploring.

And then I got to the last photo, where the beauty was bearing it all. And my heart stopped as I looked down between her legs and saw that big, thick cock. She was a tranny. That was when the nausea started (the nausea that still hasn’t gone away). I closed that link as fast as I could, but the image of the girl stayed in my mind. Or I should say, of the man… Though I’d rather not think of her like that.

Because my God, did she look like a girl! She was hotter than any of the women at my workplace. She was hotter than anyone I’ve ever seen—maybe that’s an overstatement, but I can’t seem to think of anyone hotter off the top of my head. It was the next night when a curiosity crept into me, and I found myself looking at those pictures again. I told myself that I was just trying to look at them with a clear mind, prove to myself that I wasn’t actually attracted to a tranny, a chick with a dick, a biological man with fake breasts… But those pictures were captivating. She really was drop-dead sexy. I tried denying it, but it’s impossible lying to yourself.

And the next night, there I was again, looking at those photos, trying to find more photos of the ladyboy. And I found more photos, on her escort listing. She was an escort—is an escort. She fucks for a living. And her prices aren’t even that bad—a couple hundred bucks for an hour. I had that. And then I noticed she was in my city. The hotel she fucked at was just three blocks from my house. It wouldn’t even cost me a dime in gas!

I literally slapped myself on the cheek, hoping it would smack some sense into me. It didn’t. My mind was still stuck in a tug-o-war: don’t you dare even consider it. You’ve already done enough harm by looking at the photos. Maybe you should consider it. She’s sexy as hell and probably wild in the sack…

I lost sleep with that torment. Days of sleep. And I must have masturbated fifteen times in those few days, always with her on my mind, even if I was trying to think of someone else. Any mental image of any other woman would quickly dissolve into her. And every vagina I imagined was a big, hard cock within just a few seconds. But why? I don’t like cock. Cock repulses me. I would experiment with myself by trying to think of a man with his dick out, and I would literally shudder at the thought. Ew—no thanks. So why was it any different with that blonde? She was just a man in drag, with some silicone implants in her chest. But when that cock was out of the picture, you would have no idea. So where does one draw the line?

That escort listing became my most-visited website. I checked it every couple of hours, wondering if I could ever do it—sleep with an escort—not just an escort, but a transgendered escort. No way in hell… Maybe? In her posting, she said she could hide her cock. She said her voice was convincing. And it was convincing—I didn’t believe that part until I heard her speak.

Because I ended up calling her. I was nervous as hell, not sure whether I would actually go through with it. And then I heard that voice, and asked what she was doing that night. That was just a few hours ago. It was one hour ago that I met with her.

My heart was slamming into my ribcage while I waited at her hotel room door. I heard her walking to the door, her heeled shoes clicking on the tiled entryway. When she opened the door and looked at me, she froze, her eyes wide. I just figured she’d been expecting some pig of a man. I could only imagine that most of her clients, and every escort’s clients, were slobs of humans, overweight, unfuckable, sweaty, and gross. I took good care of myself. I was at least twenty years older than her, but I wasn’t some senior citizen or anything like that.

“Can I come in?” I asked, and she moved aside, saying nothing.

She watched me closely, looking terribly nervous. I wondered if she was this nervous with all her clients. I would have been—sleeping with strangers isn’t exactly a relaxing hobby.

She came into the room slowly, her hands clasped at her waist. She had her head tilted slight away from me as she spoke. “So you want to get right to it?” she asked.

“Sure, I guess so,” I said. “I’ve never done this before. I don’t really know what the standard protocol is.” I laughed.

“I’m new to this myself,” she said. She kept her voice down, as if she didn’t want the neighbours to hear. I didn’t blame her. I stood up, walked up to her, put my hands on her hips, and kissed her. I felt horribly uncomfortable about the whole thing: kissing a stranger, kissing an escort, kissing a biological man—but I figured I was there, I’d paid, and there was no sense in chickening out now. There was no sense in letting the scenario become more awkward. I figured I could regret it later if I was going to regret it, and that I wouldn’t let that regret ruin the moment.

And damn, do I regret it now.

We kissed for a while. She was a good kisser. Her skin was so soft, just like a real woman’s, and her lips were so full and plump. I got my hands up her shirt and cupped her breasts. They were firm, as implants are, but I squeezed away regardless. And then I slipped that shirt off and started to suck her nipples. She looked down at me and said, “That feels good.” I looked back up at her and smiled.

And that’s when I was hit by that sense of familiarity, as if I knew her from somewhere. I convinced myself it was just from looking at those pictures over the past week, but that vague familiarity lingered and burned. Did I know this person?

I looked down and noticed she was erect, her big cock pushing her skirt out. “I’m sorry, do you want me to hide it?” she asked.

I hesitated. The sight of it definitely took me out of the moment, a reminder that I was with a man. But isn’t that what I wanted? If I wanted to fuck a real, normal woman, I could have picked from a thousand different escort listings. “Maybe,” I said. She reached down and tucked her cock into her panties.

“We should get moving,” she said softly. She went to the bed, bent over, flipped up her skirt, and spread her butt cheeks. Her panties had a convenient hole for her asshole, as if they’d been designed for anal sex. They conveniently kept her cock out of my sight.

I was slow to mount her, that nauseous anxiety hitting me hard. And then I remembered that I didn’t want regret to ruin the moment. I took out my cock, put on a condom, and pressed it to her bum hole. “Ready?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said in that soft voice that was so much softer than it was on the phone.

I pushed it into her. She let out a sharp yelp, her fingers clutching the bed sheets. And then I started to pump her ass. From behind, it just looked like I was fucking a girl in the tush. But I knew there was a hidden surprised between her legs. I always knew it was there. And I had the strangest urge to reach down and fish it out from her lingerie, to play with it, to stroke it, to make it hard and make it come. But I resisted that urge as soon as that familiarity hit me again, but this time it wasn’t so vague.

The beautiful blonde escort was my neighbour. Not just my neighbour—but she was my neighbour’s teenaged son. My heart stopped when the realization hit. I felt cold all over. And I tried to rack my brain to figure out how old he—I mean she—was. And thankfully, I remembered her eighteenth birthday, just a few weeks before. Her parents bought her a crappy little car as a gift—I mean they bought him a crappy little car. Damnit, I don’t know what I mean anymore. I bet they had no idea their son was getting dolled up and fucking strangers at a nearby hotel…

I had to close my eyes and push reality away to make myself come. I came as quickly as I could. It felt fucking fantastic, her tight asshole puckering on my dick while she moaned and clutched those bed sheets. But the guilt and anxiety quickly made that euphoria vanish. And I got out of there as soon as humanly possible. As soon as I got home, I closed my blinds, turned off my lights, and I sat in my dark living room, heart pounding. I haven’t moved since.

And I have no idea what the fuck I’m going to do.


CHAPTER II

You’re probably thinking I’m some weird pervert, but I swear I’m not. At least I don’t think I am—maybe I’m wrong. I certainly didn’t used to be. She was the first escort I’d ever slept with, the first escort I’d ever even considered sleeping with. And I’m not sure I even slept with her to satisfy some perverse desire. I think I just did it to see if I could, to see if I had it in me to do something unpredictable, to surprise myself. I don’t know if that makes any sense. It probably doesn’t, but it rings true in my mind.

It started out as a simple question: could I really do it? There was nothing physical stopping me, especially after I saw her rates. I didn’t know escorts were so cheap (I really had never considered sleeping with one before). I looked at other ads, and the others were even cheaper. Had I known they were so cheap, who knows—maybe she wouldn’t have been my first…

What am I saying? Maybe I really am a pervert. I must be.

But it was that simple question that lingered in my mind. Like in Dostoyevsky’s Crime and Punishment, when Raskolnikov begins to wonder if he really is capable of committing murder. He only does it to satisfy that curiosity. Because if he didn’t do it, that curiosity would linger and burn for the rest of his life. Because by not doing it, he would never really know if he could or not. The only concrete answer is in action. So I guess I’m a lot like Raskolnikov. Doesn’t he also hook up with a prostitute in that book? I read it in college, I can’t remember…

At least I was fairly certain I couldn’t murder anyone, and I wasn’t feeling too curious on that front. Now I know I can sleep with an escort. I know I can sleep with a transgender escort. And maybe I wouldn’t be regretting it had that escort not been my neighbour’s eighteen-year-old son.

I get into bed and I try to sleep, but sleep isn’t interested in me the way I’m interested in her. She’s only interested in taunting me, making my eyes heavy and my body drained of energy. But she doesn’t take me away the way I want her to. I can’t blame her though. I can only blame myself, for not looking at those pictures closer. I spent a whole week staring at them—how did I not notice? Now, I could see him in that face. The eyes were unmistakable. But in my defence, who considers the possibility that the hot naked model is actually their neighbour’s teenaged son? Maybe I should have considered it once I saw that she was in my area, working at a hotel just down the street. I should have at least considered the possibility that it was someone I knew.

As I lay in bed, I consider another possibility: that I’m mistaken. I just slept with a transgender escort for the first time—I’m under a lot of stress. Maybe I’m just being crazy, making connections where there aren’t any. Maybe she just looks a lot like my neighbour’s son. Maybe she’s the cousin or something, I don’t know. Though I’m not sure that makes things much better. At least if that’s true, I can open my blinds again, and I won’t have to run from my front door to my car any time I need to go anywhere, hiding my face from that house.

There’s only one way to know for sure, if that transgender honey is actually my still-in-high-school neighbour: by watching him. My home office window looks right into his bedroom window. If I walk by him on the street and he acts strangely, maybe that would be enough to convince me.

As this thought occurs to me, I hear the spinning of bicycle tires. I look at the clock. It’s almost 4 AM. I peek out the window and there he is, parking his bike against the side of his house, wearing a backpack. Is that lingerie in that backpack?

And what about those tits? They were real—at least, they were real implants. They weren’t just a stuffed bra. I squeezed them. I could see the plump cleavage, unless it was just extraordinarily, Hollywood-level impressive makeup—but that was unlikely. Now, he is wearing a baggy sweater. Come to think of it, he’s always wearing baggy sweaters, the way a pregnant girl might in an attempt to hide her baby bump. But he’s hiding two bumps, not just one—maybe, I should say. He’s maybe hiding two bumps.

I make sure to stand very still while I watch him. He doesn’t use the door. He climbs through his open bedroom window with precision, as if he’s done it hundreds of times before. His light turns on, and then he goes to close his blinds. But he leaves them open just a sliver—a sliver that is useless from my vantage point, but I instantly remember the binoculars I got for free when I signed up for that bird watching magazine trial. I run to get them, and I return to my office. After a bit of adjusting, I can see through that slit, but I can’t see much—just the occasional cross.

He’s changing. At one point he moves by the window topless, but it’s too fast to make anything out.

And then I think—why close the blinds? It’s 4 AM and every window in the neighbourhood is dark. The only window that looks into his bedroom is my office window. So is he that concerned that I might be in my office at 4 AM? He would be if he’d been out sleeping with strangers for money, myself included.

I keep watching, hoping for the slightest sign that he was (or hopefully wasn’t) the escort I’d just fucked in the ass. I didn’t get the proof I was looking for—after another quick cross, the lights go out.


CHAPTER III

Like Dostoyevsky’s Raskolnikov, I get another pounding curiosity the next morning, after watching my neighbours take off for work, their son getting on his bicycle and taking off for school. I know for a fact no one is home, I know they have no guard dog, I know that their son’s bedroom window is unlocked (it’s been left open a crack). And if he didn’t set any alarm off the night before, I can safely assume they don’t have an alarm system, at least none hooked up to that bedroom window. So I figure I’ll break in.

It’s not like I plan on stealing anything or breaking anything. I just want some answers for the sake of my sanity. Not only will it not cause anyone any harm, it will cause me a great deal of good, so morally speaking, it’s the right thing to do.

So I casually step outside, look around to make sure no one is watching. In case anyone is watching from behind closed windows, I decide to pretend to pluck some weeds from my yard. I get close to that bedroom window. With a quick move, I reach up and open it. Then I go back to plucking weeds. And once I’m close again, and sure no one is around, I quickly vault through the open window, into the boy’s bedroom.

My heart is pounding. It’s the second crime I’ve ever committed in my life—my first crime the night before, when I slept with an escort. I suppose my life is spiralling out of control by that measurement, but I feel strangely okay with it all. It takes me a minute before I remember what I’m doing in that room, before I get over the fact I just broke into a teenager’s bedroom as a grown man.

I start searching. The proof must be somewhere. I check drawers. I figure there must be some hormone pills, but I find nothing. They must be somewhere. The escort I slept with wasn’t just a man in drag. There was more going on with that trans beauty—the voice, the soft skin, the facial features. Boys don’t work like that without some chemical assistance. But I find no hormone pills, no pills at all.

I check the closet for outfits, and again, my search turns up nothing. I check under the bed, under the mattress, my heart pounding harder and harder with each passed minute. Nothing, nothing, nothing. The room belongs to a teenaged boy and that’s it. I’m not sure whether to feel relieved or if I should be feeling worse about my situation. Finding evidence would have at least made the situation decisive. Finding nothing leaves me with doubt—maybe the boy keeps his secret stashed away better than I’m giving him credit.

So I keep on looking. I pull books out from his bookshelf—maybe there is some hidden compartment. Nope. I pull clothes out from his closet. No hidden compartments filled with sexy lingerie. I look under his rug—maybe there’s a cellar door. Nothing. I’ve made the room into a mess, but I have all day to clean it up. His parents don’t usually get home until five or six, and his school isn’t out until three. It’s 9 AM now.

So I keep searching. I turn that room upside-down. And then, just as I begin to give up hope, I notice the orange gleam of a pill bottle in the corner of my vision. One of the books I pulled out from the bookshelf is open, hollowed out. And there is a little pill bottle inside of it. I look at the label. It’s a hormone blocker. Now there is very little doubt that I pumped the asshole of my neighbour’s son. I feel a combination of vindication and nausea. I really fucked up.

And then I notice the backpack in the far back of the closet. I don’t know how I didn’t notice it sooner. I go to it, open it up. It’s filled with textbooks, but I take those out, and there is his skimpy outfit: teddies, fishnets, a little makeup kit, a pair of heels, and a long, blonde wig.

There is now zero doubt. It’s official: I slept with my neighbour’s son. My neighbour’s son is a transgender escort.

I hear the front door open and close. And I hear footsteps enter into the house. My heart stops, along with every muscle in my body. I’m rendered frozen. Someone is home—but why? Did they forget something? Their wallet? What if it’s the son, home because he forgot a textbook?

I look to the window. I can make my escape in just a few seconds, but the room will stay a mess. And will they just assume it was a random break-in? Or will he know it was me, trying to find that proof? I don’t have time to think it through. I make my escape, crawling through the window. I’m in such a hurry that I bash my knee on his windowsill. It hurts like a bitch, but I have no time to bitch and moan about it. I escape onto the grass and I sprint over to my yard. I get into my house and I jump back into my bed. I don’t know why I jump into bed—maybe it’s some childhood instinct, like when you don’t want your parents to know that you’re actually awake.

It takes a good five minutes before I’m able to pull myself up to peek out from my office window. I make sure to keep the lights off as I look through the slit between my blinds. And in the boy’s bedroom is his father, looking around, calling out for his son. There is panic on his face. He yells louder and louder, and it’s the fifth or sixth call when I can hear him through the double-paned window. He pulls out his phone and makes a phone call—probably the police.

I’m right. Ten minutes later, the police are at his door. He lets them inside. I watch from my office as they enter into the boy’s bedroom. They all look around, the father included. I’m pretty sure I can read the officer’s lips when he says, “Did they steal anything?”

And I can read the father’s when he says, “I don’t know.” The father looks around, pawing through the piles of clothes I left behind, through the books. He makes note of the laptop that’s still on the desk, and the iPad that’s one the bedside table. And then he finds that bag. I left the lingerie and the wig on top of that bag. My heart stutters. I’m pretty sure I can read his lips when he says, “What the fuck is this?”

I use my binoculars to get a better look. I feel a strong sense of relief when I see the closed book—the hollowed-out book that held the boy’s hormone-blockers. No one investigates that book, so at least there’s that. The father would just think his son is a cross-dresser. He doesn’t find out that his son has been taking pills and transitioning.

The police stay to take reports. The dad makes a call, and twenty minutes later, his son is home early from school. The police take reports, the boy’s face is white. And then, once the cops are gone, the father digs into his son. I can hear the yelling. “What the fuck is this, Richard?” he yells, holding up the lacy teddy and the wig from the backpack.

I can’t hear the boy’s response, but the father’s face turns dark red. “A school play? What kind of school play? You’re telling me if I call your school, they’ll tell me there’s a play where you wear fucking lingerie?” The boy stands stiff, his eyes wide, skin paler than his white bed sheets. “If you think I’m going to pay for your college now, you’re mistaken!”

I slip away from the window. I’ve made a huge mistake—another huge mistake. Did I just ruin that kid’s life? Or did he ruin his own life? He is the one sneaking out to sleep with strangers for money. He’s the one hiding a secret life from his parents. Sure, I made his situation much worse, but… but… surely I can’t be the one to blame, right?


CHAPTER IV

Richard is grounded. His dad throws out his little outfit and his wig and his makeup kit. As far as I can tell, his dad never finds the pills, and he’s oblivious to the whole escort thing.

And as for the break-in, Richard’s father has two motion-sensitive floodlights installed—one on the back and one on the front of the house. He also has a locksmith come and put new locks on the doors and windows. I suspect the floodlights aren’t really for the potential burglars though; my guess is that they’re for Richard, to deter him from going out in the night. One could only assume, after finding that little outfit, that he was using it for something…

So Richard can’t leave the house without setting off the very bright lights. Will that stop him? I don’t know. He’s a crafty kid, he’ll probably find a way. He could get out onto that laneway without setting off the lights. Maybe he would climb over my house. He could get to my office window without setting the lights off—maybe he would sneak through my house.

My heart flutters at the thought. I don’t know why, but the thought leaves a cold tingling in my nerves.

I watch that night to see if he tried to leave. I check every twenty minutes or so, but there’s no sign that he’s gone. His bike is still there and his window is still closed. His blinds are closed, too, so I can’t be certain that he’s in his room.

It’s the same story the next few nights. I watch periodically, to see if he sneaks out. If he is sneaking out, he’s doing an awfully great job of being stealthy. I don’t notice a thing.

And I can’t help but think that it’s a shame. I find myself looking at those photos of him all dolled up—the ones that lead me down this path, that started this whole ordeal. He looks good all dressed up and pretty. Looking at those pictures again helps to lift some of the guilt and regret from my shoulders—helps me to remember that I’m not going insane. She really was a babe.

Looking at those pictures again reignites that feeling that I had when I first found those photos, when I first found out that she was available to fuck in my area—that buzzing, warm excitement. I remember that heart-pounding exhilaration I felt when I called and asked if she had any availability, and that swirling adrenaline I felt the entire time leading up to my date.

Now, the only regret I have is being responsible for putting an end to her escort career. Because now I can’t fuck her again. Now she is out of commission to everyone.

Or is she?

I find myself punching her number into my phone, hovering my thumb over that big, green ‘dial’ button. I press it, my heart skipping a beat. It rings a few times, and then she answers, in her girl voice, whispering. “Hello?” she says.

“Hey, I was wondering if you had any availability in the next few days,” I say.

There is a long pause. “I, um, am taking a break for a while. I would really love to, though. I’ve been so horny, I can’t even handle it.”

I take a deep breath. That voice brings me back to that hotel room, her bent over, my cock slipping into that beautiful butt while she moans and clutches the bed sheets. “Why can’t you meet up?” I ask.

“It’s a long story,” she says. “If I could, I would. Believe me.”

“Do you know who this is?” I ask. Now my heart is really pounding, up in my throat, nausea swirling in my gut.

“Who?”

“We met up a few nights ago. I, um, think you recognized me.”

There is a long pause, one that makes my nausea so much worse. “Yeah, I know who this is,” she says. “That was a fun night. It felt really good with you. But something… happened. And I can’t really leave the house now. It’s a long story.” She doesn’t know that I know the story too well.

“Can you come over here?” I ask. My hands are trembling. Am I really doing this? Am I really having this conversation?

“Not exactly. I don’t really have all of my… stuff. It wouldn’t be right. I have to go, I think my dad is coming.” She hangs up the phone.

I watch from my office as her bedroom lights up, her dad checking in on her.

I find myself at the mall the next morning, shortly after it opens. I feel nervous as I walk into the lingerie store. The cute little store clerk looks at me and asks if I’m shopping for my girlfriend. I smile and say yes, but I feel like she can see right through my lie. But how can she? How can she possibly assume I’m here to buy a new outfit for my eighteen-year-old neighbour, so he can get dressed up like a little slut for me.

I try to find something I think he will like—she will like. I shake my head every time ‘he’ makes an appearance. She’s a girl. She looks like a girl, sounds like a girl, and feels like a girl. So she’s a girl. I find a white lace teddy that looks like it’s maybe for brides, but it’s sexy. I take that. I find a pair of fishnet stockings, a garter belt, a two-piece black lace set, and a few more things. The bill comes out to two-hundred dollars, more than I’ve ever spent on myself at a store, but I don’t hesitate. I buy the slutty haul and get out of there quickly.

Surprisingly, buying the makeup is far more awkward. No one believes you when you say you’re buying makeup for your girlfriend. No man buys makeup for their girlfriend. So I just fill a basket with a bunch of items that are easy to grab, and I hope for the best. In the haul is a basic makeup kit, so I figure she’ll be able to make it work.

I stop at another store to buy a pair of heels. Now, the anxiety has gone away. I’ve gotten a few strange looks, but none of these people know me, and they will all forget my face within the hour. So it makes no difference. So when I make my last stop at the wig store on my way home, I have no problem asking to see a variety of options. I find one that looks just like the one she had, long and straight and blonde. It’s expensive—made from real hair—but I don’t mind. I feel like it’s the least I can do, seeing as I got her into the mess she’s in.

When I get home, I pack everything into an old FedEx box and I put that box on my doorstep. I give her a call and I leave a message. “There’s a box on my doorstep. It’s for you. Come get it when your dad isn’t around.”

I peek out at that box every hour or so. When I peek out around 9 PM, as the sun is beginning to set, the box is gone. I can only hope she grabbed it and not some mail thief.

I get a text message around midnight. “Are you awake? The stuff you bought is all great. Can’t wait to show you.” My heart throbs aggressively and I smile stupidly.

“When can I see?” I message back. My hands are already trembling. There’s already a lump in my throat.

“Tonight, around three. I know it’s late, but my dad stops checking in around two, and he doesn’t check in again until six. We will have to be quiet though.”

I’m so nervous that I’m shaking all over. It cost me about five-hundred bucks, but I’ve got another date, and I can’t wait. Except now I have a lot more to consider. Not only am I about to sleep with an escort, not only am I about to sleep with a transgender, not only am I about to sleep with my neighbour’s son—now I’m going to be doing it all just feet away from her father, who will kill us both if we’re caught. And if he doesn’t kill me, I’m still stuck living next to him. I can think of dozens of bad-ending scenarios. And only one happy ending. But that happy ending is so damn appealing, I can’t help myself—and I can’t wait.

As soon as the clock reads 3 AM, I slip out from my office window. I would use one of the doors, but I don’t want to set off the floodlights.


CHAPTER V

She opens the window for me and gives me a hand into her bedroom. Her cheeks are red and she says nothing. But she makes a big smile and she’s as cute as hell. I say nothing either, not sure how thin the walls are, not sure how quiet we need to be.

She looks around. The silence is awkward. “What do you think?” she whispers very quietly, motioning at her body. The white teddy fits perfectly, though a bit tight on her breasts, which are squished and billowing out the sides of the outfit—but that only makes it hotter. I think she knows it, too. Her makeup looks great, though it’s dark in the room. We keep the light off to avoid potential suspicion.

“You look great,” I whisper into her ear. She has to strain to hear me, I’m speaking so quietly, but I’m not about to risk anything.

“We should probably be quick,” she says. “My dad checked in about forty minutes ago. I think he’s asleep, but let’s not take any chances.”

I reach into my pocket and fish out the money. I hand it out to her and she just looks at it. “What’s that?” she asks.

“The money.”

“For what?”

“For this,” I say. It’s just her rate plus an extra fifty as a tip.

Her face flushes and she looks away. “This isn’t that,” she says.

“Oh,” I say. “I’m sorry.” I’m not sure whether I’ve offended her or not. I didn’t realize we were fucking recreationally. I didn’t realize I was anything more than a client to her. “Maybe just take it anyway and buy some new outfits or something,” I say.

She smiles and looks at the money again. “I’ll buy things you’ll like. Promise.”

“Deal,” I say. And then we kiss. I forgot how soft her lips were, how soft her skin was. I run my hands up and down her sides, and I cup her breasts. Her breasts feel different—much less stiff, more like the real thing.

“They’re starting to relax,” she says. “They’re not nearly as sore anymore.”

“They feel good,” I say. I give them a firm squeeze, making her moan ever-so-slightly. She likes it. And she loves it when I start to play with her nipples.

“You’re making me hard,” she says.

“Good.”

She’s not kidding. Her bulge is growing, pushing out the tiny strip of fabric. That little strip isn’t nearly enough to hide her shaft, like her old lingerie could. Though this time, I don’t mind. In fact, I’m strangely mesmerized by it. I want to touch it. I want to reach down and hold it. And she can tell. She takes my hand and brings it down, over that bulge. “Rub it,” she says softly, so I start to rub it, my cheeks turning dark red. I feel like I’m indulging in something I shouldn’t be indulging in, like I’m crossing a line that should never be crossed. But I can’t stop myself. I keep rubbing her big, hard cock. “Fuck, I’ve been so horny,” she says.

“Me too.”

“Are you feeling adventurous?” she asks.

“Maybe. Why?”

She puts her hands on my shoulders and pushes me down to my knees. “Suck it a bit,” she says, her cheeks rosy as she bites her bottom lip. I look at that bulge. It’s huge. I hardly touch her little lingerie strip and the cock springs out. It slaps her abdomen, it’s so hard. I can see it throbbing, even in that dark room. I’m nervous to touch it skin-on-skin. I’m terrified. Now I’m really about to cross a line that shouldn’t be crossed. But I do it anyway, and fuck does it feel good. It’s so warm, and it fits in my fist so perfectly. I love the way it feels as I pull back her foreskin. I lean forward and I lick the tip of her cock.

Her fingers slip into my hair. She pulls my head into her crotch, and I give in completely. I start to lick her whole shaft. I rub my rose into her trimmed pubes. And it isn’t long before her whole cock is in my mouth and I’m sucking like a desperate whore. I’ve got my hands on her plump butt. I squeeze. What a great fucking ass.

She starts to thrust gently into my throat. I don’t mind. Her gentle moaning is enough for me. I slip one of my fingers under her thong and I penetrate her asshole with my fingertip. She lets me. She seems to like it. I sink it deeper and deeper until I’m up to my knuckle. And with my free hand, I fondle her ball sack. Now she’s really moaning. She puts one hand to her mouth to muffle herself, to ensure her father stays asleep.

She eventually pushes my head back before she screams. “How adventurous are you feeling?” she asks.

“I don’t know. Why?” I ask. My heart is a pounding mess. I’m shaking all over.

“Bend over the bed,” she says, and I do as she says.

She gets up behind me, presses her warm, wet rod between my butt cheeks. “If you feel like you’re going to make any noise, just bite the pillow,” she says. I realize in that moment that she’s going to fuck me in the ass. I don’t know what I thought was going to happen—maybe she was going to eat out my asshole or something. I am terrified, frozen, but slightly excited. I am feeling adventurous—at least adventurous enough to let her carry on.

I feel that big throbbing tip against my anus. I feel her pushing. She readjusts a few times to find the right angle, and she keeps trying. She’s got a big dick. I wonder if it’s even going to work. And if it does, will it hurt?

As the thought crosses my mind, she breaches her first barrier. The tip of her dick slides into my butt. And she pauses and I clench the sheets hard. I want to scream, but I take her advice and bite the pillow. I can feel my asshole stretching. But still, I do nothing to stop her. I want to play it through, see where it goes, see how it feels. She sinks deeper and deeper and deeper. I bite the pillow harder. And then I feel her pelvis against my butt. She’s all inside of me—eight inches of hard cock, deep in my asshole. I’m impressed with myself.

She starts to plunge my asshole, her hands clutching my hips. It hurts at first, but each plunge is easier to take than the one before it. She lets out a long, euphoric sigh. “I won’t last long,” she says with a slight giggle.

I try to reply, but I feel like the cock is sliding up my throat, preventing me from saying anything at all. I clutch a new handful of the sheets. I feel like I need to hold something. Her dick is pressing something in my ass that just feels too good. Each penetration sends a jolt through my body, a buzzing in my cock. It feels so good. I want to scream, so I keep biting that pillow. The pain is all gone now, replaced by something else. I can’t tell what that something is, but it’s building fast.

“Shit, I’m going to come,” she says.

And I have the strangest hot sensation in my dick, like I’m about to piss everywhere. I obviously don’t want to piss everywhere, so I clench as tight as I can, but that just makes the sensation more powerful. Finally, I can’t hold back anymore. “Fuck!” I yell into the pillow. It is the most intense euphoria I’ve ever felt. I look down and see my big erection spewing come all over her bed sheets. And then I feel her climax, blasts of warm cum deep inside of my body. I tremble all over, melting into the bed. My own cock won’t stop coming. Where is all the cum coming from? How long will this orgasm last?

It all ends as she stumbles back, her cock sliding out of me, leaving me feeling empty. I feel her creampie flowing down to my anus. I try to clench to hold it back, but it all falls out of my gaping asshole. I can’t move. The lingering euphoria won’t allow me to move. She giggles at the sight of me, climbs up on the bed, and starts kissing the side of my face. “You’re so cute,” she says. I muster up the strength to turn my head and give her a kiss on those sweet, plump lips. “Tomorrow night, same time?” she asks, running her fingers through my hair.

“It’s a date,” I say.


CHAPTER VI

I nervously pace the house until 3 AM rolls around, and then I’m out that window, sneaking across the grass, nerves pounding, heart racing. She’s there to open the window for me, that adorable smile on her face, those shining eyes staring into mine. I can’t wait. I’m only sad because I know it will be short-lived, that I will have to wait another twenty-four hours to see her again once we finish up. I want to make it last as long as possible, but it’s too risky with her father’s periodic checks.

We fuck again, taking turns on top. By the end of our romp, we’re both walking funny, bums sore from rough poundings. It’s a small price to pay for the incredible euphoria and those few minutes spent together.

Once I’m dressed and as I’m making my way to the window, she stops me. “I need to tell you something,” she says, but she has a hard time saying it. She looks at the floor, unable to look me in the eye for longer than a second at a time. “I’m going away for a while. I don’t know when I’ll be back.” Her father is sending her away to a special Christian camp. He thinks she’s mentally ill and only God can help her.

I don’t know what to say. My heart throbs and hurts but I know there’s nothing that I can do. I simply say, “I’m sorry,” and I give her a kiss on the forehead. “Don’t let them change you.”

“I’ll try,” she says.

When I get back home, I go straight to my computer and I look up the camp her father is sending her to. It’s two states over, far from any major city. The program is designed to set gay youth and young adults straight, in the literal sense. I don’t feel particularly nauseous about the camp until I find the testimonials page, and read about all the former gay men who have sworn off those feelings. There are even a couple of testimonials from former trans women, now straight men. The camp supposedly has the highest success rate of similar programs, though I don’t know how they can determine such a thing. Maybe people are just lying about their feelings so they can go home. That’s what I would do.

Hopefully that’s what my little lover next door does.

Or maybe this is for the best. Maybe this is what we both need—to have the reality slammed back into us. I currently have a sexual relationship with my neighbour’s son, who dresses up like a little slut at night. How absurd is that? I’m an aging man. I should be valuing my time, using it to find a nice girl to settle down with, to have kids with, who I can bring home to meet my family. I shouldn’t be fooling around with a teenaged boy in lingerie.

I didn’t realize how soon she was going. After I wake up to the sound of her father loading her things into his truck, I watch from my window. I want to go out and try to stop it, but I know there’s nothing I can do. So I just watch. And as she hops up into the passenger seat of the truck, she looks back at me and waves. It’s a quick wave, while her father is looking the other way. My heart is somewhere in my gut, throbbing in grief.

And she’s gone. The hum of the truck fades to nothing, and when it returns the next morning, she’s not in that passenger seat. I watch from my office as her father goes into her bedroom and starts to pull everything out: the whole closet, everything in every drawer, everything from under the bed. He strips the bed, checks under the rug, like she’s an addict, and he’s trying to find her stash. All I can do is watch. And I watch him find the expensive wardrobe I bought her, the little makeup kit, the new wig.

And I watch him shake his head and throw all of it to the ground with a red face. I’m just glad she’s hours away, so he can’t hurt her. I’m not too broken up over the loss of the lingerie and the wig and the makeup. That can be replaced. In fact, it’s salvageable. I watch him throw it out, and then I retrieve it from the garbage after he leaves for work. I give it a good wash and then I stash it away for her return.

Every morning I look from my office into her barren bedroom. Every morning I expect to see her there, but weeks go by and that room remains empty. I look online to see how long the program generally lasts at that camp, but it doesn’t say. One of the testimonials says that they were there for three months, and that it was worth it in the end.

Finally, after three weeks of silence, I decide to close my office blinds, and leave them closed. I won’t open them again until I’ve fixed myself. I’m the one that needs to go to some rehab camp. I’m the one who’s sick. Closing those blinds is like pouring the booze down the drain. And the next part of my rehabilitation is finding a woman. I have a theory: that all I need is a real woman to set me straight. To feel a real woman, to squeeze her breasts, to feel her tight, warm pussy around my cock—then I’ll realize how absurd all of this neighbour’s son business has been.

I create a profile on one of those popular dating websites—one of the free ones where people are more interested in fucking than real relationships. Either way, I think it will help. I spend the night going through profiles that have been matched to me. I message about a dozen girls who seem interesting enough, and I wake up the next morning to a couple of replies. One of them wants to meet up that night for drinks. I tell her to meet me at a nearby bar at eight, and then I spend the afternoon preparing.

I want to be nervous, but I’m not nervous. That heart-pounding excitement that I always had before seeing my little neighbour isn’t there. I try to muster it up by imagining all the ways the night could go south: I say something awkward or inappropriate, she thinks I look nothing like my picture, I give a lousy kiss, or worse, a lousy fuck… But I could care less. So what if she rejects me, slaps me, pities me, or whatever else. I feel nothing for the woman.

Nevertheless, I meet up with her. She’s a pretty girl, brunette, thin, big lips, dark eyebrows. She looked younger in her profile pictures. She’s probably a year or two older than me, judging by the crow’s feet around her eyes. She hugs me upon introduction, which I find strange, seeing as we’ve never met or talked and we know absolutely nothing about one another. I feel her breasts pressing against my chest when we hug. They’re soft and big and real, but unfortunately they don’t rouse any excitement out of me. As we walk over to our table, I see her tits bouncing. She’s not wearing a bra, and why would she? Her breasts are perfect—may as well show them off.

But I can’t help but think of the firm beauties of my little neighbour girl. I push that thought away. I’ll get thoughts like those during my recovery—they should be expected.

Throughout the night, my date drones on about her work, how she’s spent the last fifteen years working her way up through a company because she wanted to prove that women can compete in the workplace. Now, she’s realized that she only has a few years left before having a baby will be too difficult, so she wants to settle down and start a family. She asks me how serious I am about having kids. She shows me pictures of her friends’ kids. They’re all pre-teens. She tells me about how much she laughed at her friends when they got pregnant in their twenties, and now she envies all of them—she doesn’t say that last part, but it’s all over her face.

She clearly doesn’t drink much. After just two drinks, she’s beginning to sway in her seat. Her hands begin to sleuth around; one ends up on my thigh, and it’s not even a minute before it’s on my crotch. She bites her bottom lip while she massages my package. It feels awkward even though it’s exactly what I was looking for. “Want to go back to my place?” she asks.

I pay the bill and we grab a cab back to her place. Once we’re in her apartment, we’re making out. She has her tongue in my mouth, her hands all over my body. I squeeze her tits for a while. They’re great, but still, I can’t stop thinking about my pretty little neighbour’s rack. I can’t stop thinking about my pretty little neighbour’s soft lips, her glowing eyes, everything about her. My internet date just seems like she’s trying too hard, like she thinks she’s being sexy, but she’s really just being pathetic, the way she keeps reaching down and massaging my dick.

She drops to her knees and fishes my cock out fast, like she can’t wait any longer. She immediately begins to suck me off, slurping wildly, trying to deep throat but failing. She keeps looking up at me with those glaring eyes, but they’re more of a turn off than anything. I have to put my hand on the back of her head to tilt her head down, so she doesn’t see me closing my eyes, so I can think about my little neighbour whore.


CHAPTER VII

I don’t end up fucking the woman. Instead, I end up pushing her back and telling her I want to take it slow. She looks devastated for a moment, then she smiles and agrees, and then she cries. “I can’t take it slow,” she says. “I might not be able to have kids in two years.”

I try not to cringe as I do up my belt. She excuses herself for the bathroom, and I sneak out. I wait until I’m a good five blocks away before I call a cab. And I ignore my buzzing phone as she leaves message after message, begging me to come back, apologizing for coming on too strong, and finally scorning me for wasting her precious time while her biological clock is drying up.

It’s just one bad date, right? We just didn’t click. That didn’t mean that I would rather have a trans escort over a real, proper female. I spend the rest of that night messaging more potential dates online. Over the next week, I go out with five different girls, some nicer than the others, some prettier than the others. Some of the dates end with sex, some with a kiss, some end when the girl is in the bathroom and I sneak out of the restaurant because the date is going so miserably.

It’s Saturday afternoon and I’m standing in the mall waiting for my date to arrive. She has a strange work schedule and can’t meet during the evenings, so we’re going to see an afternoon movie. She’s running late. The movie has already started. I already bought the tickets. I end up giving them to a couple of kids who are standing and staring at the movie poster. They run into the theatre all excited. Another fifteen minutes pass and then she shows up. “Sorry I’m late,” she says. She tells me that she was stuck in traffic, but while I was waiting I checked her Twitter, and saw that she was on another date with another guy. Oh well, I couldn’t have cared any less.

She asks if I still want to see the movie and I tell her not really. We end up walking around the mall for a bit before she bails. She claims she forgot about another engagement, and she gives me an awkward hug. As she runs off, I realize I’m standing outside of the same lingerie store where I bought my neighbour that sexy little outfit. I look in the window at all of the little outfits, and I wish I could see her wearing all of them.

And then I find myself wandering through the mall, looking at clothes I think she would look great in. “Shopping for your wife?” one store clerk asks me as I’m looking at a cute little sun dress.

“Something like that,” I say.

I buy it all. I buy dresses, skirts, shoes, cute bras and panties, lingerie, skinny jeans, leggings, short-shorts, tank tops, racer backs—all of it. I spend over a thousand dollars on adorable outfits that I think would look so cute on her. I load all of the outfits up in my car and I go home to grab the wig and the makeup. My only other stop is at the gas station, and then I take off for that camp, a five hour drive across two state lines.

It’s so clear to me, so obvious. To resist it any longer would be asinine, simply lying to myself. I want to be with her. I want her to be happy. I don’t want them to change her. And I don’t care what anyone thinks, not her parents, not my own parents—no one.

I find the camp around sundown. I drive up to the gate and I press the button and wait a good ten minutes before anyone comes. “Can we help you?” asks a man in a plaid dress shirt and a priest’s collar.

“I’m here to pick up Richard,” I say. “Richard Brown.”

“And who are you?”

“I’m his uncle. There’s a bit of a family emergency.”

“Okay, come on in. Let’s get this sorted out so we can release Richard. You said you’re his uncle? What’s your name?”

“Timothy Brown,” I say, giving a the first fake name that comes to mind.

I’m brought to a little cabin where another man is working. They ask me about the family emergency, I tell them one of Richard’s grandparents has passed, they call one of the counsellors to bring Richard in. “We just have to call Richard’s father to confirm this,” says the priest. I watch him go to the phone. He pulls out an address book and starts to look for Richard’s father.

And then I see her coming down the pathway towards the cabin. She’s dressed like a boy, her hair cut short, but she’s still the young-woman-next-door to me. Those eyes are still the same, that face is still the same, and I can’t wait to see her all dolled up again. Her eyes widen at the sight of me. I wink at her and she smiles.

While the priest is on the phone, waiting for an answer, I go out to her. “Hey, I’ve missed you,” I say.

“I’ve missed you, too,” she says.

“Let’s get you the hell out of here. Anywhere you want to go in particular?”

“I don’t care. Anywhere but here.”

“We’ll have to run. Are you ready to run?” I ask.

“Let’s do it.” I take her hand and we bolt for the gate where my car is parked. It’s a minute before they notice us leaving. They start chasing, but it’s too late—we make it to the car long before they make it to the gate. I spin the car around and rip away, her hand in mine. She looks back at the stash of shopping bags. “What’s all that?” she asks.

“It’s our new life. I picked it all out myself,” I say.

She digs into one of the bags and pulls out that cute little sundress. “Oh my God, I love it,” she says in her girly voice—probably the first time she’s used that voice in over a month. She feels the fabric, her cheeks becoming rosy. She can’t help the big smile from her face. “I think it screams Florida. What do you think?”

“Florida sounds great to me.”

It’s a long drive, but the longer the better. With her, every second is perfect, whether it’s in a car, in her bedroom, or in a hotel room. We stop at a motel somewhere in Georgia. The first thing she does is slip into the bathroom to get herself dolled up. When she comes out, she’s more beautiful than ever before, and she looks happier than ever before. She does a little spin to show off her new dress. “What do you think?” she asks.

“I think I made the right decision,” I say.

She pounces on top of me, on the motel bed, and she looks down into my eyes. “I think you made the right choice, too,” she says. We kiss. My heart pounds. I can feel her heart pounding. I squeeze those perfect tits of her, and I reach back to feel that bum that I’d missed for so long. I feel her big cock growing against my sternum. I can’t wait to play with it. I can’t wait to feel it inside of me. I can’t wait to feel the inside of her.

And who cares what anyone else thinks?

THE END


STARLET

Maggie is at the peak of her Hollywood career, acting in the biggest blockbusters, dating the hottest celebrities, attending the biggest events. Her twin brother, Devon, is just where he was ten years ago: unnoticed, unpopular, and unemployed.

So when Devon gets the opportunity to house sit for his super-famous twin sister while she’s out of the country on a secretive film shoot, he can’t help but wonder what it would be like to be her for a day.


CHAPTER I

I was honestly surprised when my twin sister agreed to meet with me at all. I hadn’t seen her in almost five years, since I called her a bitch for not giving me a hand-out after I asked so nicely. I wasn’t in the best place back then—drinking heavily, still envious of her popularity in high school, of her mega success since… At least that’s what my therapist convinced me: that I drank because of her.

But I’d come a long way in five years. I think the lack of communication with her helped me realize that I should take responsibility for my own life, and not try to blame others or compare my life to others, even when the other in question is my wildly successful biological twin.

Though I still think she should have at least helped me out—maybe not given me the money, but she could have recognized that I was going through a tough time and offered to help somehow—maybe pay off some of my debt, find me a better apartment, anything really. Instead, she just rolled her eyes the second I asked for money, and then she told me she would consider it once I had my life sorted out. Back then I could only think, how the hell can I get my life sorted out with all of this debt?

Well, somehow I managed, though the debt was mostly still there, and I still had the occasional drink. But I was sure that I was in a better place, and I was sure that she was going to see it once we met up for the first time in five years. And I was sure she was going to give me some money—just ten or twenty thousand dollars. To her, it was pennies.

She was late for our rendezvous. Her security was there on time, standing at the restaurant entrance, ready to pat me down. She had a whole security team that followed her around the world, ever since that crazed fan ran at her with a knife. His plan was to kill her and then himself, so he could spend eternity with her in the afterlife. He got fifteen years in prison.

The pat down seemed unnecessary. I was her twin brother for crying out loud. I should have been the one patting down those security guys. They brought me over to a little table in the back corner of the restaurant. Her security sat at the two nearest tables, with their black suits and dark sunglasses and their earpieces. I rolled my eyes. I’m sure it’s pretty scary to have your life threatened, but it also must be pretty flattering. No one ever tried to kill me so they could spend eternity with me. She could have been a little bit grateful.

Anyway…

She showed up about a half an hour late, after I’d already had four waters and two trips to the bathroom. I had to fight back the urge to roll my eyes at the sight of her. She was all dolled up: her hair professionally curled and styled, her makeup professionally done with dark eyes, her dress sparkling as if she was on her way to the Academy Awards, and maybe she was. Even her red shoes sparkled, like she was wearing props from The Wizard of Oz. She put her purse down on the chair between us and she smiled.

The whole restaurant was looking at us now. I felt like a complete dweeb, like it was high-school all over again. I was wearing my baggy grey hoodie and an old pair of jeans. It was all I had that was clean. “Devon, it’s been so long,” she said.

“Maggie,” I said. “You look… Larger than life. Let’s go with that.”

She laughed. “Thanks. I’m going to a gala tonight, but I need to make a few appearances first. You know how it goes.” I didn’t ‘know how it goes’ but I smiled and nodded anyway. “I was so happy when I got your message. You know I’ve been thinking of you a lot lately,” she continued.

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?” I couldn’t help but notice all of the diamonds shining in my eyes—on her ears, around her wrists, around her neck. The only place there was no diamond was around her ring finger. She’d recently gone through her third divorce. There was still a tan line where the ring should have been.

“I don’t know, maybe it’s just because we’re twins. They say that twins can read each other’s minds, even across the whole world,” she said.

“Do they say that?”

She laughed. Everyone in the place was staring at us, even her security guards. Between that and the sparkling of her diamonds and her dress and her shoes, I was having a hard time remembering what I wanted to ask her. I’d planned out the whole conversation, gone over it fifty times in my head, but now I couldn’t remember anything.

Oh right, I needed some money. I was going to ask for a loan, which I fully intended on paying back, but I secretly hoped she would insist that I don’t bother. I’d read online that she’d made twenty million dollars on her last film, and another fifteen million for a commercial she did for Nike. The Nike Commercial was fifteen seconds long—apparently a two day shoot. Can you imagine? Seven and a half million dollars per day of shooting?

The least she could do is help out her twin brother.

“I was going to call you, and then you called me. How funny is that?” she said. “It’s like we thought of each other at the same time.”

“Well, I tried to call you three weeks ago, but you changed your number. So I had to look up your agency, I called them, was told to call back in three days, when I called back, I got put through to your agent. I left a message with your agent, but after a week, I suspected you weren’t given the message, so I went online and found your manager, got in contact with your manager, put in a message with him, and then a week later, you called me back.”

“I’ve had to increase my security, after the attack,” she said.

“Right.”

“I was inches from death, Devon. You have no idea how scary that is.”

“I’m sure it was pretty scary,” I said. The waiter came by with my fifth water. He asked if I wanted to order anything else, but I wasn’t sure whether I was getting the bill or not. I’d asked earlier how much a Coca Cola cost and was told nine dollars—no way in hell was I paying nine dollars for a Coca Cola. 

Maggie ordered herself a thirty-five dollar cocktail. I shuddered at the thought of getting the bill. “So you’re not drinking anymore?” she said to me once the waiter was fetching her drink. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said. I didn’t bother telling her that I was still drinking, just in better moderation.

“Well that’s great. Devon.” She smiled. “Have you found a new job yet?”

I’d found dozens of new jobs since I’d last spoken to her. Now, I was flipping burgers at a fast food joint. I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing fantastic.”

“Maybe you should cut your hair—it would probably look better for employers.”

I forced a smile, though I could feel my face turning red. My hair was getting long, but I couldn’t afford a haircut. Even a ten dollar cut at some lousy barber seemed like a waste of money when I could hardly afford rent.

Her drink came quickly. She had a few sips. She smiled at me, asked one of her security guys for the time, and then said, “Is that really the time? I have an appearance I need to get to. It was nice seeing you, Devon. I hope we can do it again some time—maybe in eight months, when I’m back from Brazil.”

“Wait—you’re leaving already?” I said.

“I wish I could stay longer.”

“Just wait—I need to ask you something.”

She paused, staring at me, waiting for me to get on with it. “Well?” she said.

“I was wondering if I could borrow some money—a loan—to pay off some of my debt. I hate to ask, but it would really help me out, help me get back on my feet.”

She continued to stare at me, that smile gone now. She shook her head in disappointment. “That’s what this is about? After five years, that’s all you wanted to talk to me about?”

“I know you’ve made over thirty-five million dollars already this year. The least you could do is help your twin brother out,” I said. “I owe the government a lot of money, Maggie. If I don’t pay up, they’re going to throw me in jail. I don’t want to go to jail. I promise I’ll pay it back eventually. Not that it would make a difference to you. You probably make fifty thousand bucks a day just in interest. Am I wrong?”

She shook her head again. “I’ll see you around, Devon,” she said, and then she was escorted away with her security posse. Once she was in her limo and gone, the whole restaurant turned to look at me, at the pathetic mess of a human, alone at that corner table, stuck with a thirty-five dollar bill for a single drink that was hardly touched. I didn’t have the thirty-five dollars to pay the bill. My credit cards were maxed out. I had a ten dollar bill in my wallet. How was I going to pay that bill? Was I going to have to run, like some lowlife criminal?

I noticed the purse on the chair next to me. I looked around to make sure no one was looking, and then I peeked inside. In her wallet was a giant wad of one-hundred dollar bills—at least a few thousand dollars. I left one of the bills on the table, and I left with the purse.

I wasn’t planning on stealing the money. Believe it or not, I planned on returning it, with all that money still inside. As much as I needed that money, and as much as she didn’t, I wasn’t about to stoop to that level.


CHAPTER II

I got a call from one of Maggie’s people the next day. “Do you have Maggie’s purse, by chance?” they asked.

“Why isn’t Maggie calling? Who is this?” I asked.

“I work for Maggie.”

“Well, yes, I have her purse. And she can come to my house to get it. She can come—not one of her people.” I looked over at the purse, which was sitting on my kitchen counter. Over the past twenty-four hours, I’d been tempted a few times to go into that purse and fish out some of that money. For dinner that night, I had a craving for Chinese food that I couldn’t afford. That money seemed far too convenient. She would never notice a single missing bill, and a single bill could have paid for a week’s worth of Chinese takeout. But I resisted the urge.

“I can have one of Maggie’s people come get the purse,” said the person.

“No, only Maggie. It’s her purse, she can come get it like a regular person.”

“You know she’s very busy.”

“I don’t care. No one is too busy to act like a regular human being.”

The person sighed and said, “I’ll talk to her about it and get back to you.” I waited for that call back, but it never came. Instead, a few hours later, my buzzer buzzed. “Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s Maggie. Let me up.” I buzzed her up.

She came into my apartment. For once, she was dressed like a regular person, in a hoodie and jeans, with her hair tied into a messy bun. She looked around my apartment and said, “This is where you live? It smells… weird. Why do you live here, of all places?”

I forced a smile. There’s something exceptionally infuriating about a person being so far removed from reality. She may as well have been asking, ‘Why are you poor? Why don’t you just go out and be successful?’ She was just lucky and she didn’t even realize it. She wasn’t even a very good actress—she was just cast in a series of successful movies. Had those movies flopped, or had she not gotten the roles at all, she would be in the same exact scenario I was in. She would know what it was like to live in a crappy apartment, above an aspiring DJ and below an aspiring tap dancer and next to an aspiring chef for an Indian prison. “Do you want your purse back or what?” I said.

“Sure. Thank you.”

I lead her into my kitchen and handed her the purse. She looked around the kitchen with that same apprehensive disgust. “I get it, my place sucks. It’s really not that bad when you get used to the sounds and the smells—and you get used to it quicker than you’d think. Really.”

“You know, if you want, you can stay at my place—just while I’m away for that shoot in Brazil. Maybe you can save some money or whatever.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Get out of this place for a bit. Maybe look for a better job. Oh, but please don’t tell anyone I’m going to Brazil. The director is very secretive and doesn’t like people knowing what he’s doing until his movies are out… You know how it is.”

I didn’t know how it was, but I forced another smile. I hated the pity, but how could I say no to the offer? I knew her house—I’d seen pictures of it online, on a ‘top ten celebrity houses’ list. She had two swimming pools, a home gym, a tennis court, a squash court, a basketball court, everything. It was like her own private resort, and it was going to be mine for eight months. I could tolerate a bit of pity under the circumstances.

“Just, no parties. Maybe no guests at all. It’s nothing personal, I just… I have a lot of expensive art, and I don’t know any of your friends, and—”

“—I get it, no friends. Just me. If you’re serious, I’d be happy to housesit for you while you’re gone. When do you leave?”

“In three hours,” she said. My heart throbbed. I was going to start my eight-month-long vacation in three hours? I had to fight to hide the smile from my face.

“Okay, sounds good. Thanks, sis.”

“No problem, bro.” She smiled. “I should be going. Take good care of that house for me. I’ll see you when I’m back.”

We hugged for the first time since I could remember—maybe since we were little kids. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all. Or maybe I just liked the idea of free stuff so much that I’d forgotten how cold she’d been towards me since becoming a big success.

Regardless, I couldn’t wait to get to her place. As I packed my bag, I was suddenly hyper-aware of all the noise in my building, all of the off-putting smells. How had I lived here for so long? How had these sounds and smells not driven me to the brink of insanity? Maybe they had—maybe I was insane. Maybe, subconsciously, they were part of the reason I drank.

I didn’t have money for a cab, so I had to take the bus to Maggie’s house. To be more specific, I had to take four busses, and even after four busses, I still had to walk forty-five minutes, because there weren’t any busses that travelled into the gated community that Maggie lived in. I had to wait at the gate for a good fifteen minutes while the gate attendant phoned Maggie’s people, to see whether I was being serious. He was speechless when he came back to open the gate, probably wondering how a shmuck like me knew Maggie Harper, one of the biggest actresses in Hollywood. I was surprised he didn’t just see the resemblance in my face, like everyone else. Sometimes people would tell me that I looked like a male version of Maggie Harper. I never told anyone that she was my twin sister, though.

I was all sweaty when I finally arrived at her place. I had all of the codes written on my wrist—the code for the front gate, the code for the front door, the code for the mailbox (she asked me to bring her mail in for her). The code for the front door had almost rubbed off completely with sweat, but I was able to make out most of it. It took me a few tries to get into the house, as I couldn’t tell if the last number was a five, a six, or an eight. It was an eight. The first thing I did once inside was write the numbers down on a notepad. And then, I looked around the place.

I couldn’t believe she lived there. I couldn’t believe anyone lived there. It was an incredible place. Every room was massive, with thirty foot ceilings. The fridge in the kitchen was nearly the size of my apartment’s whole kitchenette. I started giving myself a tour of the house when the intercom started to ring. In each room was a little screen with views of all the cameras. Now, they were all turned to the gate. There was a delivery man at the gate. I pressed the ‘SPEAK’ button. “Can I help you?” I asked.

“I have a delivery for Ms. Harper,” the delivery man said, so I buzzed him through and met him at the front door. He looked at me strangely, and then he looked past me into the house. He handed me a large basket, filled with specialty cheeses and sausages. There was a card attached to the basket. It was from a production company based out of Turkey.

I figured I may as well help myself to the sausages and cheeses, seeing as they wouldn’t last the eight months until Maggie was back. I wrote a note, reminding me to let Maggie know about the delivery, so she could send her thanks or whatever it was that she did.

An hour later, the intercom went off again. Another delivery: another gift basket. This one filled with chocolates and other treats, from a talent agent in Russia. Another hour later, there was another basket, this one from the UK. I was starting to think this was going to be an every day occurrence. In just a few hours, there were more treats than I could eat in three weeks on that counter. Maggie had no idea how lucky she was. She probably thought everyone got gift baskets on a daily basis, that no one had to pay for their own snacks.

The cupboards were loaded with food—and I wouldn’t be surprised if it was all from gift basket deliveries. I wouldn’t have to spend a dime on food for the eight months I was there. It was all too perfect. I should have showed my crappy apartment to Maggie years ago. I could have used this pity back when I was really struggling, when I was getting fired from my job and when I was getting thrown out of bars for being too drunk and too poor.

Oh well, all of that was behind me—at least for the next eight months. Now, I had an opportunity to relax and to enjoy myself. I got comfortable by the pool, soaked up some sun, and I called my landlord, told him he could rent out my apartment. I would find a new one in eight months—hopefully with more money and a better-paying job.

I didn’t own a bathing suit, so I sat by that pool in my boxer shorts. After a while, I started to wonder if there might be a pair of swimming trunks kicking around the house, maybe from one of Maggie’s ex-husbands. I went up to her room and riffled through the multiple closets. There were no swimming trunks. But I did find her bikinis. I held up a black pair of her bikini bottoms and wondered if it could pass as a speedo. At least it was waterproof, unlike my boxer shorts.

And I figured, what difference does it make? It’s not like anyone’s watching me anyway. The closest neighbour was one hundred yards away, and unless someone had some crazy zoom lens up in the hills, no one could see me.

So I went swimming in her bikini bottoms. They held my cock and balls in place surprisingly well. It was a little bit weird at first, with my butt cheeks out, but after a few minutes, I relaxed. I was on vacation, after all. I may as well act like it.

After my swim, I lay on my stomach on one of the pool chairs, to even out the tan I’d been accumulating throughout the day. That may have been the first time my bare ass ever felt direct sunlight. It felt nice.

And her guest bed felt even better that night—memory foam mattress, bamboo sheets… It was probably worth more than everything I owned combined. Can you imagine? Owning a guest bed worth more than someone’s entire net worth? And she had twelve guest rooms, all with the same bed.

I’d never been so happy falling asleep in my life.

And I’d never been so embarrassed waking up. There was a message on my phone, from Maggie. It read: “Hahahahahaha, looking good!” and there was a link to a tabloid article with my picture: my backside as I stood by the pool in her bikini bottoms. “Maggie Harper swims topless!” was the headline.

“There are swim shorts in the guest room closets,” she said in her next message, and she was right. Each closet had a few bikinis and a few pairs of swim shorts, as well as housecoats, ironing tables, irons, and pyjamas.

I wasn’t sure whether I should be more embarrassed about the fact my twin sister saw a picture of me in her bikini bottoms, or about the fact a major tabloid mistook me for my sister.


CHAPTER III

I got over the embarrassment fairly quickly. I’d made more embarrassing mistakes in my past, like when I ended up on the front page of the newspaper after getting naked and running through a veteran’s museum. I was drunk. It wasn’t one of my proudest moments, to say the least.

So when I went for a swim that morning, after collecting a basket delivery, I made sure I was wearing the proper swim shorts. And I made sure not to walk over to the glass barrier that separated Maggie’s property from the hills where paparazzi apparently hid with long-lensed cameras. Though, unfortunately, that topless photo of me made it’s way around the internet. On one site, it had over two thousand comments, mostly men complimenting my ass, thinking they were complimenting Maggie’s ass. I had a good laugh at the comments.

I’d never really been complimented by strangers before, so I enjoyed them as much as I could, despite the fact that they were all compliments from people who thought I was a woman. When life gives you lemons, right?

One of the basket deliveries came with a letter, which I decided to open and read, in case it was important enough to pass along to Maggie. It was a role offer from a major production company. I went back to the mailbox and found the script that was delivered along with the basket. It was a thick script, almost two-hundred pages long, but I was bored, so I read it. It was pretty cool, reading a script for a major movie years before the film’s release. I felt like an insider, like I was somehow more important than everyone else who didn’t get to read the script.

I read it by the pool, out loud, doing voices for all of the parts. All of the lines for Maggie’s character—assuming she accepted the role—were highlighted, probably by some unpaid intern. They wanted her to play a badass cop who fights a gang of criminal strippers. It wasn’t supposed to be a comedy. When I wasn’t laughing out loud, I thought I was doing a pretty good acting job. I could do her voice perfectly—I always had been able to do Maggie’s voice spot-on, since we were little kids. In high-school, she would always give me her cellphone and ask me to pretend to be her when our parents called. I would sit up in my room, four rooms over from my parents, mimicking her voice so she wouldn’t get in trouble. She would have done the same for me, had I ever been invited out to a party—at least so she said.

I was reading that script aloud when the house phone rang. I went inside to answer it, and ended up answering it in her voice. “Hello?”

“Hey Maggie, it’s Dave. I was hoping we could talk.” It was her ex-husband, and he actually bought my voice.

Dave Thomas was a movie-star. He starred in a lot of big budget action movies. I’d never actually met him, but I liked all of his movies. So when I realized it was him, I tensed up. I was too embarrassed to admit that I was just playing around, that I wasn’t really Maggie, so I went along with the rouse. “Can we talk another time?” I said.

“I’ll be quick. I just wanted to tell you that… well… that I’m still in love with you. And I want you back.”

Now I was really tense. Answering the phone like Maggie was a big mistake, and I couldn’t back down now. He would be furious if I told him I was just screwing with him. So I said, “Maybe we can talk about this another time. I’m just getting ready to go to Brazil for a while.”

“I’ll come to Brazil to see you then. Where in Brazil are you going? Never mind that, I’ll find out from my manager. Just please, don’t see any other guys until I talk to you.”

“Please don’t come to Brazil,” I said.

“We’re meant to be together. I won’t let anything tear us apart.”

“I need to go,” I said, and I hung up the phone. My heart was pounding. Woops. I wondered if I should send Maggie a warning, or if I should just play dumb, and if she asks, I can tell her I never spoke to her ex-husband. I was going to need to be more careful from now on.

I spent the rest of that day by the pool, drinking the craft beer that came in one of that morning’s gift baskets. I spent the rest of that week drinking beer by the pool. I got so drunk one afternoon that I ended up in my twin sister’s bedroom, putting on her clothes. I put on a red dress that extended down to my feet, and a pair of white high heels. I even drunkenly smeared some makeup on my face, and I tried curling my hair with her curling rod. I went down to the pool and leaned over the glass wall and shouted at the paparazzi. “Take photos of me now!” I yelled. “Fuck you! And fuck racism!” I also yelled.

And then I passed out. I woke up next to that pool in that red dress and red lipstick. The high heels were in the pool, and my makeup was smeared all over my face. Thankfully, there were no tabloid articles, no photos circling around the web. I got undressed, took a shower, and I laid in bed until my hangover passed.

If I wasn’t careful, my eight month vacation was going to be cut short, and my relationship with my sister was going to be cut off completely.

I didn’t even get up to retrieve the gift basket deliveries that came that afternoon. My head was pounding too hard. I didn’t get out of bed until the next day, when I finally had an appetite. I made myself some eggs and bacon and I slowly got ready for another lazy day by the pool. I went to bring in the mail. There was a handful of letters, one with a familiar logo.

It was my high-school logo—our high-school logo. It was addressed to Maggie, but I opened it up anyway. It was a notification of our upcoming ten-year reunion—just two weeks away. Had it really been ten years? My God… I’d accomplished nothing in ten years. In fact, the job I had after graduating high-school, as a receptionist at an insurance company, was better than the job I had now, flipping burgers—a job that probably didn’t exist anymore, as I’d missed a few days in a row already.

In ten years, I’d regressed. And Maggie, who everyone thought was at her peak in high-school, the most popular girl in the whole damn place, the Prom Queen, was now the queen of the world. She went from being super popular in school to being massively popular on a global scale.

There was no way I could go to that reunion, surrounded by all of my old friends who were now doctors, lawyers, even school bus drivers, but school bus drivers were making more money than I was making. It would be high-school all over again, everyone looking at me like I was just some pathetic nobody—and they wouldn’t be wrong. They would all probably laugh at me, just like they did in high-school.

I threw the letter aside. Maggie would be praised if she showed up at that reunion, and still, there was no way she would step foot in that old high-school auditorium. Even if she was in town and not working, she wouldn’t bother. I wished I could feel that praise and popularity that she felt on a daily basis. Even just getting the gift baskets, which weren’t even addressed to me, made me feel like a superstar. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it would feel like to actually have my name on those baskets, to be invited to parties all over the world, to have movie stars calling me on the phone, begging me to take them back.

Instead I just had a bag of old clothes and a drinking problem.

I looked at that letter again. Maybe I could feel that praise and popularity, just for one night. How hard would it be to pass off as my sister? I already fooled the paparazzi by mistake. I’d fooled Maggie’s ex-husband with my voice. I knew Maggie better than anyone.

I shook my head. Was I going insane? Was I actually considering dressing up like Maggie for a night to go to my own high-school reunion? The thought made me smile. My God, I really was considering it.


CHAPTER IV

It seemed like such a silly idea, but that didn’t stop me from wondering: how hard could it be? One night surrounded by people Maggie hadn’t seen in a decade. Sure, they’d seen her in movies, but they didn’t actually know her anymore. If I were to say something out of character, they would have no idea.

I knew I could do the voice, so all I really had to do was pull off the look, which couldn’t be too hard; we were twins, after all.

But why? What was the point? Why would I ever consider risking her reputation and my own? For a laugh? Out of boredom. I wasn’t bored, especially with all of Maggie’s amenities at my disposal. I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be laughing. If anything, I would probably be as nervous as hell the whole time, from the moment I put on the panties, to the moment I washed off the makeup. So what was the real reason?

I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted, for once in my life, to feel what it was like to be popular, to have people want to talk to me, to be the centre of attention. And was that really so wrong to want? And was impersonating my sister really such a crime? I could keep it low key, make an appearance, and then leave.

Or was it really a stupid idea? What if people took photos of me? What if those photos made it to the tabloids—‘Maggie Harper shows up at high-school reunion!’ And then what do I do if those tabloids make it to Maggie? How would I explain it to her? I couldn’t—but still, I couldn’t help but wonder if I could really do it.

I found myself in front of the mirror, with a picture of my twin sister open on my phone. I compared our faces. Upon closer inspection, we looked pretty much the same. As kids, people were always confusing us. We hadn’t grown up to look too different. She started wearing makeup and doing her hair all fancy. Maybe some of her features were a bit softer than mine, but that could have been some simple makeup tricks. The only way to know for sure was to do my own makeup.

So I dug through her bathroom cupboards and drawers until I found an assortment of makeup supplies. I stared closely at her photos, and tried my best to mimic her look. I didn’t realize how intricate makeup could be until then, as I looked very closely at each little detail. Her eye-shadow was done in three different, but very similar colours. Her eyeliner was thicker towards the temples and it thinned out towards her nose. She did a subtle double flick out. She was light with her mascara, which I discovered was not so easy to accomplish. It took me a good half a dozen tries before I thought I’d done a pretty good job.

I noticed some lightening down the centre of her nose and on her cheekbones. At first I thought it was lighting, and then I realized it was one of her makeup tricks, to give her face more definition. I imitated the technique. It looked ridiculous after my first attempt, but I tried again, feeling like I could do better, and it turned out I was right. It was a slow process, but in the end, I think I pulled the look off. I could have taken a photo and submitted it to a Maggie Harper lookalike contest and I probably would have won. I had her genetics on my side.

I tried curling my hair the way hers was in her photos, but the result was far from flattering. I looked like a Cabbage Patch Kid. I washed my hair and decided to straighten it instead. Straightening was much easier, and I thought it actually looked pretty sexy. I didn’t realize how long my hair was until I straightened it. It was touching my shoulders!

I ran my fingers through my hair and delivered a few lines to myself in the mirror. “Hey babe, how’s it going?” I said to myself. “I only work a few weeks every year but I’m still a multi-millionaire, and I still manage to complain about how hard my life is.” I made myself laugh.

She had more closets full of clothes than I had rooms in my apartment. I spent over an hour sifting through options, expensive dresses singlehandedly worth more than my entire wardrobe. I tried a few things on. They all looked silly with my hairy legs and my lack of breasts. I found a drawer full of bras. Stuffing a bra with toilet paper looked realistic enough, especially once I had a dress covering my lack of cleavage.

I tried on a black dress that extended from my neck to my toes. It had an open back and a long slit down the side that showed off my hips. It was a gorgeous dress, but probably a bit much for a high-school reunion. Next, I tried on a red dress, that had a short, poofy skirt. It looked cute hanging on the rack, but it was actually insanely slutty, showing off my whole bum and my upper chest. If I was going to pull that off, I would need real tits and a firmer tush.

While I was trying on dresses, I came upon a drawer full of lingerie: lace and satin and fishnets. I shuddered at the thought of my sister wearing the slutty outfits, but I couldn’t help but wonder how they would look on me. I pulled out a black lacy one-piece and wiggled my body into it. It fit surprisingly perfectly, and had a convenient dark mesh material to hide my cleavage. I put on a pair of black stilettos to complete the outfit. I did a little spin in front of the mirror. My tush looked amazing—way better than I originally gave it credit for. The only giveaway was my cock, the bulge of which was impossible to hide, no matter how I rearranged it.

And it wasn’t until I was doing a little pose to highlight my bum that I realized I really pulled it off: I really looked like a woman, like my celebrity twin sister. I felt awkward staring at myself in lingerie, as if I was staring at my sister, but at the same time I couldn’t help it. I looked so good. I’d never looked good before. Even when I wore suits, I managed to look like a bum. But now, I looked like a lingerie model.

I tried on another piece of lingerie: a red two-piece with black fishnet stockings. It was an outfit you might see on a prostitute, but again, I pulled it off. I looked hot. It was no wonder all those guys online were complimenting my ass. I had a great ass. I caught myself complimenting my own ass.

As I was digging through that lingerie drawer to see what else I could try on, I noticed the time. It was almost three in the morning. I’d been playing dress-up for hours. I really had lost my mind.


CHAPTER V

I don’t know why, but getting dressed up again was the first thing on my mind when I woke up the next morning. I wanted to go down to the pool, I wanted to soak up some sun, I wanted to read a book, but more than anything, I wanted to see what those other dresses would look like on me, what I would look like with a different makeup style, different hair style, and so on.

I ate breakfast quickly and I didn’t even bother with coffee before rushing up to the closet to pick out a series of new outfits to try on. But before I put anything on, I went to the bathroom to shave up—my face, my arms, my chest, my legs, everything. I even moisturized with one of Maggie’s fancy moisturizers, to give my skin that soft glow that women tend to have.

A part of me thought that I would put on a dress and I would immediately realize I’d been delusional the day before—maybe still under the influence of the booze from the day before that. But as soon as I was in one of those little dresses, staring at myself in the mirror, I realized I wasn’t wrong. I looked better in a dress than I’d ever looked before. Better as a woman, that is.

In Maggie’s jewellery drawer (one of many) I found some cute gold clip-on earrings and bracelets and necklaces. I tried on a combination of things. It didn’t seem to matter what I put on—it all looked great. I was starting to realize that Maggie had good taste.

And while I was all dolled up, the intercom rang. I looked at the little screen to see a man holding a big basket. And I decided, why not get the basket as Maggie? Maybe it could be a good first test, to see if I really could pull off the high-school reunion rouse. “Come on up to the front door,” I said, and then I turned to the mirror.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself. I can do this, I told myself. I straightened my dress, perked up my hair with my fingertips, and I went to answer the door. And as soon as that door was open, I realized I’d made a big mistake—maybe one of the biggest I’d ever made.

Standing at the door with a big basket full of flowers, was Dave Thomas, Maggie’s latest ex-husband. I should have looked closer at that intercom screen. I’d just assumed it was another basket delivery. I wanted to slap myself. I wanted to slam the door in his face, run up to the bathroom and wash off all the makeup. But instead, I just stood there, trying to will myself out of my paralysis.

“Darling, I’ve missed you so much,” he said, holding out the basket. I was waiting for him to realize he wasn’t looking at his ex-wife. Any second now… Any second… Why wasn’t he realizing it?

“Thanks,” I said, doing my best Maggie voice as I took the basket. Why was I playing along? Because I thought I could do some damage control. I thought if I could just get him out of there quickly without him realizing he was talking to his ex-wife’s twin brother, it wouldn’t be so bad. But then why did I accept the basket? Why did I say thank you? Why wasn’t I asking him to leave? I didn’t know anything about Dave and Maggie’s relationship. I didn’t know why it ended. I didn’t even know why it started. Did they meet on a movie set or something? Did he cheat on her? Did she cheat on him?

“You look just as beautiful as ever—more beautiful, even. God, I feel so stupid for ever letting you slip through my fingers.” He took a step inside. My body somehow became more tense.

“Thanks,” I said again.

“I want you back. I know you said not to come to your house again, but I couldn’t help myself. I tried calling you, but you’ve changed your number. I heard about the attack. My heart broke when I heard about it. I’m so glad you’re okay.” He put his hands on my hips and looked into my eyes. My God, how had he not realized it yet? Did my sister and I really look that much alike?

“I, um, think you should go,” I said.

“No, no. Let me stay. Let me explain everything. Let me apologize. Let’s make this better now.” He walked by me, into the house. A cold filled my nerves. I needed to figure this out. Every second that went by, I was further into the corner with a dwindling chance for escape.

“Another time,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Now is the only time. Before you leave for Brazil. God, I’m so happy I caught you before you left.” He went straight to the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of wine. “I know it’s early, but let’s have a drink and relax. It will help us talk, you know?”

“Another time, Dave. I’m busy right now.”

He stopped and stared at me with narrowed eyes. “Why are you so tense? What’s going on? Do you have someone else here with you? Another guy?” He looked around, placed the bottle down, and started for the bedroom. I went after him, trying desperately to think of a way to stop him. But my brain couldn’t muster anything except complete surprise of the fact he still thought I was his ex-wife, the celebrity actress, Maggie Harper.

He stormed into the bedroom and looked around. My bag was there on the floor, my male clothes billowing out of it. He looked down at the bag and stared at it for a second before turning slowly to me. “What the hell is that? Whose clothes are those?”

“They’re my clothes,” I said, still doing my best Maggie voice, still hoping I could get him to leave without having to reveal myself to my own and my sister’s detriment.

“Your clothes? They look like guy’s clothes to me. And why are they in a bag?” He looked around the room. “Whoever’s in here, you’d better come out now!”

“Dave, you’re acting crazy. Those are my gym clothes and that’s my gym bag.”

“Those clothes are way too baggy for you.”

“Yeah, so I don’t get recognized. I’ve been going to a new gym down the street—which is where I’m going now. I’m late to meet with my trainer, so if you don’t mind…”

His cheeks became red. “Oh, I’m sorry. Well, I, uh, I guess maybe this can wait.”

My heart was pounding. It was a close call—close to what? I wasn’t entirely sure. But he didn’t recognize me, and that was all that mattered. I walked him to the door, said goodbye, and just before he walked out, he turned around and kissed me on the lips. He slipped a hand behind my head, and another behind my back. I would have pulled away had I not frozen completely, my muscles rigid and tense. “Just admit that you miss me,” he said gently, his forehead against mine. He pulled me close into his body. I could feel his big, hard muscles against me, the bulge of his big cock against my abdomen. For once, I was happy that my cock wasn’t huge, so he couldn’t feel my bulge.

He gave me another kiss on the lips—which I felt just as unprepared for, though I should have seen it coming—and then he left.


CHAPTER VI

I could smell him for the rest of the day. His mix of cologne and musk lingered in my nostrils as I sat by the pool, trying to think of anything else. But I could only think of his lips against mine. I wasn’t happy about the fact I’d been kissed on the lips by a man, but a small part of me was giddy that I’d been kissed by Dave Thomas, the action-movie star. There were probably thousands of women in the world who would die to kiss Dave Thomas.

And I was also feeling giddy because I knew I could pull it off—pull off being Maggie.

If I could fool Dave, I could fool the class of 2007. My unexpected run-in with Dave was a small taste of what I was looking for: that stardom, that popularity. He was desperate to be with me, to be near me, to kiss me. Maggie was surrounded by that everywhere she went, even before she was a celebrity. In high-school, people fought over who got to sit with her at lunch, who got to stand around her between classes, who got to sit next to her in calculus. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if teachers fought over who got to teach her.

And now I had a chance, for one little night, to feel that popularity.

It was the night of the reunion, and I’d spent the better half of the day trying on different outfits. I’d thought I had my outfit all picked out, but when I woke up that morning, I panicked. What if it wasn’t the absolute best possible option? I only had one night to be a woman, so I had to make it count, and I had to make the most out of it. I couldn’t just settle on an outfit that was okay—I needed the best.

I must have tried on fifty different dresses. It was a black mermaid dress that I ended up going with, that fit my form so perfectly, it would have been a shame not to go with that dress. It was a velvety texture that went perfectly with the pair of long, black velvet gloves I found in the drawer just beneath the dress. I loved the way that dress felt as it hugged my skin. I didn’t know fabric could be so soft—it made me wonder what kind of burlap my male clothes were made from.

I decided not to mimic my twin sister’s makeup style. I wanted to try something different, something a bit more personal, something that I’d always admired on other women. I went really dark around the eyes, creating a smoky effect with the eye shadow. I didn’t use a myriad of colours, I just stuck to black and a hint of green on my eyelids, to bring out the colour of my eyes. In my opinion, I looked way hotter than my sister.

I wanted to curl my hair, but it wasn’t long enough, so I straightened it again. I even got risky and decided to cut bangs into my own hair, using a YouTube tutorial to guide me. The end result was super sexy, but it could have been a huge disaster. I was lucky.

For jewellery, I went with a simple gold necklace with a diamond pendant and a pair of diamond earrings. For shoes, I went with a pair of black stilettoes. They were hard to walk in (and they hurt my feet) but they made my ass look so damn good so how could I not?

And then, before leaving for the event, I admired myself in the mirror. I loved the way I looked. I wished I could have looked that good all the time. And it wasn’t like it was Maggie’s money making me look good. I could have pulled off a very similar look with a forty dollar trip to the thrift store and a cheap makeup kit. I was sexy because of me—because of my face and my body. And that thought made me smile.

But the smile was short-lived when I remembered that it was all fake—I was just roleplaying. I was actually a man, and men don’t get dolled up and put on dresses. As a man, I was still a nobody, I was still invisible in a sea of mediocrity. I had what it took to stand out as a woman, but sadly, I was not a woman.

At least for that night, I could thrive, and get a taste of what that feels like.

It took me twenty minutes to find the keys to all of Maggie’s cars. I must have checked every single drawer. It turned out, the keys were just kept in the cars’ ignitions. I guess it would be pretty hard for some petty criminal to steal with the locked garage and the series of locked gates. And if they were going through that much trouble already, chances are they would know how to hotwire a vehicle.

I went with a sleek black Mercedes Benz. I could have gone with the Ferrari or the Rolls Royce, but those were too flashy for me. Plus, the Benz went perfectly with my dress.

My heart didn’t start racing until I pulled into my old high-school’s parking lot, and I saw the stream of my old classmates funnelling into the school. I recognized so many of them, and that was when I realized so many of them would probably recognize me—had I been there as myself. They all knew Maggie, and most of them likely remembered that she had a twin brother. And one little slip would be enough for this whole scheme to fall apart.

I got out from my car, straightened my dress, and I took a deep breath. I stared at that entrance, adorned with the banner: ‘Welcome Back Class of 2007!’

I could still turn around. I didn’t have to go through with this crazy nonsense. But how could I turn back now? How could I get this far and stop, knowing my goal was just twenty steps away? After another deep breath, I started towards the entrance.

There were very few people entering the building without a date by their side. It occurred to me, as I approached that door, that everyone probably knew about Maggie’s recent divorce. It was on the cover of every tabloid magazine, next to every grocery store checkout line. Would they think I’m free game? That I’m back on the market? And what would I do if anyone asks me out?

I never actually figured out what I would do if anyone took my picture, and if that picture leaked its way to the media. I stopped walking towards the door, my muscles filled now with a cold tension. Maybe this was a big mistake. I never thought it through. I’d been blinded by the excitement of being popular for once in my life. But that popularity obscured reality and consequence. I started to turn around when someone grabbed my arm. “Oh my God, Maggie! I was so hoping you would come, but I didn’t actually think you would. My God, Maggie, you look fantastic!” Holding my arm and staring into my eyes was Helen Smith, Maggie’s best friend from high-school. Helen used to spend every afternoon at our house. I would always hear the two of them up in Maggie’s bedroom, gossiping, dreaming about boys.

She looked good, though she hadn’t aged nearly as well as my sister, or as well as me for that matter. She had her hair dyed blonde and her big boobs pressed tight in a skimpy dress. She was only a little stumble away from a double nip slip. Her husband, a tall, slender man, was staring at me with wide eyes and parted lips. “Richard, this is Maggie, my BFF from high-school. Maggie, this is my husband, Richard,” Helen said.

Richard was slow to extend a hand. He stuttered something unintelligible as I shook his hand. Helen had a big smirk on her face, so proud of herself for finally proving she was best friends with a future celebrity.

“C’mon, let’s go inside and get a table before all of the good ones are taken.” She took me by the arm and led me inside. My head was spinning and my heart was beating. This reunion was suddenly the last place on the planet where I wanted to be. But what had I been expecting? Was I hoping no one would come up and chat with me? Was I hoping no one would stare at me? That’s exactly what I’d been hoping for—it’s exactly what I wanted. But I was so used to being invisible that maybe I didn’t really think it would happen.

As Helen sat me down at a table in the middle of the auditorium where I failed many basketball team try-outs, I couldn’t hold onto a single thought for longer than a few seconds. Everyone was looking at me, pointing me out to their spouses and friends, or just staring with amaze. Helen’s husband, sitting across from me, was staring at my chest, practically drooling on the table. Helen was going on and on about something unimportant, just trying to speak constantly so everyone knew she was friends with me.

And as I sat in my rigid paranoia, I saw him walk into the room: Daniel Derby, my closest friend from high-school, former computer geek, apparently now some sort of male model. He was tall, chiselled, surprisingly handsome. We used to eat lunch together under the stairs, where the bullies couldn’t find us. We used to talk about computer games and Magic Cards and weird foreign films that no one else had ever heard of.

I hadn’t seen him since high-school, since he went off to Yale to study computer science. He was the last person I expected to see all muscular and handsome.

I pulled my gaze away from him, not wanting to get his attention. He knew me (the real me) better than anyone in that room. If anyone was going to see through my guise, it was him. And as I looked away from him, I noticed all the women in the room staring at him. Even the married women looked at him with glowing eyes. I felt so jealous—Daniel was getting the same sort of attention as me, except he was getting it as himself. I was getting it while pretending to be someone else.


CHAPTER VII

So all of the men in the room were staring at me. All of the women in the room were staring at Daniel. Whenever I got up to get a drink or use the bathroom, I heard whispers of my recent divorce—Maggie’s recent divorce. The gossiping made me uncomfortable. People couldn’t seem to get it out of their systems. After a couple of hours at the event, I was still overhearing the same tired lines: “Does that mean she’s single?” “Do you think she would date someone who isn’t a celebrity?” “Do you know if she’s seeing anyone now? She’s here alone, right?”

I overheard a group of single ladies having a similar conversation about Daniel. “I heard he recently broke up with his fiancée.” “Do you remember him from high-school? I don’t. Are you sure he was even in our class?” “Yeah, he was friends with Maggie’s weird twin brother.” “Maggie had a twin brother? Why don’t I remember that? Where’s he now? Is he here somewhere?”

I couldn’t get very far without being stopped by one of my old classmates. “Remember me?” I heard about fifty times that night. No one ever had anything they really wanted to say—they all just wanted to be able to tell their friends that they spoke with the Maggie Harper. And wherever I looked, there were people staring at me, some with their camera phones raised and aimed in my direction. I thought it would be fun being showered with attention, but it was exhausting and nerve-wracking. Not just because those photos were inevitably going to end up online and possibly reach my sister, but because it was creepy—it was blatant disrespect for my personal space and privacy.

As people became more and more inebriated, it became more and more intolerable—suffocating, even. I had to get out of there. I couldn’t take any more. I excused myself for the bathroom and I slipped out the emergency exit. The cool night air on my skin was refreshing. The silence of the night air was peaceful. I took off my stilettoes and I walked across the field towards the football stands. I would sit down for a few minutes, gather myself, and then I would make a run for my car.

But as I took a seat, I didn’t notice the man sitting a few seats down—not until he took a drag from his cigarette and said, “Feeling overwhelmed, too?”

I jumped. “I’m sorry, I didn’t see you there,” I said. It was Daniel. He had his suit jacket draped over his shoulder and his tie loosened. He was staring up at the stars.

“It’s okay—I didn’t mean to startle you. They’re vultures in there. I’m impressed you showed up, to be honest.” He looked at me and smiled. I looked away quickly, worried he would be the one to see through my makeup. Because I wasn’t really wearing a disguise, unless you consider makeup a disguise. My hair was my own, my face was my own, my body was my own, save for the toilet paper stuffed into my bra.

“Why are you out here?” I asked.

“Same reason—I needed a break from everyone. When I was in high-school, I wanted to be popular so badly. Now, I’m glad I wasn’t.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I wouldn’t be the person I am today if I was popular. I wouldn’t have tried so hard to compensate for that popularity and developed all the skills I have today. Do you remember the popular people? Did you see them in there, tonight?” I thought about it. The football jocks were all sitting at a corner table, wearing their old Leatherman jackets, making the same dumb jokes, their muscles slowly deteriorating into their pot bellies. The girls every guy wanted to date were all tight and hard with plastic and silicon implants that made them look twenty years older than they were. The only people who seemed normal and cool were people I didn’t recognize—probably people like Daniel and me, who spent lunchtimes in hiding, who never made appearances at the school dances or on ‘most likely to succeed’ pages in the yearbooks.

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

“By the way—how’s your brother doing?” Daniel asked. “I was hoping he would be here tonight.”

“He’s good. He’s, um, in-between jobs at the moment. Trying to get a few things together.”

“Ah,” he said, “I’ve been there. He’ll figure it out. He’s a smart guy—funny as hell, too. I miss him. I was his friend, by the way. I’m not sure if you remember me or not.”

“I remember you,” I said. “You’re Daniel Derby.”

He smiled, his cheeks rosy. “That’s right. And you’re Maggie Harper, the big-time Hollywood actress.”

I smiled. “I guess so,” I said.

“You know, me and your brother used to come out here after school and we would practice throwing the football around.” He laughed. “We always thought that we would get good enough to make the team. We thought that would be the solution to our lady problems. My God, we were terrible though.”

“Just awful,” I said, remembering those very afternoons.

“What’s that?” he said.

A jolt shot through my nerves. “I mean, I remember how bad my brother was at football. I can only imagine how terrible you guys must have been.”

“It’s funny to think how important we thought that was—as if that was the only way we would be popular and cool. Kids are funny, aren’t they?”

We both looked out at that field. As we sat there, a group of guys emerged from the school. They were stumbling, drunk. One of them had his phone out. “Man, none of these photos look anything like her. No one’s going to believe she was here.”

“Well, maybe if you had asked for a photo, rather than just taking one from across the gym!” said another.

We watched them stumble by, oblivious to our presence. My heart stuttered. I really hoped no one got a half-decent photo of me. As long as all the photos were crappy, I could easily deny that I’d come out if my sister asked.

Once the men were out of earshot, I said, “Man, there’s no way I’m going back in there.”

“That makes two of us.” He took one last drag from his smoke before tossing it aside. “Want to get out of here? I know a nice, shady pub where all the clients would be too drunk to recognize you,” he said with a big smile.

“That sounds perfect.”

We both got up and made our way around the football field towards the parking lot on the other side of the school. We decided not to cut through the school, to avoid all of our old classmates. It was a long walk, but worth the privacy. As we reached the end of the football field, the door opened and another group of friends poured out. Before they looked our way, Daniel grabbed me and pulled me into the shadow of a nearby bleacher.

“She’s got to be here somewhere! She couldn’t have just left. Are you sure it was even her?”

“I’m telling you, it was her! I talked to her.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“No one will believe me unless I at least get a picture. But I’m telling you, I talked to her. She’s fucking hot, too. I swear she wanted to sleep with me.”

Daniel was trying not to laugh, covering his mouth with his hand. I gave him a nudge. “What’s so funny?” I whispered, cracking a bit of a laugh myself. Maybe Maggie’s life wasn’t so much fun after all. There’s something to be desired about anonymity. I would take my privacy over the fanaticized obsession that everyone seemed to have over my twin sister—any day.

Before we emerged from that shadow, the door opened again, and another group of friends emerged—this group was female. “Don’t you think he would make a good father for my kids? When I spoke with him, I swear he seemed interested in me.”

“You wish,” her friend said.

“If you were there, you would believe me. He’s just so nice. I want to be with a nice guy for a change.”

“If by nice you mean drop-dead-sexy, then yeah, he’s the nicest guy in the world.”

Now I was the one laughing. He reached over and covered my mouth to stop me from breaking out into a fit of laughter. “Shh!” he said with his finger to his lips. He was smiling and shaking his head. And then I got caught looking into his eyes. He was staring into mine.

And we kissed. I don’t know who initiated it—maybe we both did, at the same time. My hands found their way around his body, onto his big, hard muscles. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me tight into him. I felt so warm, so safe, so strangely relaxed. I let myself go, not even wasting a second on the thought that I was kissing a man. In that moment, it didn’t seem to matter. It didn’t even seem to matter to me that I was a man—even once he started to squeeze my breasts.


CHAPTER VIII

Our common sense was lost in the moment. My head was swirling and his must have been too. I was making out with a man, and I wasn’t bothered in the slightest. But why? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. Was it my guise seeping into my consciousness? Maybe it’s not something that can be explained.

I reached down and ran my fingers over his big bulge. He got the straps of my dress off of my shoulders and my dress fell to the ground. But I didn’t react. I didn’t reach down to cover my lack of cleavage or the bulge of my dick. And I didn’t do anything when he reached down and started to rub my cock. I didn’t even freeze up with anxiety, worried he was about to realize. Because in that moment, we were just two people making love. Not a man and a woman, not a man and a man—just two people. And we both felt it.

He slipped my panties down and took my cock in his big, muscular fist. He held it firmly as he began to stroke it, his lips still locked with mine. I had my hand down the front of his slacks, down the front of his boxer shorts, on his big, bare flesh. I couldn’t stop myself from massaging him until he was rock hard and huge.

Somehow we’d made our way further under the bleachers, out of sight of anyone. Somehow, I’d gotten him undressed, and somehow, he’d gotten me undressed. It all seemed to happen so fast, yet it seemed to last forever. I loved running my hands up and down his hard chest, feeling the bulge of all his big muscles. I loved when he cupped my face with his hand, when he nestled his nose against mine, when his teeth playfully pulled on my bottom lip. I loved the way his cock felt as I pulled back his foreskin, the way it throbbed, the way it got warmer and warmer, and harder and harder until it felt like I was holding a hot slab of metal.

He put his hands on my arms and spun me around, pushed me forward against a beam. I held onto that beam tightly, bent over, on my tippy toes. I had my bare ass perked up towards a big guy with a big, hard cock—and for some reason, I wasn’t even a little bit nervous. I wasn’t trembling, my head wasn’t spinning anymore. It all seemed so clear, so natural, so right. Though I did get a bit nervous when he slapped his big cock between my butt cheeks, and I realized just how big he was.

I’d never taken a cock in the ass before—and his wasn’t just a cock. It was practically the size of my forearm. With his cock cradled between my butt cheeks, I could feel his tip against my lower back. How was he going to get it in?

He slid his rod down and pressed that bulging tip up to my puckering hole. “Ready?” he asked, speaking for the first time since we became lost in lust.

“Yeah,” I said, even though I definitely wasn’t.

He pushed in, penetrating me just a little, but enough to make me scream aloud. He reached forward and covered my mouth. “Shh,” he said. And he started to sink his thick rod even deeper—and deeper, and deeper, and deeper. It felt endless, his pulsing veins rubbing against the walls of my anus, pushing up towards my sternum—maybe even further. I could feel him in my belly, no doubt about that. It didn’t hurt, but it did feel very, very strange.

But for some reason, I was so happy. This was the real feeling that I’d wanted from the start. This was what I set out looking for when I first put on one of Maggie’s dresses. It wasn’t the popularity or the fame—it was the feeling of acceptance, of being happy in my own skin. For once I was happy with myself, and others could see it. Daniel could see it. He wasn’t making love to me because I was famous, or because I was popular in high-school. He just liked me for me, and even though the makeup on my face belonged to my twin sister, and so did my dress and my shoes and my panties—I was still myself.

He started to pump my ass. I gripped that cool metal beam as hard as I could. Balancing on my tippy toes wasn’t so easy, but it was worth it. He was pushing his rod right into the perfect spot, making my legs tremble. “Just like that,” I muttered more than once.

He came down hard, slipping his whole cock out before each deep penetration. I felt his bulbous tip teasing the rim of my anus before he came down, his pelvis slamming into my butt, making it jiggle red. I didn’t want it to end. It felt so damn good. It felt so good that I was coming within a minute, my cock oozing warm, white goo all over a long metal beam. “Oh fuck,” I moaned, wavering in my euphoria.

He held me in place with both of his arms, fucking me harder and harder, faster and faster with each plunge. I couldn’t stop coming. My eyes were practically in the back of my head. My whole body was limp. Had he let go of my sides, I would have fallen to the ground. “I’m going to come,” he said with a grunt.

“Come inside of me,” I said. “I want your cum inside of me.”

His fingers dug into my skin, but I didn’t mind. He grunted louder and louder, and then I felt it—his hot load filling me deep. I gasped, my body tense. I’d never felt anything like it, hot blasts way up in my belly as my anus puckered around a thick throbber.

And then he pulled out and stumbled back and it was all over. As we caught our breath, we looked at each other, in silence for a moment before breaking out into laughter. He knew it was me—his old friend, and he didn’t seem to mind. Because I was being me—maybe for the first time in my life.

So when I woke up in the morning and saw the message from my sister on my phone, with a photo of me at the high-school reunion, I didn’t faint with nervousness or regret. I just smiled. “It’s weird that they think that’s you,” I replied. “I’m way hotter than you.”

She wrote back. “No way, bitch. I’m the hot one.”

“Read the comments,” I wrote back.

I ended up finding a new job fairly easily, as my sister’s stand-in on movie sets. It was an easy job, it paid well, and I got to hang out with famous people all day. It was fun travelling the world with her, staying in fancy hotels, working with the world’s biggest directors. They usually even let me bring Daniel along with me.

There was never much questioning as to whether I was making the right decision. When I came out and told everyone that I liked wearing dresses and makeup more than jeans and hoodies, everyone just shrugged their shoulders and went on worrying about their own problems. I think it was an easier pill for them to swallow, seeing as I looked great as a woman, and anyone with eyes could see it. Or maybe they could just see that I was happier in a little plaid skirt than I was in a pair of cargo shorts. I could see it when I looked in the mirror—that smile that never seemed to vanish from my face—and that was all that really mattered at the end of the day.

THE END


TRUTH OR DARE

The monthly sleepover has been a tradition with Eric and his buddies for a decade, though this one may be their last, with John going off to college, Donny going to travel the world, and Grant with his new job. At eighteen-years-old, Eric is starting to wonder if they’re too old for the monthly sleepover. He’s especially starting to wonder if they’re too old for the game of Truth or Dare that Donny suggests they play.


CHAPTER I

You might think that four eighteen-year-old guys having a slumber party is strange, if not downright creepy. I don’t blame you for thinking it, but it’s not really like that. It’s not like we were having pillow fights or telling ghost stories in a blanket tent with flashlights pointed up at our chins. It was a tradition, we’d been throwing that monthly sleepover for the past decade, the four of us, sometimes at my house, sometimes at Donny’s house, sometimes at Grant’s house, but never really at John’s house. John’s parents were too strict, so we stopped going over there years ago.

We all went to the same elementary school, and then we split up and went to two different junior high schools—Grant and I went to Dover Academy, while John and Donny went to King George. After junior high, we were split further apart. John moved to the south part of town, Donny moved to the north, and I ended up being sent to a private high-school in the east. So we ended up in four separate high-schools. Our monthly sleepover became our only chance to really catch up with one another. We would watch movies, play video games, and more, all while trying to stay awake all night to make the most of our time together.

Some of my fondest memories came out of those sleepovers, especially when we were younger. Once, we all went to the store and bought airsoft guns. At midnight, we snuck out of the house and had an epic battle in the alleyways of my neighbourhood—Me and Donny against John and Grant. It was a capture the flag game, and we won. One of Donny’s elderly neighbours called the police because she thought we had real guns. We got in a lot of trouble, but damn was it fun.

In the mornings, we would go out for breakfast together, hit up the internet café and play a few games. In the summers we would go to the swimming pool and watch the girls in their bikinis. In the winter, we would take our skates and sticks and hit up the outdoor rinks, play a few rounds of shinny with the older kids.

But in the late hours of the night, we would just talk—about the past, about the future, about girls, about our dreams. More than anything, I looked forward to those conversations, though I wasn’t a huge fan of the girl talk. I always got so nervous when it came to talking about girls. I didn’t know why, but I would get so uncomfortable when they asked me, “Eric, who do you like? Got any pictures of her?”

I always ended up saying that I didn’t like anyone. Sometimes it was true. I would have been more open had it not been for Larissa—my first crush, my first big mistake. It was the eight grade and there was a new girl in school. I wasn’t the only one who liked her. I always saw other guys staring at her, especially in gym glass when she wore her tiny little shorts that didn’t fully cover her perky butt. She had the sweetest smile, and one afternoon, our eyes met and I felt something inside of me. I melted. I spent that whole year building up the courage to go and talk to her, to ask her out, and it was the last week of school when I did it. I went up to her at her locker and said, “Larissa, do you want to go out with me?” It was the first time I’d ever talked to her.

And then the guys at the nearby lockers started laughing and pointing at me. They whispered to their nearby buddies, creating a chain of laughter and pointing. Larissa didn’t answer. She just ran away, her face red, eyes wet. “What’s so funny?” I asked, feeling rejection for the first time. But it was so much worse than just rejection.

Because Larissa was a boy. She was transitioning. Apparently I was the only person in the school who didn’t know. She didn’t return for the ninth grade. I never saw her again. And thank God for that—I don’t think I could have handled that awkwardness. In the ninth grade, everyone called me ‘Gay Boy,’ even though I wasn’t gay. I started liking another girl named Kelsey, though I never built up the courage to ask her out. It didn’t help that she always seemed to be dating other guys who were way more popular than me.

And in the tenth grade, there was another girl, Sandy. I didn’t dare tell anyone that I liked Sandy, because she looked a hell of a lot like Larissa. She even had the same exact haircut, short and black with straight-cut bangs. I let that crush pass me by. There were others, but I was never brave enough to ask any of them out, still traumatized by my first rejection (or I should say, humiliation) experience with Larissa.

Anyway…

It was possibly going to be our last sleepover as a complete unit. John had been accepted to a college on the other side of the country and was leaving in three weeks. Donny was going away for a backpacking trip around Europe. He had a one-way ticket and wasn’t sure when he would be returning. Grant got some job working for his uncle’s landscaping company. He’d already started, and was always complaining about how exhausted he was. Apparently his uncle had him working ten hour days, six days a week. He was hesitant to come to the sleepover at all, seeing as we were meeting up just an hour after he got off work. “Tomorrow’s my only day off,” he said, but John managed to guilt him into coming.

As for me, I wasn’t going anywhere. I was accepted into the local university, taking general studies. I had no plans of getting work, no plans of moving out, no idea what I wanted to do with my life. It’s not like I hadn’t thought about it. I spent entire sleepless nights thinking about it, but nothing appealed to me. No jobs stood out to me. My guidance counsellor asked me what my skills were, and I was embarrassed when I couldn’t come up with anything. I had no skills, nothing to offer the world. He told me to try writing, try drawing, try painting, try gardening. I tried all of it, and I sucked at it—well, I don’t think I was so bad at writing, but no sane individual would ever buy any of the crap I ever produced.

I was jealous of my friends. And when we all met up for that final sleepover, at Donny’s place, I felt totally out of place. They all started talking, going off about their big plans for the future. And I just sat there and smiled and listened quietly, with nothing to contribute. It was a welcomed relief when John suggested we play poker. The buy-in was set at fifty dollars. Grant spotted me, as I had no money to my name. “You can owe me,” he said with a smile and a wink. I instantly regretted taking the money. Grant wasn’t the kind of person who would let an owed favour go unused.

So I had more of a reason to try and win, to pay him back. Though it didn’t go so well for me. My very first hand was great, so I bet big. John called, and we went all the way to the end. I had three-of-a-kind, king-high. He had the same, ace-high. I was almost out after the first hand.

I was the first person out, five hands in. It was embarrassing. Grant had a good laugh. He ended up winning his money back, so he didn’t care. While they were playing, I went and got us a case of beer and some chips. When I returned, the game was almost over—Grant against John. John was all in. They put their cards on the table. Grant won with a pair of queens.


CHAPTER II

We spent the next hour drinking, watching an old Bruce Lee movie that Donny was obsessed with. We talked old times. “Remember the airsoft guns?” John said, and we all had a good laugh. There were so many stories—so much I’d forgotten, so much I would never forget. But it wasn’t long before the topic moved into the future, and I once again had nothing to add to the conversation.

Donny started going off about his planned trip to Europe, that conversation turned into the guys discussing which European girls were hotter: Eastern Europeans or Western Europeans. It didn’t take them long to decide that the East had the hotter girls. When they asked me what I thought, I just shrugged and agreed, and that brought the conversation right back into the past, but not where I wanted it. “You’ve always been shy about the girls, huh?” Donny said, nudging my arm.

“No, I just don’t have anything to say,” I said.

“Nothing to say? How can you have nothing to say? I seem to remember you asking that girl out—or should I say, that boy.” He started to laugh.

“It was a mistake. I was thirteen.”

“You were fourteen.”

“What’s the difference?” I said.

“Big difference.” Everyone nodded in agreement, as if there really was a big difference.

“Well it could have been worse, Eric. She could have said yes, and you could have found out much later, when you finally got into her panties,” said John.

“Fuck you,” I said, taking a long sip from my drink, looking around for some inspiration to change the subject. “This movie blows, by the way,” I said.

“It doesn’t,” Donny said, “but nice try in changing the subject. We should look that chick up. Do you think she’s still hot, or do you think she went through puberty and now she looks like Steven Seagal in a dress?” At least he admitted that she was hot—because she was. Larissa was a convincing girl—anyone could have made the same mistake. The only reason they didn’t was because they were informed that she was a man before me. “What was her name? Lauren or something?”

Everyone looked to me, waiting for me to answer. I shrugged my shoulders, pretending not to know. “Oh, c’mon, Eric. You know. What was her name?” John asked.

I had a feeling they all knew and they were all playing dumb, setting me up for another piece of the never-ending humiliation. “I think it was Larissa,” I finally said.

“That’s right! Larissa. Let’s look her up.” Donny pulled out his phone and started to search for her on Facebook. I just sat there feeling embarrassed, praying they would get bored of the subject and start off on their future aspirations again. Even though I had no future aspirations to talk about myself, I preferred the awkward silence over this. “Is this her? Damn, if this is her, she looks pretty good.” He turned the phone to us. It was her, and he was right—she did look pretty good. “Too bad she’s a guy. And there’s probably some Photoshop going on here.”

“I don’t think she’s good-looking at all,” Grant said with his arms crossed. “Clearly a dude in a skirt.”

John and Donny both squinted at the photo. “Yeah, maybe,” Donny said. “But I bet you couldn’t look that good in a skirt.”

“She doesn’t look good,” he reiterated. “Besides, I’m sure anyone could pull off a semi-convincing girl with enough makeup, a wig, and a dress.”

“Do you think you could pull off a convincing girl with some makeup, a wig, and a dress?” Donny asked.

Grant shrugged. “Probably. I bet Eric would even ask me out on a date.” They all started laughing again. I should have seen it coming. I felt my cheeks turn red and I wanted to defend myself, but it was useless. They were determined to use me as their punching bag, and I was destined to take it.

Thankfully, the topic changed once Donny started talking about ladyboys in Thailand, one of the countries he wanted to hit up during his epic backpacking trip. That got him talking about Asia in general, and then about Australia, and then they started talking about Australian girls and accents they found sexy, and I was just silent the whole time, with nothing to contribute once again.

Maybe it was a good thing that those sleepovers were coming to an end. Maybe I didn’t have as much in common with my friends as I thought. Maybe going to a different college than the rest of them was for the best—I could meet new friends with my same interests. I still liked Donny and John and Grant, they would always be my friends, but maybe it was time for them to play smaller roles in my life. Plus, it wouldn’t hurt to find some friends that were oblivious to my embarrassing incident with Larissa.

We went out for a walk, down to the park where the stoner girls hung out on weekends. John had the hots for one of them—a girl who always wore a toque that almost covered her eyes, and baggie hoodies that hid her body completely, making it impossible to tell if she was fit or chubby. They were there, sitting up by the kid’s slide, sharing a doobie. They waved us over. John went off with his crush, leaving the three of us with the girl’s three stoned buddies.

I was silent the whole time. They offered us a toke, we accepted. It didn’t help me relax though. It just made me more paranoid, as usual—worried my buddies would find some way to embarrass me in front of a new group of people. Thankfully they didn’t, though they did point out my silence, making me feel like a loser. “You don’t have to be shy around us,” one of the girls said. She looked into my eyes with a cute smirk. She was cute enough, but not my type. Her teeth were already yellowed from years of smoking cigarettes, and she coughed a lot.

I wasn’t shy. I just had nothing to say. All they wanted to talk about was scoring some more pot, and the parties that were starting up soon. They asked us if we wanted to tag along, and thankfully my friends rejected the offer. I couldn’t wait to get back to Donny’s place. It was kind of cold outside. I looked over at John, who was now making out with his crush. They had their backs to us, but I could see that his hand was down between her legs, probably fingering her. She was squirming slightly. I just thought it was a terribly inappropriate thing to do at a kids’ public park, even if it was almost midnight and every kid within ten miles was asleep.

I was relieved when John finally came back over and said, “Let’s get going.” His face was red and he was biting the edge of his tongue. His lady-friend was standing about ten yards away with her back to us. They must have had a fight. And thank God for that.

We returned to Donny’s house with a new case of beer and a couple new bags of chips. It was late, midnight, but for our sleepovers, the night was still young.


CHAPTER III

As soon as we were back at Donny’s place, Donny started to set up for another card game. “You want you play poker again?” Grant asked, cracking himself another beer. The empties were beginning to stack up, and it was starting to show in my friends, who were beginning to waver ever-so-slightly, and the volume of their voices was going up, even though Donny’s sister was home from work and off to bed.

“Not poker,” said Donny. “We’re going to play a different game. You know how to play Ride the Bus?”

We all shrugged. I knew how to play, Grant said he’d played once but couldn’t remember, and John had never heard of the game. So Donny explained the rules. It is a little bit like Blackjack, a little bit like poker, and even a little bit like Go Fish. But the game has one special characteristic—each round has only one loser, unless someone gets a very specific hand, in which case everyone loses, save for the guy who got the winning hand. Everyone gets a certain number of chips, and with each loss, you must give up a chip. No one gets your chip, it’s just lost, until only one person remains.

“Sounds like a kids’ game. Do we have to play this?” Grant asked.

“You’ll like it, don’t worry. But we’re adding a twist. We’re making it Truth or Dare Ride the Bus. Instead of losing a chip, you have to pick truth or dare. Everyone gets one chip—that chip is your only truth. Once you use it up, you can only pick dare. Got it? Pick dare and you get to keep your truth chip.”

“So how do you win?” I asked.

“Well, if you fail the dare, you’re eliminated. But we need to make the stakes higher than that, otherwise you pussies are just going to bail right away,” Donny said.

“How’s about everyone puts in fifty bucks?” Grant suggested.

“No, because Mooch here will just borrow your money and never pay it back. That’s hardly an incentive. Let’s think…” He scratched his chin and then his eyes lit up. “I got it.” His smile was bigger than ever. “If you lose, you have to run to the police department and back, totally naked.”

“What? No way. The police department is five blocks away!” I said. “Plus, they would almost definitely arrest us.”

“Well then you’d better go through with the dare.” He smiled. The other guys smiled too—I couldn’t believe it. They actually liked this bat-shit crazy idea?

“What if someone makes some stupid dare, like, go and kill yourself. The rules need to be more clear.”

“No daring anyone to hurt themselves. Happy?”

I thought for a moment. My head was spinning and my heart was pounding. I was honestly more worried about the truth aspect of the game. I knew what they were going to ask me—about Larissa, and I was a shit liar. She was hot, okay? I couldn’t tell that she was actually a boy. And no one else could either until the news leaked. And yeah, I still thought about her from time to time, but it meant nothing.

“Sounds good. Deal the cards,” John said, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. The other guys were downing the rest of their beers, getting ready for another round. The drunker they were, the more intense the dares were going to be. I just hoped they would get bored quickly.

The first hand was dealt. It took me a couple of minutes to figure out how the game was properly played. I remembered playing the game when I was younger—sometimes rounds only lasted thirty seconds. Sometimes they went on for ten minutes. This was one of those longer rounds, but with the tension in the room, it felt like it was dragging on for an hour. The round didn’t end until someone knocked on the table, and then everyone got to pick up and discard one more card in an attempt to make thirty-one out of three cards of the same suit. If you get thirty-one, you win instantly, and everyone else loses—that’s the only way for there to be more than one loser.

It was Donny who finally knocked, with a big smirk on his face.

As we all picked up our final card, he placed his down. He had thirty. My heart skipped a beat. I had twenty-two. I waited until the others put down their hands. John had twenty-three, and Grant had nineteen. I let my shoulders relax and I took a deep breath. I put my cards down and everyone looked over at Grant, who sunk into his chair and muttered a “fuck” under his breath.

“Truth or dare, Grant?” Donny said.

“Dare, I guess,” he said, looking down at his precious chip, saving it for when things inevitably got more intense.

“What should we make him do?” Donny asked, looking to me and John.

We thought for a moment, and then John piped up. “Make him go and steal a pair of your sister’s panties.”

Donny’s older sister was asleep upstairs. She was in a nursing program, working long hours. She’d gotten home while we were out with John’s stoner girl friends. I smiled, satisfied with the dare. It was more harmless than I was expecting, but still exciting enough to make the game fun. I was just glad he wasn’t dared to do anything ridiculous, like, go upstairs and bang pots and pans in her bedroom, or throw a rock through the neighbour’s window. I could handle a harmless prank.

Grant got up, took a deep breath, and he crept upstairs. We all sat in eager anticipation while we waited for him to return. It was quiet. We could hear the odd creak of his footsteps above our heads. We all took turns breaking into little giggling fits, like a bunch of children. It was fun—a nice reminder of why I liked these guys, why I was going to miss these sleepovers. Maybe we had more in common than I thought. Maybe I just had some of my own issues I needed to sort out, rather than going off and replacing my friends with new ones.

Grant returned with a pair of lacy black panties. He held them up for everyone to see, and then he threw them into Donny’s face. We all laughed as Donny threw them away and spat while shaking his head in disgust. “What? You don’t like the way your sister’s panties taste, Donny?” Grant said with a  big smirk on his face.

“You’re a real bastard, you know that? Deal the cards.” Grant picked up the deck, gave it a good shuffle, and started the deal. We were all on the edge of our seat. It was the perfect game—a game we would remember forever, just like the airsoft war, just like so many other historic sleepovers in the past.

I got a pretty good starting hand, and I was feeling confident. After just a few laps around the table, I decided to knock. The other guys all perked up, muttering profanities under their breath as they picked up their final cards. “Shit!” Donny said, throwing his cards down. He had eight. John had thirteen. Grant had fifteen. I had twenty-two. “Truth or dare, Donny?”

“Truth,” he said, tossing his chip into the middle.

While Grant and I tried to think of a great question, John blurted out: “Are you still a virgin?”

Donny smiled, his cheeks turning red. His lips parted, but he didn’t say anything. And that was enough to make the room erupt. “What? Actually?” John said. Of all people, Donny Brown was a virgin?

“So what? What’s the big deal?” Donny said. I was surprised he admitted it. I guess there’s something about Truth or Dare that brings the real truth out of people. It’s more morally wrong than ever to lie, especially after watching your friend completing a risky dare—how could anyone lie like some lowlife cheater?

“Wow…” Grant said with a big, triumphant smile on his face. This night was becoming more memorable by the minute.

The cards were dealt again. This time, my hand was shit, and every card I picked up was shit. I just kept hoping for a stroke of luck, just two good draws in a row would have been enough. But Donny knocked, and my last card was a lousy two of clubs, and I was going for a hand of hearts. I muttered “shit” under my breath before we even showed our hands. I’d lost. Everyone looked to me with big smirks. “Truth or dare, Eric?” Donny said.


CHAPTER IV

I couldn’t do truth. I knew it was going to be a Larissa question, and I wasn’t prepared to answer it. I would have to lie if it was asked—there was no way I could tell the truth. There was no way I could admit that I still had feelings for the boy-girl a whole five years later. How could I ever admit something like that? “Dare,” I said, my heart pounding.

They all looked to one another and they shared the occasional whisper. “Oh, that’s good,” Donny said with a smirk. I tried to control my breathing, tried reassuring myself that it wouldn’t be so bad. How bad could it be? We were just three hands into the game.

“Put on the panties,” Grant said. They were all sitting still, staring at me.

“What?” I said.

“Donny’s sister’s panties. Put them on. Take your undies off, and put on the panties. What don’t you get?” I looked at the panties. That’s all they wanted? It seemed so stupid—the easiest dare ever, until I had the panties in my hands, then I froze up. It suddenly seemed so taboo, so naughty, so wrong in every way possible. I scooched my chair into the table so they couldn’t see my lower half, and I tugged down my pants. I put them up on the table, along with my boxers shorts, and then I slipped on the panties. It was a bit of a struggle to get my cock and balls to stay inside, but I managed.

It was a weird feeling. They were so tight, but so soft. I’d never had anything cradle my cock so snug-like, and I’d never worn undies that left my whole ass exposed. “Can I put my pants back on at least?” I asked.

“No,” they all said, almost in perfect unison.

It was extremely awkward, to say the least, but as long as Donny’s sister didn’t come down the stairs, then it wasn’t so bad. So I just sat there, in his sister’s panties, as I shuffled the deck and handed out the next set of cards.

There is a rule in Ride the Bus that we’d all forgotten—all of us except for Donny. If you knock and then lose, then you lose two chips instead of one. He explained it at the start, but we all must have dismissed it once the Truth or Dare aspect was brought in. Because how can you lose twice in Truth or Dare? You have to do two dares? A truth and a dare? What?

I was the one who knocked, and my God, was it a big mistake. But I had thirty and it was still early in the round—so how could I lose? Well, there was one way to lose. Donny picked up his last card and his face lit up. He threw his cards down immediately and yelled “Thirty-one! Read ‘em and weep, boys!” Not only did we all lose, I lost twice, because I’d knocked. And I had no idea what that meant.

Donny’s eyes gaze met with mine. His eyes were narrowed and his grin was full of evil. He had this whole thing planned out. “Truth or dare—all of you,” he said, finally looking away from me.

Grant went with truth. He tossed one of his chips into the middle. He didn’t want any part of any group dare nonsense. He had the good sense to know it was going to be more than the usual dare shenanigans. “What do you want to know?”

“What’s the last thing you masturbated to?” Donny asked.

Grant laughed, smirked, bit his lip, and then said, “Porn. That it?”

“What kind of porn, loser?”

Grant smiled again, his cheeks turning red. “What difference does it make?”

“Because you fucking picked truth, so answer the question.”

He was slow to answer, looking down at the table, not daring to look any of us in the eye. “Well, it was, like, just out of curiosity… But it was two guys. But it’s not like I was into it—I was just curious.”

“Bi-curious?” Donny said, trying to hold back his laughter.

“Fuck off. I bet you’ve done it, too.”

“No way!” Donny said, and then that torrent of laughter came flooding out. Even I laughed, despite my nerves as I awaited my mystery humiliation.

“Yeah right…” Grant said, crossing his arms, sinking into his chair, his face dark red. Once again, there’s something about truth and dare that brings out the real honesty in people—a moral code that no one dares to break—all the more reason to keep picking dare.

“Alright,” Donny said, turning to us. “So, truth or dare, boys?”

“Dare,” John said. He was smiling, excited for whatever came next. He was drunk, his humility elsewhere. He was rubbing his hands together, awaiting his punishment as if he’d lost on purpose.

“Eric?” Donny asked.

“Dare,” I said with reluctance. How bad could it be?

“You know it’s going to be an extra special dare, right? You did lose twice, after all.”

“I know, just get on with it.”

“First, I’m going to whisper John’s dare into his ear. Then we’ll get to you in a minute.” He leaned over and whispered into John’s ear. It took him a minute to get all the info across, as if the dare was especially complex. I just sat and let my nerves pound cold, my muscles becoming more and more rigid. This game wasn’t turning out to be as fun as I thought it would. I looked to the clock—it was only 1 AM, still lots of time for the game to descend into complete and utter madness.

John got up with a big smile, and he left the room.

“Get comfortable, this might take a few minutes,” Donny said, leaning back into his chair. He was in complete control of the game. I wouldn’t be surprised to find out he’d been practicing his Ride the Bus skills all month in preparation for this night.


CHAPTER V

John came back with a bag and a few beads of sweat dripping from his forehead. “She rolled over and I thought she was awake. I nearly had a goddamn heart attack,” he said, taking a deep breath in. “Here’s the stuff. I got it all.”

“Excellent,” Donny said, taking the bag and looking inside. He dug around through the bag and then found what he was looking for. He pulled out a small dildo, about the size of a sharpie, with a flat base. My heart sank into my gut at the sight of it. “Did you get the remote?” he asked as he dug into the bag again. “Ah yes, here it is.”

Grant laughed. “Why did you know your sister had that?” he said with his arms still crossed.

“I was looking for her weed stash and I found it a few weeks ago. But that’s beside the point. Eric is going to play the rest of the game with it in his panties. Donny didn’t wait for me to protest. He pulled out a little bottle of lube and started to squirt a dab onto the tip of the vibrating toy.

“What? No way. I’m not doing that,” I said.

“It’s not that big, Eric. I’m sure you can handle it. It’s probably smaller than Larissa’s cock.” He laughed and so did the other guys.

“Screw this. I’m not playing this game anymore,” I said, my heart pounding, my legs shaking.

“So you’re going to run the naked mile?” Donny asked, and everyone looked at me.

“No, I’m not doing that either.”

I was booed, by all of them. I was destroying the code of the game, defying the rules I’d agreed to when I accepted that first hand of cards. “You have to pick one.”

“Pick another dare. This is too outrageous.”

“It’s maybe outrageous, yes, but it’s two dares combined into one—a super dare. You lost twice, remember?” He looked to the other guys, and they all shook their heads as if they agreed it was a fair dare.

I sighed, my body trembling, sinking into my seat. “Fine,” I said. “Give me the stupid toy.” It really wasn’t that big, maybe a few inches long, and about a half-inch thick. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but I couldn’t imagine this was going to hurt. After all, I’d seen porn where girls took way more without even flinching.

So I stood up slightly, slipped the lubed-up toy beneath my panties, and I lined it up with my asshole. I felt like such a pathetic loser doing it in front of my snickering friends, but I didn’t want to ruin their stupid game. Carefully I sat down, and I felt it penetrating me. I clenched and froze up. It was a strange feeling, unlike anything I’d ever felt. But it wasn’t so bad—just utterly humiliating. I sunk down further and further until it was inside of me completely, the flat base pressed between my chair and my butt cheeks. “Happy?” I said, unable to look any of them in the eye.

And it was my turn to deal the next hand. I couldn’t wait for the next round to be over, for someone else to get dared, so everyone could forget that I had a sex toy shoved up my asshole. I dealt the cards, luckily dealing myself a good hand. A few laps around the table, and my good hand became a great hand. I ended up knocking, and I didn’t end up losing. John lost. He picked truth, throwing his chip into the middle. Now, I was the only one with a truth chip left.

“If you had to let one of us suck your dick, who would it be?” Donny asked, once again not asking us for our input before blurting out the question.

John looked around the table, his cheeks turning a shade of pink. His gaze landed on me and my heart skipped a beat. “Probably Eric,” he said.

My heart stuttered and I felt a pit growing in my gut. Me? Why me? Or was he just picking one of us because he had no choice. It’s not like he wanted me to suck his dick—he just would have preferred me over the other guys… Right?

Everyone laughed. I forced a laugh. “Gross,” I said. “No way.”

“Oh, you’d like it,” he said, nudging my arm.

He dealt the next hand. I got a mediocre draw, but I wasn’t too worried. As I went to pick up a card, I felt it buzzing inside of me—the vibrator. Donny had clicked a button on the remote. He was looking at me with a smirk. And the damned vibrator was buzzing against some strange spot that made my whole body tense, sending warm jolts into my crotch. It was a strange feeling—slightly euphoric, but that just made the whole thing so much worse. I bit down on my tongue, not wanting to give myself away at all. But damn, did that buzzing feel good.

“Pick up a card, Eric,” John said.

I stuttered. “Huh? Right, um, okay, yeah.” I picked up a card. I could hardly focus. I dropped one of my cards, and it wasn’t until Grant was picking up that I realized I’d dropped my best card. The vibrator had me all confused and flustered. I’d made a huge mistake. It was an especially huge mistake because Donny knocked when it was his turn. I picked up my last card, but it was shit. I had nothing. I’d given away my chance of slipping by that round.

“Truth or dare, Eric?” Donny said with that oh-so-familiar smirk.

Was I ready for truth? Was I done with the humiliating dares? The dares would never be as humiliating as the truth that they wanted out of me. “Dare,” I said. Donny brought that bag up onto his lap. He leaned over and let Grant in on the plan. John already knew—he was the one who had fetched that bag of horrors. And I was their victim. It was all of them against me.

They were ready to torture me until I picked truth and spilled my guts about Larissa.


CHAPTER VI

It was a stupid dare, at least in my opinion. In that bag was a selection of Donny’s sister’s clothes, a handful of her makeup supplies, some shaving cream, and a razor. They wanted me to shave my legs, get dressed up, and they were going to do my makeup. First, they had me put on a bra, stuffed with his sister’s socks, and then they had me put on a little black dress, which I’m pretty sure was Donny’s sister’s prom dress. It was tight on my body, hugging every inch of skin that it touched. Donny and John tag-teamed my makeup while I sat with my eyes closed, wishing this night would be over with. Grant sat between my spread legs, shaving my legs, all the way up to my crotch.

“Be careful,” I said when I felt that razor edging near my ball sack. I wanted to protest to all of it. I felt so stupid. But I knew if I just let them do it, let them laugh without getting all flustered, they would eventually get bored and move onto something else—a new game, a less stupid game. We were eighteen-years-old—what were we doing playing Truth or Dare anyway?

“How are those legs coming, Grant?” Donny asked.

I felt Grant’s hand gently sliding up my legs, up my thighs, his hands coming far too close to my groin for my own comfort. “Nice and smooth,” he said. He ran his hands back down.

“Get his pubes, too,” Donny said.

“What? Are you serious?” I said, finally breaking my silence.

“Pretty girls don’t have bush. It’s not the 70s anymore, Eric,” Donny said.

I wanted to protest further, to stand up and march out of there, but I just crossed my arms and kept my eyes closed. They would be bored soon, sooner if I kept my mouth shut and showed no emotion. I felt his fingers nudging down my panties, exposing the base of my shaft. A lump filled my throat. I fought back the urge to kick him away. And then I felt his fingers rubbing in some shaving cream. God, it was so embarrassing. And why was he doing it so willingly? He didn’t lose the round—he wasn’t the one fulfilling a dare. Maybe he just thought it was so funny that it was worth getting his fingers awfully close to my manhood…

It was another ten minutes before everyone stepped back, apparently satisfied with my transformation. I was told to open my eyes. They were all looking at me with big smiles. “She’s hot,” John said with a chuckle. They other guys all had a good chuckle of their own. I didn’t even notice until I looked down to see my legs that they’d slipped a pair of black, strappy high heels on my feet. I looked around for a mirror or even a window reflection, but there was nothing in that basement. And a part of me didn’t want to know how stupid I looked, so I decided to just reach for the deck of cards and deal the next hand.

But the guys kept looking at me. “She really does look like a lady. Eric, do your best lady voice,” Donny said.

“No,” I said. “That wasn’t part of the deal.”

“Fine, play hard to get.”

I dealt the next round of cards. It was a long round. I started off with a terrible hand. My heart raced the whole time, wondering what they would do to me if I lost again. It was Donny who knocked. I got lucky. My last pickup was an ace in my suit. I ended up edging out John by an inch. I took a deep breath and let my body relax for just a moment.

“Okay, it’s dare I guess, seeing as I used my truth chip,” John said.

“You have to massage Grant’s dick until he’s hard,” Donny said with a big smile.

“What? Are you fucking kidding me? No way.”

I looked over at Grant. His face was red. He wasn’t saying anything. It looked like he was just trying to stay in control of his breathing.

“Okay, then you can run the naked mile and lose. It’s your call.”

Everyone was looking at John now. His face was white. He looked from Donny, to me, to Grant, and then back to Donny. “You’re actually serious right now?” he said.

“Totally serious.”

Grant continued to remain silent. John shook his head, took a deep breath, and then he went over to Grant. He dropped to his knees and muttered. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this. You know I’m going to get you back, right?” He carefully unzipped Grant’s fly. He took another deep breath. He shut his eyes, and then he reached through the hole in Grant’s boxers. Grant’s eyes lit up, letting us know that John was now touching his bare rod. He started to massage. “C’mon, man. Get hard so we can be done with this.”

He got his fingers around Grant’s girth and he pumped, pulling back Grant’s foreskin, rubbing his exposed tip. Grant’s body was as stiff as marble, his back rigid against his chair. He was taking slow, controlled breaths. He closed his eyes. And then John said, “Oh my God, he’s actually getting hard. It feels so… weird. I can feel it growing.”

We could see it getting harder, pushing further out from his clenched grip. Grant’s tip was red, throbbing visibly. He was big. Grant bit his bottom lip. He finally opened his eyes and looked down at John. John was finally looking at the cock he was stroking, strangely interested all of a sudden. And the room was quiet. I was just happy that I wasn’t the victim this time around. At least I didn’t think I was, until Donny pressed the button on that remote, and I felt that buzzing deep in my ass, making my legs tremble.

I squirmed in my seat. I took a deep breath of my own. He’d turned up the intensity of the remote-controlled vibrator. And it was vibrating right against some sweet-spot, sending warm pulses into my cock. I reached down subtly to readjust my cock in my panties. I was getting hard.

“Okay, he’s hard. Are you happy?” John said, letting go of the rod. And he was right. Grant’s cock was huge, throbbing upright.

John looked over at me with an expression that said, ‘Let’s take Donny down and give him a taste of his own medicine.’ He gave the same look to Grant, who seemed to nod ever-so-slightly in agreement. So for the next hand, we were all very careful with which cards we put down. Donny was right after me in the circle, which meant he could pick up my discarded cards. But I figured, I didn’t have to win. Even if I lost, as long as it was one of the other guys who won, I would be fine. It seemed like whoever had the best hand was the one to pick the dare or question. And they wanted Donny, not me. So instead of going for a great hand, I just made sure to drop crap for Donny. A few laps around the table, he was looking noticeably frustrated. “That’s what you drop for me?” he said after I dropped him a two of clubs. I suspected he was going for hearts after picking up my five of hearts. So I made sure not to drop any hearts.

John knocked and we all got to pick up one last card. Somehow I got lucky, getting another ace in my final draw. I didn’t lose, but neither did Donny. It was Grant who lost. His face became a shade whiter as soon as he realized his hand was the worst on the table. “Oh no,” he said.

But it was John with the best hand, not Donny. And John went easy. He dared Grant to go into Donny’s sister’s bedroom for five minutes, totally naked. It was an easy enough dare, but enough to make Grant tremble. We all went upstairs with him, to make sure he actually did it. We watched him take off all his clothes in the hallway and we watched as he slipped into the twenty-year-old girl’s bedroom. And we waited five minutes. She didn’t wake up, and Grant looked relieved as hell when he finally got his boxers back on.

So we returned to the basement for another round.


CHAPTER VII

We played the same strategy, me giving up crap to Donny, sacrificing myself so that Donny would lose and face the wrath of the group. He was even more frustrated this round, grunting with every card he picked up, shaking his head, muttering under his breath. “This is such bullshit. Where are all the face cards?” he said at one point.

Grant and John were both smiling. The tension in the room was thick. No one wanted to be the victim of the next dare. But we all wanted revenge.

I got a lucky break. On my turn, I got a king of hearts. On my next turn, I got an ace of hearts. Then I got a nine of hearts. I looked over at Donny, who was shaking his head, still muttering something under his breath. So I decided to knock. It was my chance.

I watched Donny pick up a card and stare at it as the other two guys picked up their last card. I put my cards on the table. “Thirty,” I said with a big smile.

Donny started laughing. “Thirty-one, losers!” He slapped down his winning hand. He wasn’t kidding. He had thirty-one—we all lost. And worst of all, I lost twice.

“Truth or dare, Eric?” Donny said, looking right at me. He didn’t even bother to look at the other guys. It was me that he wanted to torture.

Was it time to just give in to the truth? Was it really so much worse than whatever Donny had in store for me? I opened my mouth to say truth, but I just couldn’t push that word through my lips. “Dare,” I said reluctantly.

“Remember, it’s a double dare—you lost twice,” he said, in case I wasn’t well aware.

“I know. Just get it over with,” I said.

“Dare one, you’re going to suck John off, until he comes. Dare two, you’re going to bend over for Grant, until he comes.”

That lump returned to my throat. “What?” I said. “No. I can’t do it.”

“Then go run the naked mile,” he said. “Just remember, you can’t turn around until you touch the police station wall.”

I considered it. I was a fast runner—it would only take five minutes. But there was a very good chance I would end up in jail. And I was eighteen now—eligible for a permanent criminal record. Would that make me a sexual offender? Would my face end up on all those Watch Dog websites? Would I be one of the many red blips that signified a local pervert? What about future job prospects? I didn’t even know what I wanted to be, and I was already looking at permanently eliminating job options.

As I tried to think of my best option, the buzzing started again. He’d turned on the vibrator, to a higher setting than ever before. My body trembled. My God, did it feel good. I’m embarrassed to admit, I didn’t want him to turn it off. It was the perfect amount of vibration, making my cock, so hard so fast. It felt like I was on the constant verge of coming.

And I found myself standing up, walking over to John. And that’s when I noticed the television in the corner. It was turned off, only showing me my own reflection. And shit, did I look good. My body looked great in that little black dress. My face looked so cute in that makeup. I looked like a real girl. And I was hot.

I looked down at John. He looked up at me. That buzzing in my ass continued to make my legs tremble slightly, to confuse my sensibilities. The liquor in my system probably wasn’t helping at all either. I found myself on my knees, my fingers at John’s crotch. Was I really going to do it? How bad could it be? If I could get him off quick, then I could forget all about it, pretend like it never happened. But what about Grant? I couldn’t let a man fuck me in the ass. I’d seen his erect cock—he was big. A hell of a lot bigger than the vibrator that was currently making me shudder in euphoria.

I unzipped John’s fly. My mind was all over the place. I was flip-flopping every second. One second reaching for John’s manhood, the next retracting my hand. But somehow, I ended up with his warm girth in my hand. I ended up fishing it out. And he didn’t stop me. In fact, he was looking down at me. He slipped his hand behind my head, his fingers into my hair. His cheeks were red as he looked into my eyes. Did he want this?

Did I want it?

I pulled that cock out. His cock was short and fat, even once it started to get hard. I was able to fit the whole thing in my mouth. I was able to circle his pulsing tip with my tongue. “Fuck, she’s actually pretty hot,” he said, his voice cracking slightly.

I slipped one hand under his ball sack and massaged gently. As I tickled his very tip with the tip of my tongue, I felt a little squirt, and I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum. He was hard. I was actually going to make him come. I was going to make a man—one of my best friends—cum.

“Up on your knees,” Grant said, slipping his hands under my waist to lift me up into doggy position. Again, I didn’t protest. I just went along, as if some alien entity had taken control of my body. I felt him lifting up the skirt of my dress, tugging my panties down around my thighs. He pulled out the vibrator, leaving me feeling strangely empty, and then he ran his fingers over my puckering asshole.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” Donny asked from the other side of the room. He was leaning back in his chair, watching with a smirk on his face like some cruel puppet master. He’d been playing us the whole time. From the moment he suggested the game of Truth or Dare, this had been his goal.

I heard Grant’s pants hit the floor, and then I felt that big, warm rod press up between my butt cheeks. I knew it was probably going to hurt at first, but I was ready for it. I could still see myself in that television reflection, on my hands and knees, looking fucking sexy as hell.

I could feel John’s rod pulsing on my tongue. I could hear him groaning. Getting him off was going to be a cinch—I was almost there already. And it was fun. Every little slip of the tongue made him tremble and moan. Every time I puckered my lips, he squirmed in euphoria. He grabbed two handfuls of my hair and started to thrust his fat cock into my throat, holding my nose into his pubic hair. I was their little slut, theirs to do what they wanted with.

And then I felt the penetration, that big, hard dick sliding in. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would. It felt fucking incredible, sending hot pulses of ecstasy through my body. My legs started to tremble intensely. Thankfully, Grant held me up as he continued to slide in deep.

“I think she likes it,” Donny said with a chuckle from the safety of his corner. “Why don’t you tell the boys how much you like it?” he said.

“I like it,” I said, gagged by the fat cock in my throat. Saliva was running down my face, but I didn’t mind. I really did love it. I loved the idea that I was getting two guys off, that I was hot enough to make them rock-hard and horny as hell.

Grant started to pump my tush. He didn’t hold back, pounding his whole length into me, teasing my rim with his pulsing tip, pounding my ass cheeks with his hard pelvis. I could feel him up in my belly, near my sternum. And I liked it. I didn’t want it to end.

Without warning, John came in my mouth. I choked and gagged on his hot load. I tried to swallow, but it was too much. I ended up spitting it out, letting it run down to my chin. I was too preoccupied to wipe it off. He wiped the last drop of his jizz on the tip of my nose, and he let out a long, elated sigh.

“Turn her around so I can see her face,” Donny said. Grant managed to turn me around without removing his manhood from my rectum. He kept pounding me. I looked up at Donny, who looked down at me with a smirk. “Look at her. What a little whore,” he said.

I tried to respond, but I was too lost in euphoria. Grant’s cock was perfectly pressing against that sweet spot, making me want to fall to the floor and convulse.

“Holy shit, she’s coming!” John said. I looked beneath me, and he was right—my cock was oozing warm cum. I didn’t know such a thing was even possible. There was a lot I didn’t know about myself until that night.

“I’m going to come in her ass,” Grant said deeply through clenched teeth.

I could feel his cock pulsing, hardening, getting ready to burst. He was trying to hold back, but it was hopeless. He dug his fingertips into my skin and then I felt his hot blasts filling me up. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from screaming. It felt great. It even felt great when he pulled his long dick out and his creampie rushed out and ran down my legs.

And that’s when I noticed the cards poking out from Donny’s pockets.


CHAPTER VIII

“Hey!” I said. “You cheated!” The other guys looked over, but Donny was quick to cover that pocket with his hand.

“What are you talking about?” Donny said, his face flushing.

“Those cards in your pocket. You’ve been cheating.”

John and Grant walked up to him, surround him. Grant reached down for his pocket. Donny tried to stop him, but the two men overpowered him, and found the face cards hiding in Donny’s pocket. “He did cheat!” Grant said, holding the cards up.

“Whatever, it was just in fun. It’s not like it matters. It’s just a game,” Donny said.

“A game which you lost, disqualified for cheating. I think we can all agree to that. Right?”

“What do you mean, I lost? The game’s over. Let’s do something else. Want to play video games?”

“No,” Grant said.

“I think we should play a different game. Everything you just did to us, I think we should do to you. What do you guys think?” John said. We all nodded in agreement. “So I guess we’ll start with the panties and the vibrator while we get you dolled up. What do you think, Donny?”

Donny was rendered frozen. He’d been caught and he had no way out.

I have to admit, he looked pretty good in that little black dress. He looked even better with some eyeliner, eye shadow, and a bit of lip gloss. He had a pretty good butt, once he was standing in heels, but he wasn’t nearly as hot as me.

But we still had fun, making him moan with that remote control, making him suck our cocks, making him take it from behind. And in the end, I think he liked it. We made him come without touching his dick, so he must have liked it, right?

“What do you think, Eric? Do you think she’s hot?” John asked me when it was my turn to plunge Donny’s stretched-out ass.

I looked down at her, all cute and dolled up. “She’s cute,” I said. “But she’s no Larissa.”

“Maybe after this, we should message Larissa and see if she’s single for you,” John said.

“I think that sounds like a plan. But first, let’s finish this game of Truth or Dare,” I said as pushed my dick into her tight, puckering asshole.

THE END


DIFFERENT STROKES

Jake was just a couple of strokes away from qualifying for the men’s Pro-Am golf tournament. So instead of competing in the tournament, he gets stuck caddying for it, watching what could have been. And now that he’s not on the pro circuit, it looks like he’ll be caddying for minimum wage all summer.

But his friend, Andrew, gets an idea: why not compete in the upcoming women’s Pro-Am qualifier? It was a transgender who won the year before, after all. Fifty-thousand dollars and a spot on the professional circuit. All Jake would need is a wig, some makeup, and a little skirt. Andrew is going all-in, but can Jake muster up the same courage?


CHAPTER I

Saturdays were always the worst days to be scheduled for work at the golf course, but that particular Saturday was especially bad. It was the annual Pro-Am Golf Tournament and we were severely understaffed, because half of the caddies were participating in the tournament. I would have been participating with them, had I not had the worst game of my life during the qualifier.

Most of us were stuck caddying for two players at a time, the full eighteen holes, no breaks between games. I must have walked that course six times that day, dragging two heavy golf bags around. The worst part of the day was when I was caddying for one of the older pro players, who decided to use his late-father’s old club set, made from the heaviest solid wood on the planet. That bag must have weighed one-hundred goddamn pounds.

At least it was good exercise. And I didn’t take it nearly as hard as some of the other guys. You should have seen Frank at the end of the day, slumped in that lawn chair behind the pro shop, tongue hanging out of his mouth like an exhausted German Shepherd dog. I watched as he tried to drink a glass of water, and it just splashed and poured all over his face, like a toddler using an adult cup for the first time. It was embarrassing.

But it was better to be exhausted than bitter. Every time I crossed paths with Andrew that day, he was mumbling profanities under his breath. It didn’t help that he got stuck caddying for another caddy, Thomas, who usually worked with us. Thomas beat Andrew in the qualifier by a single stroke, stealing that last position at the tournament. At the end of the day, when we all convened behind that pro shop, Andrew was still mumbling profanities under his breath. “What a fucking waste. He can hardly swing a fucking club. The stupid bastard just got lucky. What a goddamn fucking waste.”

I felt the same, but I did a better job keeping it to myself. I was only a couple of strokes behind Thomas. It was the eighth hole that got me. I sliced my first shot, ended up in the rough, and then I just couldn’t get out to save my life. I ended that hole at six over par, and then my confidence was ruined. That one hole cost me my spot at the Pro-Am tournament. Had I made the tournament, I know I could have done well enough to make the next tournament, and the one after that, ended up on the circuit—that was my dream, and I was so close. It was just that damned eighth hole.

And now, I was stuck caddying for the rest of the summer, with Andrew, and with Thomas—Thomas’s score was so bad that he was already eliminated from the circuit.

“At least we still get to be on the course, to watch all the pro players,” I said. “Maybe we can learn some new tricks for next year.”

Andrew rolled his eyes. “The pro players,” he said with a snicker. “Next week is the women’s trials, and the week after that is the women’s Pro-Am. And then the week after that is the junior competition, and then the handicapped tournament. Which one of those are you looking forward to learning from the most?” His sarcasm was thick and heavy.

“I’m just trying to stay positive,” I said. I looked over at the schedule, and he was right. That Pro-Am was the last real professional tournament, unless you count the women. But I’d caddied the women’s tournament before, and I hate to say it, but it was a joke. The second the camera crews showed up for work, the tournament turned into a fashion show. The girl I was caddying for kept slipping aside after every hole to check her makeup. The girl who won the tournament finished three under par… I finished three under par on a bad day. And these girls were supposed to be some of the best in the country?

And the juniors… Don’t even get me started on the juniors. At least their clubs were light and easy to lug around the course. The junior winner the year before finished eight over par, and that was apparently a record.

So Andrew was right—there wasn’t anything to look forward to aside from a barely-above-minimum-wage paycheque and a good workout. There was always next year to look forward to. Hopefully that would be better.

Thomas poked his head around the corner. “Hey guys,” he said. We both looked over at him with disdain. He got into the contest fair-and-square, but I couldn’t help but feel like he’d wasted an amazing opportunity. Andrew was feeling the same. He even said so, making Thomas’s face turn white. “I did the best I could. I guess I just need more practice,” he said.

Andrew shook his head, his face a shade of pink. “Yeah, more practice… You need a hell of a lot more than practice. You didn’t take any of my advice out there. I said to use that seven iron on that tenth hole, but you just had to use the pitching wedge.”

“Maybe you were right…” Thomas said, taking the seat next to me.

“Maybe? I know I was right. Who uses a pitching wedge at one-hundred and fifty yards? That’s just stupid.”

“It was so flat,” Thomas said in a sheepish voice.

“All the more reason not to use the pitching wedge, ding-dong.”

“Sorry,” Thomas said, and then we were all silent. We watched as a couple of the other caddies shuffled by, their shirts soaked with sweat, their lips dry and their eyes heavy. “Man, you guys all look beat.”

Andrew gave him the death glare, making him slouch into his seat with eyes filled with guilt. “Hopefully some of the girls will be hot again this year,” Andrew said as he gave his shoulder a good rotation, making it crack and pop. “Remember that little blonde last year? The one with the little skirt that was so short, you could see the bulge of her puss whenever she went to tee off…”

How could I forget? We all gathered to watch her tee off at every hole. I don’t think she ever did better than par, and she maybe even only got par a couple of times, but no one missed her tee offs, as if she was Tiger Woods 2.0. Her blouse was so tight, she popped a button on the last hole when she swung, eliciting an audible sigh from the crowd. 

“Or that brunette,” Thomas said, and we immediately knew who he was talking about. She was one of the better girls, and she was smoking hot. She had huge tits, which she tried to hide with a tight sports bra, but the bra only squished some of that beautiful boob meat out the sides of her top. Her hair was crazy long, almost touching her bum. And between holes, she would hang around and flirt with the caddies—probably hoping for some pro tips or the occasional ball nudge. I’m sure she got plenty of illegal help from her caddies throughout the tournament. Oh well, who cares—it was the women’s tournament. No one cared about the women’s tournament.

“Or even the girl who won,” I said. “She wasn’t too bad either—looking, I mean. She wasn’t the greatest golfer on the planet. Rebecca, or whatever her name was…”

Both men looked at me strangely. Andrew’s eyes were narrowed.

“What? Don’t you think she was kind of sexy? The redhead,” I said, but they just kept giving me that same silent look. “What?”

“Dude, that was a guy,” Andrew said.

“Yeah—the winner of the tournament last year was a trans chick,” Thomas said. “It came out a week after the tournament. It even made the local news.”

I could feel the colour flushing from my face. I’d accidentally admitted to finding a tranny attractive. I had a feeling that I would always remember that moment as one of the most embarrassing of my life.


CHAPTER II

The guys had a good laugh, and I couldn’t blame them—I would have done the same had the roles been reversed.

But was it really true? Was that redhead actually born a dude? When I got home, and once the humiliation had subsided slightly, I looked it up. I found the Women’s Pro-Am Tournament protocol from the previous year. Her name was right there at the top: Rebecca Jones. I looked her up on the internet, found a bunch of photos. She was pretty good-looking in the photos, but maybe that was just Photoshop… Maybe it was just the angles…

But my friends were right, she was a man. A quick search turned up a number of news articles, mostly questioning whether her participation in women’s professional sports was fair, seeing as she was technically a biological male with biological male advantages, like muscle mass and bone density. I found a video interview with her where she spoke with a reporter. Her voice was far from convincing. She wasn’t even trying. Even I could do a better girl voice than that…

One of the articles I found was from the New York Times. It was yet another article questioning whether Rebecca’s participation should be allowed. The article had an interview with the president of the Pro-Am Tournament. “We don’t want to discriminate against anybody. If someone says that they are a woman, we need to respect that,” he said. The statement was apparently quite controversial, particularly with the other competitors, but it didn’t matter how controversial it was—that was the tournament’s official stance on the position.

And it gave me a crazy idea. It was an idea so crazy, I wasn’t actually considering it, but I did send the idea over to Andrew, along with the article. “Why don’t we just say we’re ladies and compete next weekend?” I wrote to him.

He called back a few minutes later. “You’re a goddamn genius,” he said.

“What? I wasn’t being serious,” I said. And I really wasn’t being serious. I even ended the message with one of those laughing emojis.

“Why not? It’s an amazing idea. You know the top three finishers get cash prizes right? Isn’t third place like ten grand? Last year, the girl who finished third was five over par, Jake. I could finish five over par with a hangover and a broken arm.”

“No you couldn’t,” I said.

“It’s called exaggeration, Jake. The point is, we should do it.”

I couldn’t tell if he was being serious or not. He sure sounded serious, but it was so ludicrous, how could anyone really be serious about such a thing?

Though he was right—the top three spots got cash prizes: fifty-thousand, twenty-thousand, and ten-thousand. And if the competition was the same as the year before, it was easy money. And it would be easy qualification into the next competition in Los Angeles, where there would be more money to be made—far more than we were making as caddies, that’s for damn sure.

“It’s the perfect idea, Jake. You really are a genius,” he said again, before going off on why it was such a good idea. He made some good points. For instance, the golf course we worked for allowed us to miss work to play in tournaments. There weren’t just the cash prizes, but there were also other prizes, like big gift certificates, medals and trophies, and so on. Not to mention, it was fun to play golf. It wasn’t fun to drag around someone else’s golf clubs. “So are you going to do it with me or what? Don’t leave me hanging on this one,” he said.

“I can’t do it,” I said. I couldn’t even begin to imagine going through with it, stepping foot on the course in women’s clothing. Or would we even have to dress like women? According to the president’s statement in that New York Times article, it was enough to just identify as a woman. It didn’t even say anywhere that we would have to shave…

But still, I couldn’t do it. It almost seemed worse to just show up as myself, in my usual attire, with my five o’clock shadow. The other competitors would hate me even more than they should—and they really should.

I didn’t really think Andrew had the balls to go through with it. The year before, there was a girl working in the pro shop that he really had the hots for. He kept saying he was going to ask her out, but he never did. He never even had the balls to go up and talk to her. I had a feeling it was going to be that all over again—hearing him saying he was going to do it for the next week, and then seeing him chickening out at the last minute.

But sure enough, about ten minutes after I showed up for work the next morning, there he was, wearing a clean white skirt and a pink women’s polo shirt. He had white socks pulled up to his knees, and white golf gloves to match: white with pink lining. I didn’t recognize him at first, especially with his Taylor Swift-style wig and his dark red lipstick. But when I saw him reach under his skirt to dig his panties out from his butt crack, I knew it was him. Suddenly, I recognized his eyes (even with his eyeliner) and his mannerisms. He looked uncomfortable. The red on his cheeks wasn’t blush, but embarrassment as he walked into the pro shop.

I ran to follow him in. He went up to the counter and rang the little bell, reaching up his skirt once again to fish his panties out from his butt crack. “Can I help you?” the pro shop girl asked.

“Um, yeah, I’d like to sign up for the tournament qualifier this weekend,” he said in a the fakest girl voice I’d ever heard. I watched the shop girl’s face turn white as her eyes became wide.

“Uh, okay, just, um, fill out this form here and, uh, let me know when you’re done.” She handed Andrew the form. As Andrew took the form, he turned and noticed me standing in the doorway. His expression dropped.

And I started to laugh. I couldn’t help it. It was one of the most ridiculous sights I’d ever seen—ridiculous because he actually looked like a girl. “Yeah, yeah, laugh it up,” he said in his fake-as-hell girl voice.

“You look great, Andrew, but you sound insane. You’re probably better off not doing the voice.”

“What’s wrong with the voice? The voice is fine,” he said.

“It’s really not.” I started laughing again.

“Whatever. Just laugh it up. I’m going to win that money and I’m going to use it to buy all new clubs, maybe a down payment on a nice house. And with the money I make at the next tournament, I’m going to buy myself a new car—I’m thinking a BMW.”

“Well, you know in the rules, it doesn’t say anything about having to look like a girl. You just have to tick off the F on the form,” I said, motioning to the form that he was currently filling out. “You didn’t need to go out and buy an outfit and a wig and all that makeup. Where did you learn to do your makeup like that, by the way?” I laughed again. Even the pro shop girl was snickering behind the counter, covering her mouth with her hand to stop herself from bursting into a hysteric fit.

“My sister did it for me. And it’s my sister’s outfit. I just bought the wig—and it was on sale.”

“Your sister is helping you with this nonsense?” I said.

“Yeah. She’s in for five percent of my winnings,” he said with a big smile, as if it was some kind of achievement. “She’ll give you some clothes and do your makeup if you give her five percent as well. I already asked.” He finished filling out the form and he handed it back to the snickering shop girl. He gave her a dirty look.

“I told you, I’m not interested,” I said.

“Fine. Easier money for me then,” he said. “Now if you don’t mind, I have a tee-time I need to get to. I need to get used to playing in this skirt.”

“Have fun, Andrew,” I said.

“It’s Annie, to you,” he said as he walked by me towards the first tee. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—he was actually doing it. He was actually going to play in the women’s qualifier—and probably the Pro-Am tournament as well. And unless he messes up big time, he’ll probably win a whole bunch of money as well.

I went to the caddy shack to see my schedule for the day. I looked at the board, and my name was right at the top, paired with the day’s first tee time. I got into my work uniform, filled my water bottle, and I set off for the first tee. I was a bit late, but the golfers were almost always late, so I wasn’t too worried. And then I saw her standing at the tee—or I should say, I saw him standing at the tee. I was paired with Annie—I mean Andrew.

She was smirking in her little skirt, leaning on her driver, her ball already on a tee, ready to go. “You’re late. Quit dragging your feet,” she said.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t take the voice anymore by the third hole. “Okay, man, if you insist on doing the voice, then we need to practice it,” I said. “You sound more like Elmo than a girl.”

“Let’s hear your voice if you think you’re so good at it,” Annie said as she teed up her drive.

I cleared my throat and took a breath. “You need to sound more like this. Relax your voice, and don’t go so high,” I said, doing my best girl voice.

She stopped and looked over at me with wide eyes. “Hey, that was actually pretty good,” she said. “So I should speak more like this, is what you’re saying?” she said doing her best to imitate my voice.

“Yes, but you need to raise your inflection just a little bit near the end of each sentence, almost like you’re asking a question. Girls have a raised inflection, not so much a raised pitch.”

“How do you know how to do this?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. It just seemed obvious to me. It wasn’t a hard voice to do—just like doing any impression. I’d always been pretty good with impressions. I could do a pretty spot-on Freddie Mercury that was always a party favourite. Doing a girl’s voice wasn’t much different.

We worked on Annie’s voice for the next few holes. By the ninth hole, she had it down pretty good. She seemed quite satisfied with herself, now speaking aloud constantly, as if she just wanted to hear herself speak. Though I must say, she was convincing now with the voice. Though I could still see Andrew through her makeup. And I could still tell that her tits were fake as hell—probably just bundles of socks stuffed into a push up bra.

She was playing a good game. She finished the first nine holes under par by a couple of strokes. The back nine was tougher, but Annie was already doing better than any of the girls had done the year before at the tournament (never mind the qualifier). So there was no question about it: she was going to make the tournament, and she was probably going to claim one of the big prizes, too. I have to say, I was jealous.

While she would be winning tens of thousands of dollars playing a game that she loved, I would be lugging around her clubs, making a buck over minimum wage, constantly wiping sweat off my forehead.

After the round, I went off to caddy another tee time, and Annie went to change back into Andrew—he had a lunch later that afternoon with some visiting family members.

It was a long day. I ended up working the very first tee time and the very last. And by the end of the day, my legs were pounding. I had the next couple of days off, and thank God for that. I went to my locker to stash away my working uniform, and then I noticed Andrew’s locker, slightly ajar. I opened it up and looked inside. He’d stashed away his wig and his skirt and his little pink polo shirt.

I looked around. Everyone was gone for the day, my manager included. The pro shop girl was locking up and heading for her car, and the greens keeper was getting on a golf cart and heading out across the course, to start moving the holes. And I couldn’t help but wonder what I would look like in the little outfit, if I could pull it off like Andrew.

I put the bra on first. It turns out, it wasn’t stuffed with socks or toilet paper, but it had built in foam cups. I felt incredibly stupid wearing the thing. I put on the pink polo next. It was tight, but it fit, and it made my fake tits look less ridiculous. If I were going to dress up like a girl, I would probably get my own bra, with a more realistic tit solution—maybe make something more gel-like. I felt even stupider putting the skirt on. I was taller than Andrew, so the skirt was shorter on me. My hips were apparently bigger as well, so the skirt sat high on my body, hardly covering my tush, leaving my legs completely exposed.

I put on the wig and the white stockings because I figured I may as well complete the outfit—I’d already come this far.

The clothes were all so tight, but not uncomfortable seeing as the fabrics were all so soft. But looking down at myself, I knew I looked absurd. I knew anyone who saw me would burst into a fit of laughter and I would regret ever putting the stupid outfit on.

And then I turned and saw my reflection in a nearby window. I made myself jump, thinking there was a girl standing there, and then I realized it was just myself. From afar, I really looked like a chick. I took a few steps forward, towards the reflection. And then I took a few more steps forward. And shit, I really did look like a girl—at least when I wasn’t looking at my face.

My breasts looked surprisingly real—better than Annie’s, even though it was the same bra. It just seemed to fit my body better. And my butt, amazingly, looked great. I never knew I had a nice butt, but that skirt seemed to prove otherwise. I turned profile to the mirror and gave my bum a little shake, making the skirt sway from side to side. I ended up blushing, trying to hide my smile but failing.

I quickly got undressed, worried someone would show up to pick up a forgotten wallet or something, and I got back into my regular clothes. My heart was pounding. The image of myself dressed up like a chick was burned into my mind.

Before I left, I slipped into the pro shop (sometimes I opened, so I had a key). I grabbed a tournament sign-up form from behind the counter and I filled it out. I left it in the pile before heading home.

It was an insane idea, but what did I have to lose? I had everything to gain—potentially tens of thousands of dollars and an invite to tour around the country playing my favourite sport. Andrew was right—wearing a bit of makeup and a cute skirt was a small price to pay for such a big dream.


CHAPTER IV

I decided not to tell Andrew. I tried to tell him when I first got home, but I just couldn’t do it, as if there was something physically stopping me from pressing send on the message I’d written. I knew he would be happy to hear it, happy to find out he wasn’t going into it alone, but still, I couldn’t take the sting of the humiliation. But he was going to find out sooner or later, so what difference did it make?

Or maybe he didn’t have to find out. Maybe no one had to find out. It’s not like they would be announcing it at the trials or at the tournament. I knew I had the convincing body and the convincing voice—I just needed to figure out my face.

Andrew was lucky; he had his sister dressing him and doing his makeup for him. I didn’t have a sister, and I wasn’t about to wear my sixty-year-old mother’s clothes and makeup. So I was going to have to make an embarrassing trip to the mall. And my God, was it embarrassing.

I started at the makeup store, assuming there would be some simple makeup kit that had everything in one convenient box. Such a thing did not exist, at least not for adults. There was a Hello Kitty themed makeup kit for young girls, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t do the trick. So I was forced to ask the woman working behind the counter for help. “I need everything,” I said.

She looked at me in silence for a moment. She knew it was for me. She didn’t even have to ask. No one goes out and buys an entire arsenal of makeup as a gift. She led me through the store and picked out one of everything. “What kind of, um, look are you going for?” she asked.

I looked around the store. There was a giant poster of Kate Upton on a nearby wall, and I thought she looked pretty good. Plus, she had the same roundish face as me. So I just said, “Maybe something like that,” while pointing at the poster. The woman looked to Kate Upton and then she looked back to me and said, “So, like, classic minimalist?”

“Sure,” I said.

I didn’t realize how expensive it all was until she was ringing it through. “That’ll be three hundred and eighty dollars.” Had I known what any of it was, I would have gone and put things back—but I didn’t know what was a necessity and what was just frivolous. So I paid the bill. I just thought of it as extra motivation to win the tournament—an investment, if you will.

Next, I went to Wigs and More, which was a costume store during Halloween, and a wig store the rest of the year. It was almost Halloween, so most of the wigs were in storage, but there was still a wall of quality wigs to choose from. I decided to stick with my Kate Upton theme (seeing as there was yet another Kate Upton poster in the Wigs and More store). It was a long blonde wig, that extended a few inches past my shoulders. It was incredibly soft, and incredibly expensive. Six hundred dollars. “It’s made from real human hair,” the shop girl said from behind me, making me jump. “If you’re making a costume, I can show you to the artificial hair wigs. They’re much cheaper.”

“I actually want something more realistic,” I said. I could feel my cheeks turning red. And like the girl at the makeup store, the wig girl knew it was for me.

“Oh,” she said. “Well, that’s a nice wig. It doesn’t get more realistic than that. You know, we have special bras in the back that we sell to breast cancer survivors. If you’re interested…” she said it slowly and sheepishly, as if she wasn’t entirely sure I was buying the wig to dress up as a woman, but she was pretty damn sure.

“Yeah, I might be interested,” I said. She brought me to the back to size me up for the special bra. And it was so much better than Andrew’s sister’s bra with its foam pads. The bra was made to look like there were actual tits inside, with a flesh-toned latex beneath the white lace, formed over soft silicone that felt just like real breast tissue. When the store employee wasn’t looking, I squeezed the breasts firmly. They felt so real! But I noticed the price tag while I was fondling my fake rack. Another six-hundred bucks. The redness in my cheeks drained away in an instant. I was already into half of my bank account—that didn’t leave a hell of a lot for clothes, never mind rent.

But I bought it anyway. I didn’t want to be found out. I knew what the girls were going to think of Andrew, pretending to be a woman just to dominate a competition. I didn’t want that same hate hurled in my direction. I didn’t want a New York Times articles written about me. I read the comments under that article about Rebecca—they weren’t pretty.

I didn’t need much in the way of clothes. At the golf store, I found a little white skirt that looked like the same white skirt that all the other girls wore. The one that actually stayed up around my hips wasn’t very long though, hardly an inch or two longer than the cusp of my bum. My other option was a pair of shorts, but the girls’ shorts were all so short and tight—no way in hell they would hide my bulge.

At least picking out a few tops was easy. I picked out a white top, a pink top, and a black top—all polos with very short sleeves. Again, they had options that were sexier—including tank tops and belly-shirts, but I wasn’t looking to draw attention. I just wanted to blend in.

My phone rang while I was leaving the mall. “Hey, who’s this?” I said, answering it.

“Oh, um, hi. I’m looking for… Carrie Klassen. Do I have the right number?” said the woman on the other end.

Carrie Klassen was the fake name I put down on my application. I opened my mouth to answer, but I was suddenly frozen with anxiety. I looked around. There were people near me. “Um, hold on. I’ll go grab her,” I said. I took a deep breath. I knew I could do the voice—I’d practiced it with Andrew just the day before. But now it was different. Now it was real, and now it had to work.

I cleared my throat and raised the phone back up. “Hello, this is Carrie,” I said putting on my best girl voice.

“Hi Carrie, this is Joanne Smyth with the Women’s Pro-Am Tournament Committee. We’ve got your application here. I just wanted to confirm a few details with you.” My heart was pounding through the whole minute-long conversation. All she wanted was for me to confirm my birthday—apparently my handwriting wasn’t very clear. My hand was probably shaking when I was filling out the form.

When I hung up the phone, I realized there were a few people staring at me with strange looks on their faces. I quickly made my way to my car, feeling awkward and flustered. But my super uncomfortable trip to the mall was over, and I had everything I needed. Now I just had to make sure my golfing skills were sharp, so I had the best chance possible at winning that money, so this wouldn’t all be a big waste of time.


CHAPTER V

I was doing a good job of blending in when I showed up for the qualifier. I figured everyone there would be so nervous that no one would even bother to notice the slight lump of my Adam’s apple—which was the only little sign that I wasn’t really a woman. Besides, I’d read online that women can have Adam’s apples as well sometimes, so it really meant nothing.

Rebecca Jones was the first to tee off, as she was the top ranked golfer going into the qualifier. She had enough points from previous tournaments that she would qualify as long as she didn’t come dead last out of the one-hundred and thirty golfers in attendance. I was the thirtieth to tee off, which gave me a couple of hours to relax, though that was the opposite of what I did.

For those couple of hours, I found myself in and out of the bathroom constantly, looking at myself in the mirror, making sure everything was still in place and looking okay. Every time I touched my face, I would run to the bathroom to make sure I didn’t smear my makeup. It was always okay. And whenever I was away from a mirror for more than fifteen minutes, I would start to doubt my looks. I could only calm myself down by looking at myself in the mirror.

And during those couple of hours, I had more time to think than I wanted—time to realize how outrageous this all was. I was currently dressed up like a girl, putting on a girl voice, to win a girls’ competition, because I didn’t qualify for the men’s competition… How could it get any more insane?

A young woman made me jump by tapping on my shoulder. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” she said. She was a cute little blonde with an adorable ski jump nose. “I just wanted to ask you where you got your skirt. It’s so cute.”

“Um,” I said. I cleared my throat. “At the mall downtown. They have a golf store with lots of good stuff.”

“I don’t even know where downtown is. This is the first time I’ve ever left Nevada. Can you believe that?” She reached out and pinched the fabric of my skirt. “I just love how soft it looks. It must be really comfortable.”

I smiled and nodded. “It is,” I said. And it was true—it was probably the most comfortable thing I’d ever worn—though I can’t really say the same for the panties I was wearing underneath, which did a good job of holding my junk in place, but a bad job of keeping me comfortable. I would have worn boxer shorts had my boxers not been just as long as the skirt. The boxer-skirt combination would have looked absolutely ridiculous.

The girl looked around at all of our competitors. “I’m so nervous,” she said. “Everyone here looks so serious—I think I’m out of my league.”

“I’m sure you’ll do just fine,” I said. As I said it, my name was called by one of the marshals. “I’ve got to go. Good luck out there.”

“You too,” she said with a cute smile.

Now I didn’t just feel stupid and embarrassed—I felt guilty, too. Maybe this little blonde was good for a girl—maybe she would have qualified had it not been for me, the way Andrew would have qualified had it not been for Thomas. But at least Thomas had business being at the qualifier—he wasn’t pretending to be a man to make easy prize money.

On my way up to the tee, I passed Andrew, dressed up as Annie. Unlike me, she wasn’t trying to blend in. She was wearing a bright pink skirt and a super-tight tank top. She had big, blinged-out sunglasses and gold hoop earrings. She was chewing a piece of bubble gum and leaning on her golf bag. I don’t know whether she was trying to intimidate the competition, or if she was just feeling really confident and she wanted everyone to know. I will admit, she looked good—better than before. It seemed as though she’d figured her look out more—found a more relaxed bra that looked more realistic, had her legs all waxed and smooth.

She looked at me as I passed, but I don’t think she recognized me—she didn’t react, but that didn’t stop my heart from pounding like a war drum.

I stepped up to the tee with my golf bag. Then I looked over, and there was Thomas standing next to me with a smile on his face. He was looking right at me. My heart sank into my gut. Did he recognize me? Was he about to break into a fit of laughter in front of the entire tournament?

“Hi, my name is Thomas. I’m going to be your caddy today,” he said, walking up and grabbing my golf bag. It took my heart a moment to begin beating again. “Here’s your driver.” He took the cover off of my driver and handed it to me.

I’d played golf with Thomas before. He’d borrowed my clubs before. But he didn’t seem to recognize them, and he didn’t seem to recognize me. “Thanks,” I said after some hesitation. He already had a ball teed up for me. I turned to look back, and now there were dozens of people looking at me, all waiting for me to make my drive. My hands were trembling, my palms sweaty. I was suddenly regretting this whole idea. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t for the life of me remember what I was doing there—why I’d gotten all dressed up to begin with.

“C’mon Ms. Klassen,” one of the event coordinators called out to me. “We’ve got a lot of golfers to get through here today.” I could feel all of their gazes still on me as I looked down at my ball. I took a deep breath, lined up my driver. As I bent over slightly, I could feel a cool breeze tickling my bum, and I realized everyone could probably see the better half of my tush.

I bit my tongue and made my drive. It wasn’t my greatest drive, but it got a strong reaction from the crowd. They all clapped. Even Thomas said, “Wow, nice drive,” even though it was far from great. Though I suppose it was pretty good for a girl.

I finished the hole two over par, which wasn’t a great start. Away from the big crowd, I was much calmer at the second hole. My drive was much better, and I ended up finishing under par. After the fourth hole, once I was a few strokes below par, Thomas said, “Hey, you’re pretty good. I think you might be winning, you know that?”

“Really?” I said.

It was true. At the end of the fourth hole, one of the officials came up to us to let us know I was in the lead. I started gaining a bit of a crowd—some golfers who were already done for the day, some random bystanders. They followed me through the course as I golfed a mediocre game. But to them it wasn’t mediocre—it was one of the better games they’d ever seen at a women’s tournament. Had I not been so nervous, I would have been doing even better. It was at the eighth hole—my worst hole on that course—when I botched my drive and ended up in the rough, just like I did in the qualifier for the male tournament the week before. It took me a few strokes just to get out from the rough, and then it took me a few puts to get the damn ball in the hole. I fell from five under par to two over. Most of my crowd left me after that hole, which was honestly a welcomed relief.

I finished the day at perfect par, which placed me in the third spot—easily making the next week’s Pro-Am tournament, seeing as the top forty got in. In first was Rebecca Jones. In second was Annie Peterson—or I should say, Andrew Peterson.

As I was packing up my things to leave, the little blonde from earlier came up to me. She had a bitter smile on her face as she looked into my eyes. “Hey, good job out there,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. I could tell by that look on her face that she didn’t qualify. I was tempted to ask where she placed, but I was terrified of hearing she ended up in that forty-first spot. I was already feeling enough guilt.

“I’m cheering for you next week,” she said. “Beat that Rebecca Jones and that Annie girl for me. I can’t believe they even let them compete, to be honest with you.”

I forced a smile. “I’ll do my best,” I said.

If the tournament finished the way the qualifier finished, then no biological woman would walk away with any prize money. All of it would end up in the hands of biological men, dressed up as women. At least Rebecca had the implants—but still. It was far from fair.

I saw the way the other girls looked at Rebecca and at Annie when they went up to accept their medals. They didn’t look at me the same way, because they were oblivious to my reality. I looked at my medal with a combination of guilt and disbelief. I was holding a bronze medal for finishing par on a relatively easy course… I’d never won a medal before, even after finishing ten under par.

But there was no sense in drowning myself in guilt now. I was in—I was on my way to winning way more money than I’d ever had in my bank account. And everyone thought I was really a woman.


CHAPTER VI

The medal was useless to me. I hid it in the back of a drawer the moment I got home. It said ‘Women’s Pro-Am Qualifier’ on it. I couldn’t have people coming over and seeing it and wondering what the hell I was doing with a women’s golf tournament medal. I probably should have just thrown the medal in the trash. Why was I keeping it? When was I ever going to take it out and reminisce over it?

For some reason, I kept it. I even took it out later that night and looked at it, feeling the strangest sense of pride in myself. I’d spent years trying to win a medal, and here it was. But it belonged to someone else—so where the hell was this pride coming from?

It was the next day when there was a knock at my door. I didn’t think anything of it—I just assumed it was a delivery guy or some neighbour inviting me to some community gathering. I wasn’t expecting to see Thomas in the doorway. “Jake?” he said, looking at me strangely.

“Hey Thomas,” I said. My heart was aflutter. I’d never had Thomas over at my house before. How did he know where I lived? And what did he want?

“Do you live here?” he asked.

I was slow to respond. My brain was desperately running through all the possible reasons why Thomas could be at my house. But none of them made sense—except for one possibility, which I wasn’t ready to accept. “Yeah,” I said. “This is my place. Why?”

“I’m looking for Carrie Klassen. I was going through my locker this morning and I found one of her club covers. I got her address from the pro shop, and this is it. Why is your house…” Before he could finish speaking, it clicked in his head. His eyes became wide. “Wait, are you…”

“I, uh, think you have some sort of mix up. You must have gotten the wrong address,” I said.

“No, this is the address on the file,” he said. “You’re Carrie Klassen? You’re in on this whole thing, too? Who else is in on it? You, Andrew, and who else?” He shook his head. “Oh my God, I had no idea. I mean—you looked so… so… convincing.” His cheeks turned red. “And your voice was so real. How did you do that?”

“Please don’t tell anyone,” I said. Now my heart was thudding loudly into my ears. I felt faint. Now Thomas knew—and that was the beginning of the end. It wouldn’t be long until Thomas told Andrew (they were close buddies), or one of the other caddies. And then it wouldn’t be long before Andrew or one of the other caddies told everyone else. I would be booed at the Women’s Pro-Am Tournament, along with Rebecca and Andrew. And there was no way I could perform under that kind of pressure and scrutiny. It was hard enough without everyone knowing. And if I fell from third to fourth, or worse, then it was all a big waste of time—no money for me to take home, just guilt and humiliation.

“I should have known it was you,” he said, shaking his head. “Girls can’t drive like that. I don’t know how I couldn’t tell sooner. Do the voice for me. I want to hear it again, now that I know the truth. C’mon—do the voice,” he said.

“Thomas, I don’t want to. I don’t really want anyone finding out about this,” I said.

“Just do the voice,” he said.

I sighed and did the stupid voice. “Is this what you want to hear? Please don’t tell anyone,” I said.

“Wow. You sound so genuine.” He let himself into my house and started looking around. “Now show me your outfit. I’m still not even sure I believe you right now—I need to see it to believe it.”

“Thomas, I’ve got shit to do today. I don’t have time to put on the outfit. It’s really not a big deal. Could you please just keep it a secret between you and me?”

“Maybe,” he said with a big smirk. “But first you have to put on the outfit.” He was getting a kick out of all of it—my begging especially. But what choice did I have? I had to meet his demands, or risk having everyone find out about me. I’d be letting down so many people, enraging so many others—and ruining all of the work and time and money I’d put into this whole scheme. “Does Andrew know?” he asked.

“No, and I want to keep it that way,” I said.

“I don’t blame you. Now let’s see you all dolled up. I want the wig and the makeup and everything.”

I looked at the clock. I didn’t really have anywhere to be, but I really didn’t want to spend the next hour or so getting myself ready for no reason. But again, I had no choice—he wasn’t giving me any. “Fine,” I said. “Just wait in here and give me a good forty-five minutes.”

“Do you mind if I help myself to some snacks?” he said, but he was already going through my cupboards before I answered. He had blackmail on me, and he was going to get the most out of it until he was bored and satisfied—and I had a bad feeling it was going to take a while.

I put on my little golfing outfit—the only female outfit I owned. I pulled up the socks, straightened my little white skirt, and I got into my wig. It actually didn’t take as long as I thought it would, now that I knew how to do everything. Even my makeup only took about fifteen minutes, now that I needed far less trial and error.

I looked in the mirror, now all dolled up. The sight of myself seemed to make that heavy guilt that had been weighing on my shoulders disappear. For some reason, I didn’t feel like I was gaming the system anymore. I was looking at a woman. I had the body of a woman. I was hardly one-hundred and forty pounds, with little muscle. I was short. I even used female golf clubs (regular clubs were too long for my short arms). So what really was the difference? There were stronger women out there than me. There were women in the LPGA with better handicaps than me.

When I emerged from my bedroom, he was comfortable in my recliner, sitting back with a bag of chips. His eyes lit up at the sight of me.

“Holy shit,” he said. “You weren’t kidding.”

“Are you happy now?” I asked, using my girl voice. When I was in that little skirt and that blonde wig, I couldn’t help but use my girl voice. If I wanted to use my male voice, I had to force it, and it felt extremely awkward, like trying to make a cat bark.

“So your tits… They’re not real? What are they?” he asked, standing up and placing his bag of chips on the side table.

“They’re just gel inserts,” I said. He stepped up and grabbed them without asking. He squeezed them, his cheeks turning red. It was strange—I felt like I could feel him squeezing, I felt like I could feel those fake breasts, as if they were a part of me.

“They even have little nipples,” he said, beginning to play with the fake nipples on the inserts with his thumbs and pointer fingers. “Do a little spin for me,” he said. I sighed and did a little spin for him. As I turned my back to him, he spanked me on the ass. “Nice butt,” he said. “Is that fake, too?”

“No,” I said, my cheeks turning red.

“I don’t believe you,” he said.

Reluctantly, I spun around again and lifted up my skirt, so he could see my butt cheeks. I wasn’t expecting him to reach down and grab my cheeks in his hands. I would have spun around and slapped him on the face had I not needed him on my side. I needed to give him a reason to keep my identity a secret—if my reality got out, everything would be ruined. Not just the tournament, but my whole golfing career. How could I ever show my face at a tournament again? Everyone would know that I once impersonated a woman in an attempt to win some money. I would be booed off of every golf course I ever stepped foot on.

“You know, I’m embarrassed to admit this, but when you were golfing yesterday, I kind of had the hots on you. When you bent over to line up your put on the tenth hole, you even gave me a boner.” He laughed nervously as I straightened my skirt. 


CHAPTER VII

My cheeks were warm with blush. I don’t know why I was blushing, as if it was some sort of compliment. I should have been slapping his face, calling him a pervert, telling him to get the fuck out of my house—but instead I was blushing.

“Do you want to fool around?” he asked. Now his face was red. He was biting his bottom lip.

“You know I’m not really a chick, right?” I said. My muscles were tense. The silence in the room was seeping into my nerves.

He shrugged his shoulders. “You look like one, so what’s the difference? No one has to know,” he said. And I thought about it: if we fooled around, then he couldn’t tell anyone about me, unless he was willing to let the world also know that he fooled around with me.

Wait—was I actually considering it? Was I really considering fooling around with a man, one of my friends, while dressed like a woman?

He stepped forward and put his hands on my hips. He was just as tense as me. What was happening? He leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. For some reason, I kissed back. My legs trembled. I felt his hands move slowly up and down my sides, slipping around my back, pulling me in closer to him. I had to stand on the balls of my feet so he wouldn’t have to tilt his head down too much. I got my hands on his body, under his shirt. His body was surprisingly hard, muscular, and defined. I ran my fingers over his pecs and his abs, and then I stopped.

“What the hell are we doing?” I said, my head spinning.

He put his finger up to my lips. “Let’s worry about that later,” he said, and strangely, it made plenty of sense to me. We kept kissing. And my hand that was on his chest started moving down. I carefully undid his belt, pulled it out, and let it fall to the floor. I made quick work of his fly, and quicker work getting his warm erection out from his pants. I was touching his cock, holding it, stroking it—but why?

I liked girls, not boys. At least I thought I did. Now, I wasn’t so sure. I had the strangest desire to be dominated, to be with a man who was taller than me, stronger than me, who could hold me down and do whatever the hell he wanted to me. Thomas was that man. His muscles were bulging. His cock was huge—way bigger than mine—and I couldn’t help but run my fingers all along it, feeling his pulsing veins. I wanted to suck it, to taste his pre-cum, to get him so hard that he had no choice but to relieve himself.

As I sunk to my knees, I caught my reflection in a nearby mirror. I looked so damn hot in my little skirt, the way my back curved, the way my chest perked out so prominently. I even loved how sexy I looked as I lined that big cock up to my lips, as I stuck out my tongue and tickled his bulbous tip. I loved it too much. My heart stuttered. This wasn’t right. Why was I enjoying this? Why did I feel so good about myself?

It would drive me crazy later that night, but in the moment, I let myself go. I accepted it, I indulged. Because there was no sense letting my anxiety ruin the moment. I sunk his member into my mouth and I sucked him until I could taste that small blast of his sweet pre-cum on my tongue. His fingers were in my hair. He was moaning gently. And I couldn’t keep my eyes off of that mirror, watching that sexy girl sucking off that big, hard dick. I had a hard time believing I was even looking at myself. Was that really me? Was I really about to get a man off?

I leaned back, started stroking his cock with my hand, and I looked up into his eyes. “Do you like it?” I asked. And as I asked it, he came on my face, without warning. I gasped, closed my eyes right in time. Cum blasted my eyelids, my nose, my chin, my forehead, my hair—everywhere. His body shuddered and he let out a long moan, and then he took his cock in his hand and pressed it to my lips, so I would suck that last drop of cum out from his dick. I did.

And then I stood up, looked in the mirror, and saw my skirt jutting out like a tent, my own erection having slipped out from my panties. I hid it quickly, before Thomas noticed.

“That was amazing,” he said. “You sure know how to suck a dick.”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing again. I still couldn’t believe that made me blush. It should have made me angry—but no.

He left satisfied, with a promise to tell no one about my little secret. But he wasn’t done with me. He came back the next day with a couple of shopping bags. “I bought you some things. Go get dolled up,” he said. I didn’t put up a fight this time. I went into my room and started putting on makeup. In fact, I was excited to see what he had in store for me.

He’d bought me some skimpy lingerie—a few things, but that afternoon he wanted me to wear the sexy Sailor Moon outfit he’d picked out. It was so slutty, but I looked so great in it. I made sure he was facing the right direction when I sucked him off, so I could see myself in the mirror. When he asked if he could fuck me in the ass, I hesitated and reality seemed to hit me like a bag of bricks.

“You want… what?” I said.

“Bend over, and I’ll fuck you,” he said.

My heart was racing, but I still found myself spinning around, placing my hands on the edge of the couch, and bending over. I still had a good view of the mirror, where I could see myself, all sexy, about to take a big dick in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but how bad could it be? People love doing anal, right? Maybe I’d been missing out my whole life.

It was amazing. He was relentless, and I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way. He pounded the fuck out of my ass, slapping his muscular pelvis against my butt cheeks, making them red, getting his cock way up into my belly. He made me so hard, so fast. Without even thinking about it, I reached down and started to jerk myself off. My head was spinning. There was a warm buzzing in-between my legs, and eventually all over. And that buzzing didn’t stop, not even after I was blasting cum all over the back of my couch.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I moaned.

“I’m going to cum,” he said. His nails dug into my sides, and then I felt it: the hot rush of his big load, deep in my tush. It felt so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt. I trembled all over and nearly fell to the ground in my skimpy Sailor Moon outfit. He spun me around, kissed me on the lips, and then he pushed me to my knees, so I could taste the last drop of his cum, and the taste of my asshole on his dick.

I could hardly walk when I woke up the next morning, my ass still sore from his pounding, and my legs still shaking. We were going to have to be careful about fucking too close to the tournament. If I was going to walk away with any of that prize money, I needed to be in peak physical condition.


CHAPTER VIII

The big day came. I showed up early for the tournament, and so did most of the other girls. The clubhouse was swarming with girls trying to get registered so they could get their tee times and start the tournament where someone would leave with fifty-thousand dollars.

I was ready to be nervous, with a box of tissues packed into my golf bag, to wipe the sweat from my palms. I expected the nervousness to overwhelm me as soon as I was surrounded by the other golfers, but that nervousness never came. Even once I’d registered and mingled with some of the other contestants, I was still as cool as ever—cooler than most of the other golfers.

Not only was I not nervous, but I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life on that course. I felt so at ease, so happy, so sexy. I loved looking at my reflection in the pro shop windows. I loved all of the smiles I got, from men and women.

As the third seed, I was third to tee off. I’d seen my caddy around the course before, but I didn’t know his name. I was just happy that I wasn’t paired with Thomas again. I needed the clearest head possible.

Though it was distracting when my caddy was staring at my ass as I bent over to line up my drive. I suppose most of the girls at that tournament had to deal with the same nonsense, so in a way, it was just my caddy’s way of evening out the playing field. I didn’t really mind—it was a nice reminder that I was pulling off looking like a girl, and that I was fitting in with the other contestants. I could start worrying when men began staring at my throat, or between my legs, trying to spot a bulge.

I was one hole behind Annie. Whenever she would tee off, I could hear the booing crowd from two hundred yards away. A large portion of the attendance were girls who didn’t qualify the week before—some of them just like me, probably a few strokes away from qualifying. Those same booing ladies would stick around for my tee offs, where they would cheer and clap enthusiastically. They wanted me to win, to prove some sort of point.

But what point were they trying to prove? This wasn’t boxing. It wasn’t running, it wasn’t weightlifting, it wasn’t skiing. It was a technical sport that had very little to do with strength. That course was a par-three course, and women were just as capable as men to get a hole-in-one. The only reason men tend to score better than women in golf is because of interest—more men are interested in golf, so there is more competition. Greater competition means greater competitors. Waste disposal crews aren’t full of men because men are better at picking up trash—they’re full of men because women don’t generally want to work in waste disposal. Right?

After the front nine, I was tied with Annie at two under par. Rebecca was four under par.  It was my understanding that a second-place tie would result in the two of us splitting the second and third-place prize money—so fifteen-thousand dollars each. Not a bad payday, considering I would have made less than one-hundred bucks caddying the event.

But I still felt guilty. I still felt like I was somehow wronging the women’s golfing community. Was I? If the official position of the tournament was that anyone who says that they’re a woman is a woman, was it really such a horrible crime?

The course’s back nine was far from the scoreboards—which was a relief, in my opinion. It was one less distraction. I could just focus on playing my best game possible, and if I won, I won. If not, then it wasn’t meant to be. I had a solid streak of birdies between holes ten and fifteen, putting me at eight under par. Eight under was better than I’d ever seen at a women’s tournament, and there were still three holes left. On hole sixteen, I went two over. On hole seventeen, I had a bogie. And on the eighteenth hole, I finished at par, despite a stellar drive.

In the end, I was five under, which was still better than I’d ever seen at a women’s event. But I had no idea whether that meant I won or not. The crowd seemed to think I’d done quite well. They were cheering loudly as I picked my ball out from the eighteenth hole, and that cheering went on for a while—though they were just as oblivious to the final score as me.

I got a ride on a golf cart back to the first hole, where the giant scoreboard was set up. My heart was racing the whole way. There was a good chance that I came in first place. There was a good chance that I was fifty-thousand dollars richer, and on my way to the next big tournament, over in Los Angeles. You know they pay for your flights and your hotels and your meals once you’re on the circuit? It was my dream, and that dream was just moments away from being realized.

But I didn’t win. Neither did Rebecca, and neither did Annie. In the top three spots were girls with names I didn’t recognize. I was up there, in fourth place. Annie was below me. Rebecca was below her. Our plan had failed. Three girls had worked up a stellar back nine to pull into the lead. Those three girls were already standing up on the podium when I pulled up. Rebecca and Annie were already standing in the back with white faces. I could see Annie’s lips moving as she mumbled profanities under her breath. Rebecca had tears in her eyes.

All of that humiliation was for nothing—for Annie, anyway. As for me, I couldn’t help but smile. I’d come out of that tournament with something far more valuable than money or gift cards: I’d learned something about myself. I’d learned who I wanted to be, who I was more comfortable being. It didn’t hurt that I still made the professional circuit with my fourth place finish.

They called me up onto the stage, along with Annie and Rebecca and four other girls—the top ten finishers who would be travelling to Los Angeles in a week. An interviewer went from girl to girl, asking stock questions like, “How does it feel to be on the professional circuit? What do you hope to accomplish in Los Angeles?” When she came to me, she asked me the same questions.

The whole crowd was looking at me with eager anticipation as I stood in silence. Annie and Rebecca before me were booed so loudly, no one could hear their stock responses. Even if they weren’t booing, no one would have been able to hear Annie, as she was so rattled her mouth hardly produced a sound.

“I’m not really a woman,” I said to the crowd, ignoring the question that was asked to me. I just needed to get the weight off of my shoulders. I couldn’t live with the secret any longer. “I mean, I wasn’t born a woman. But I feel like a woman now.” The crowd was silent. My body was cold and stiff. My mind was blank, but I kept on talking. “You can boo me if you want, I probably deserve it, but I don’t think it’s fair to boo Rebecca. Unlike Annie, she’s really trying to be a woman. I don’t think she’s trying to cheat the system. In fact, I think we proved here today that you can’t cheat the system—that boys aren’t really better than girls at golf. Rebecca won last year because she’s a good golfer, not because she was born a man. The girls who won here today won because they’re good golfers, not because they’re women. I mean, look at the scoreboard. Is that top finish not better than the men’s top finish last week?”

“It’s the same!” someone in the crowd pointed out.

“Well, there you go,” I said. “Sure, there are fewer female competitors, which means the chance of winning is better, but that doesn’t mean it’s any easier. Rebecca is trying her best to be a woman, to be accepted as a woman. And I think we should be applauding her for managing to finish in the top ten, despite being booed every time she approached her ball. I can’t even imagine playing under that kind of pressure.”

The crowd was silent for another moment, and then people started to clap. Then more people started to clap. And then everyone was clapping. Because for the first time, they were really thinking about it, realizing they’d been blinded by gender politics, realizing men and women aren’t really that different when it comes to golfing.

Annie took the mic from me. “I want to say something, too,” she said, and then she cleared her throat. Her voice was starting to slip. She’d forgotten all of the tips I’d given to her, and she’d reverted back to her weird, high-pitched Monty Python voice. “I would have won today had you all not been booing me so much. Just like Rebecca and all of the other girls here, I’m a woman today. Sure, other days I identify as a man, but today I was a woman—and you all booed a woman.” Her little speech was met with a flurry of booing.

Someone even yelled, “Get off the stage!”

But for whatever reason, they accepted me, and they accepted Rebecca. They didn’t seem to have any issues with us wanting to be women, not just for the tournament, but for the rest of our lives.

And I have to say, the support was nice. It definitely helped when I returned home and packed all of my old male clothes into an old suitcase, which I stuffed into my basement storage room. I knew I was making the right choice, and I was excited to finally feel the way I felt on the course all of the time.

THE END


DO IT FOR THE BOYS

Private Sanderson has been feeling guilty ever since his squad was hit by that IED. No one knew, but it was his idea to take a shortcut through enemy territory. Now, with three men gone, Sanderson’s squad mates haven’t been themselves.

But he’s got an idea to get everyone’s spirits back up that involves a bit of makeup and some lacy lingerie.


CHAPTER I

It was a cold Sunday afternoon, and it was a quiet afternoon. The IED that took out three of our guys was still fresh in everyone’s heads, even a week later. I had a feeling it was going to be fresh in our heads for the next thirty years. In case that wasn’t bad enough, the entertainment that was scheduled to visit our camp was cancelled. Apparently it was too dangerous to send anyone to our site while the insurgency was advancing on our position.

At least that’s what they were saying—but that’s what they were always saying…

So we were stuck in our silence, watching the horizon all day and all night, hoping the local army would put an end to the apparent advancement. My shift was from eight at night to eight in the morning. I slept during the day. It had been a week since I’d seen real daylight—nothing more than just the sun bleeding through the seams of my tent.

I wasn’t too worried about the advancing army. They were always advancing, always being pushed back, always in a constant ebb and flow. I’d lost count of the number of times we were told to be on guard, that we could be attacked at any minute. I don’t think the bad guys were stupid enough to try and attack us. They wouldn’t have gotten within a kilometre before being blown to hell and back, and they knew it. They knew they were better off setting up roadside bombs all over the place.

On Tuesday afternoons we got our supply drops. That Tuesday’s drop came late, as it took HQ a few extra hours to determine whether or not it was safe to land. Better safe than sorry. They dropped off two weeks’ worth of supplies, so they wouldn’t have to come again the next week, in case the advancing rebels were too close. I was just starting my shift when the supplies were dropped off, which sucked because I had to help unload all of the boxes, and there was a lot.

First, there were the boxes simply labelled ‘Kitchen’. We brought those to the dining hall. Then there was the box of fresh linens. Then there was a box of weapons, even though we were already well stocked and hadn’t fired a round in months. And finally, there was an unmarked box. We left it next to the landing pad and waited for the helicopters to take off before checking to see where it belonged.

We cracked it open. Inside were the costumes and props for the cancelled entertainment. One of the lieutenants, Lieutenant Daniels, held up a skimpy piece of lingerie and said, “I guess no one told them there were no ladies coming.”

A few times each year they sent entertainment to all of the outposts, for soldiers like us, who hadn’t seen civilization in many months—years, for some of us. One year they sent a relatively famous stand-up comedian to our outpost. But usually they sent girls: strippers, borderline prostitutes. And maybe it was just because none of us had seen girls in many months, but the girls were always banging, the hottest girls you’ve ever seen.

Not that month though. That month, we only got their outfits, and only by mistake. Lieutenant Daniels reached into the box and pulled out a sheet of condoms. “Looks like we’re really missing out this year, too,” he said, shaking his head. I laughed. It was probably the first time I’d laughed since before the IED.

We could always imagine the girls that would have been there, based on the tiny, skimpy little outfits that were in the box. “Can you imagine the chick that wore this little number?” he asked, holding up a little tutu that had massive cups for a set of massive breasts.

“Hopefully they give us a rain cheque or something,” I said.

“This one would fit you, Sanderson,” Lieutenant Daniels said, pulling out a lacy red teddy. I snatched it out from his hand and tossed it back into the box.

“Funny,” I said. It was the first time anyone had taken a jab at my small stature since before the IED. Maybe things were getting back to normal sooner than expected.

We stuffed the outfits back into the box and we dragged the boxes over to the storage unit. “Should we tell the other guys about it? Or just leave it be?” he asked.

“I’d say leave it be. Most of the guys have already forgotten we were supposed to be getting ladies.”

“I don’t think anyone’s forgotten, but they’ve been doing a good job of pretending.”

We returned to our post, to scan the horizon with night vision binoculars for the next twelve hours. We were just an hour into our shift and my back was already killing me. It had been sore since the explosion, when our truck was tipped over. I wasn’t wearing a seatbelt, and I was thrown around the inside of that vehicle pretty good. I was lucky that all I had was some back pain. I could live with back pain.

No one knew about my back pain. I didn’t dare bring it up. Sergeant Johansson lost two fingers and he was already back on duty. Private Klein broke an arm and a leg, and he was already back at the post, doing dayshifts on watch duty. A few weeks before, Private Smith took two bullets on a patrol route in a nearby town, and he never complained about any pain. The last thing any of those guys wanted to hear was me complaining that my back was sore while some of our buddies were dead.

What the guys wanted, more than anything, was to forget about the attack. Complaining about back pain wasn’t going to make anyone forget—it would just be another reminder, in case there weren’t already enough reminders. Staff Sergeant Jones used to cook breakfast for the whole squad on Sunday mornings. Now, we woke up to nothing except the usual pre-cooked tray breakfast from the fridge. Staff Sergeant Jones was sadly the one driving the car that hit the explosive device.

I wasn’t as close to Jones as some of the other guys in the squad. I wasn’t particularly close to any of the deceased, but it still hit hard—the reality of the war. Some of the guys that were particularly close to Jones, and the other two guys that didn’t survive the IED, still hadn’t said a word since the attack. Sometimes I would see them sitting at their posts, their gazes inwards, their eyes heavy. I was one of very few people getting any sleep, and I always felt guilty whenever I woke up, as if I should have been too sad to sleep, like the others. So when I had the opportunity to take the worst shift available, the eight-to-eight shift, I didn’t hesitate to take it.


CHAPTER II

Morale never really picked up. Two weeks went by and the same soldiers who hadn’t said a word following the incident, still hadn’t said a word. Meals were quiet. The whole camp was quiet. Whenever I heard anyone speaking, they were speaking about the incident, wishing it was them and not the others.

I was the only one up when the supply drop arrived in the middle of the night. They had to schedule them in the night, flying with their lights off to reduce the risk of being shot down by the enemy. I was stuck singlehandedly lugging crates from the helicopters to the storage unit. I could have woken someone up to help, but I figured it was the least I could do for the squad—let them get some rest.

It was honestly a welcomed distraction. A guilt that I’d managed to push away for weeks had started to creep back into my nerves. No one in our squad knew it, but I was responsible for the IED incident. I was put in charge of navigating that afternoon, and I made the decision to take a shortcut across potential enemy territory. Our guys were tired, and the shortcut would have saved us nearly an hour of driving. We hadn’t been notified of the enemy advancement yet, so I figured it was harmless. I was horribly mistaken.

The only two people who were aware of my decision to navigate the caravan across enemy lines died in that explosion. When the general showed up the next day at our site and asked who had made the call, I kept my mouth shut. It was assumed that one of the deceased made the call. I wanted to throw up—for weeks, I was constantly on the verge of throwing up. I had a strong feeling I would be overwhelmed by guilt for the rest of my life.

So the least I could do was unload the supply drop every couple of weeks. I even unloaded the crates. I filled the cupboards with the new stock, replaced the old towels and linens in the laundry shed, and then I stacked all of the old boxes next to the storage unit, so they were ready to be taken away in two weeks’ time. After that, I swept up the compound, picked up the floating trash, even did a few loads of laundry. But no matter how much work I did, that guilt still lingered, just as strong as ever.

I found myself wandering the compound, unable to stay in one place for more than thirty seconds before the memories of that horrible afternoon came flooding into my head. I tried to find tasks to occupy my mind, but there was nothing to do. For weeks, everyone had been desperate to find tasks to occupy their minds. The compound was cleaner than the day it was built.

I nearly had a heart attack as I came around a corner. There was a man climbing the fence, into the compound. I pulled out my rifle and was about to yell when he turned his face to me, and I realized it was Sergeant Myers. He was wearing a black hoodie and sweatpants. “Myers?” I whispered. “What the hell are you doing? Are you trying to sneak out?” I lowered my weapon.

He looked around, his eyes wide. “I’m sneaking in. Don’t tell anyone,” he said.

“What the hell were you doing? Where were you?”

“I was in town. But seriously, don’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t,” I said. I stared at him, my heart still pounding. What was he doing in town, dressed like a civilian? Going to town was strictly against the rules. My mind went straight to the worst case scenario: he was feeding the enemy information, telling them everything we knew. I had a hard time believing any US soldier would do such a thing, but I’d heard of it happening, and I hardly knew Sergeant Myers—he was a recent transfer, and I’d never spoken with him at length before.

He looked at me in silence for a moment, and then said, “You promise you won’t tell anyone? You aren’t just saying that?”

I watched him carefully, noticing his hands in his hoodie’s pouch. “What were you doing in town? You know that’s against the rules—I don’t have to tell you that. And you’re lucky you didn’t get shot coming back. You know everyone’s on edge right now.”

“I was bored. I’m going insane here. There’s nothing to do, and the beer sucks.”

“So you went to town to drink with the locals? That seems unnecessarily risky,” I said.

“And for the women, though there weren’t any tonight. A man can only go so long without a woman’s touch before going insane, you know. They’ve done studies on it.”

“Have they?” I asked.

“Probably,” he said. “Besides, everyone here is doing it—well, most of us. Since last week, we’ve been taking turns going into town. It’s not that big of a deal.”

But it was a big deal. Sure, the town was in a relatively safe area, but even the safe areas had bad cells. It was in that very town that Smith took two bullets, fired by a lone gunman. We took the guy out, but it was safe to assume there were more guys like him lurking and waiting for any opportunity to take out an American soldier.

“Since the entertainment was cancelled, we’ve been going out to get our own entertainment,” he explained with a shrug of the shoulders, as if it really wasn’t a big deal.

And that guilt came rushing back to me. In a way, it was my fault that our entertainment was cancelled. Had I not sent that caravan across enemy territory, we would all be alive, and there would have been girls there keeping the guys from doing stupid shit, like dangerously walking eight miles across the desert for a chance to see some tits.

Sergeant Myers took off for bed. Not only had he just walked sixteen miles, he did it after working a twelve hour patrol shift. He must have been exhausted. And to think the other guys were doing the same thing—it was a recipe for disaster. If an attack on the compound were to happen, we would be doomed. The guys would be too exhausted to think clearly, to make half-decent decisions. And it was all my fault.

As I stared out at the black desert, I had an idea that sent a cool shiver into my bones, but in that moment, it seemed like the best solution to this whole mess.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t set my idea into motion that night. There was only a couple of hours left in my shift, and some of the other guys were already starting to wake up. It was for the best, as it gave me time to plan out my little scheme—and it gave me time to come to my senses… At least it should have been enough time for me to come to my senses.

But the more I thought about it, the more it made sense, even though it was completely against my own sensibilities—not to mention, it seemed totally insane.

But it also made so much sense. I was the only person on that compound who knew what came in the supply drop that night. Everyone was sleeping on different schedules. And the little outfits were there, stashed away in storage. No one knew about them, but me and one other person—and that person had no idea the recent supply drop didn’t come with the long-overdue entertainment.

That’s right—I was actually considering dressing up to entertain the boys. Looking back on it, I can’t believe the thought made a hint of sense in my brain, but in the moment, it made so much sense. It would lift everyone’s spirits, keep them from dangerously wandering off of the compound, maybe bring some life back into the men who were mourning their lost friends. And, if I could pull it off, it would maybe absolve me of the guilt that still hadn’t waned.

I didn’t get much sleep that day, between my shifts. My mind was racing with potential scenarios, my heart racing with anxiety. But still, the whole thing just made sense to me. It was around noon when I got out of bed, snuck over to the empty guest quarters, and I stuffed some pillows under one of the bed’s blanket. I closed and locked the door, but left the blinds open slightly. It was the first part of my plan—a necessary part.

Next, I met up with some of the guys in the dining hall. I had a bite to eat, sat with them for a while, occasionally joining in the conversation. And then when there was a good opening, I slipped in the news: “Did you hear they sent us some entertainment last night?”

Everyone looked at me. “What? Actually?” said Lieutenant Daniels.

“Just one girl. She’s sleeping in the guest house now.”

“Are you fucking with us, Sanderson?” said one of the guys.

“No, I gave her a hand off of the chopper last night,” I said. My heart was racing. All at once, flaws in my plan were starting to present themselves. It wasn’t until that moment that I thought: what if they recognize me? What if I can’t pull it off? I’d been told I had a chick’s body before—so many times, it was impossible to keep track. But that didn’t mean I could actually convince a group of men that I was a woman. I didn’t even know if I could do the voice, or put on the makeup. I didn’t know how to put on makeup! What made me think that I could figure all of this out in the span of a day?

I’d been so blinded by the potential benefits of the plan that I never stopped to consider the realities. And now, the rumour was spreading like wildfire through the compound. It wasn’t long before there was a group of men huddled outside of the guest house, quietly looking in through that window at the lump I’d positioned under those sheets. “There she is!” one of the guys said.

“Keep your voice down, you horny fuck,” said another.

“I can’t see her. Where is she?”

“She’s right there—under the covers.”

The men turned to me. “Is she hot? Did you fuck her?”

I smiled. “She was alright,” I said. “She went straight to bed after they dropped her off.”

The biggest issue that I never stopped to consider, was whether or not they would realize it was me—and if they realized it, what would they do? Would they beat the hell out of me? They would certainly want to know why I did it, and it wouldn’t take much to get me to admit that I was responsible for the loss of three of our men. My sudden plan was quickly devolving into a massive regret.

I excused myself from the group. “I’m going to get some sleep before my shift,” I said, slipping away from the men as they all tried to get a better look through that slit I left in the blinds.

Back in my room, I started practicing my voice. I had to get it right, but I had no idea how I sounded. I had nothing to record myself with. I just had to trust my gut that what I was hearing with my own ears was what others would hear. I didn’t think I sounded too bad—but how the hell could I know? It only took about thirty minutes before I managed to make the voice more or less natural. It helped that I was getting over a bit of a cold, and my voice was a bit scratchy still.

While everyone was over at the dining hall for dinner, I snuck over to the storage unit and grabbed the lingerie and the makeup kit from that box. That was when I realized I needed hair. Where could I find hair? I looked around, but there was nothing. No one would ever believe me as a woman with my buzz cut. So what could I do?

In a split-second decision, I decided to make a run for town. I slipped out the back of that storage unit and I jumped the fence. I ran as fast as I could towards the nearby hills, hoping whoever was on patrol wouldn’t notice. The horns didn’t go off. I either got really lucky, or whoever was on patrol didn’t care, maybe even saw our guys taking off for town all of the time.

I jogged to town. It only took an hour and a half, and the air was cool enough that I wasn’t completely drenched in sweat. I was tired, but I didn’t waste any time. I started going up and down streets, looking for a place that sold wigs. There must have been something there—anything I could use to bring my outfit together.

I was getting strange looks from the locals. I was in my civilian clothes, but they could all tell that I wasn’t one of them. And judging by some of the whispering I noticed, they weren’t stoked on my presence there.

I actually found a costume store. It was a small shop, without a door, with all of the costumes hanging in a ten-by-ten foot radius. A swatch of long blonde hair caught my eye. I reached for it and pulled it out from the costume bundle. It was attached to a colourful bandana, sticking out from a plastic bag labelled ‘Gypsy Witch’. “How much for this?” I asked.

He tried to charge me one-hundred American dollars for the outfit. I talked him down to twenty. In the end, he seemed happy with the transaction—he probably would have made the deal for two bucks, judging by how much dust was in that wig. I didn’t stop for long to catch my breath. I tossed the costume into the garbage, keeping only the wig (and the bandana it was attached to), and I started to run back towards the compound. The sun was starting to set, and my shift was set to begin in two hours. There was no time to waste.


CHAPTER IV

The bandana looked silly, no matter how I tried to style it. I would have pulled it off—and I tried—but I quickly realized it was the bandana holding the whole thing together. So after some thinking, I decided it would work best hidden under my helmet. The girls that had come in the past had always dressed up like slutty soldiers—the guys loved it. So in a way, it was perfect.

I checked into my shift and waited for the rest of the squad to take off for the night before slipping back into my room to get ready. I’m not sure my heart had stopped pounding since the idea had occurred to me. I kept telling myself that it wasn’t too late to back out, but for some reason, I kept going with the scheme—because in a way, it was too late to back out. If I backed out, I would have to find a way to explain what happened to the entertainment I told everyone about—the blanket lump that I told everyone was a girl.

And what exactly was I planning on doing? The girls that had come in the past would strip for us, fuck us, sleep next to us. I couldn’t exactly strip, seeing as I was hiding a cock between my legs and I didn’t have real tits. And I couldn’t exactly put out, seeing as I didn’t have a pussy—not to mention the fact that I was straight, though I did occasionally fantasize about being with a man—

It was a harmless fantasy, me and another guy tag-teaming a woman. In the fantasy, while I’m fucking the chick, she tells me to suck the other guy off, and I do it. Like I said—it’s just a harmless fantasy. Though I did have it a lot.

Sometimes the entertainment didn’t strip and didn’t put out. No one ever made the girls put out. Most guys were just happy to have some female company. I was pretty sure I could pull that off—just lay with a guy, talk to him, let him hold me. I just had to keep their hands away from my cock, and I would be fine—right?

I used my face razor to shave my legs. It took longer than I thought it would take, having to make a few passes before my legs were really smooth, the way a woman’s are. I put on my wig, secured it with my army helmet, and then I started doing my makeup. I felt so insane, as if my brain no longer had any control over my body. I kept telling myself over and over, how ridiculous this whole idea was, but no matter how much I told myself, I just kept going through with it.

My makeup wasn’t too bad—at least after a few attempts. It wasn’t so easy to do with my lights dimmed. But I was impressed. The eyeliner really brought out my eyes—made them look so big and shiny. I used a lot of eye shadow, hoping it would make me look less distinguishable—and I think it worked. A bit of contouring also went a long way, changing the shape of my face just enough that I didn’t look like me. Keeping a bit of hair covering the sides of my face also helped.

I felt rather embarrassed when I slipped into the lingerie—not because it looked silly (it looked pretty good, actually) but because it fit so perfectly, and the tag said it was a small. So I fit perfectly into a piece of small lingerie. That’s not exactly every soldier’s dream. But in a weird way, I was happy about it. For once, my petite stature was going to benefit the crew. And for once, I was happy that my cock was small. It hardly bulged out at all from the little panties. The lingerie’s frilly skirt did a fine job hiding the small bulge that did poke through.

I looked in the mirror and took a deep breath. I had to rub my eyes and take a closer look at myself. I knew I would be able to pull the look off, but I had no idea that I would look that good. I actually looked… sexy. I put my hands on my breasts—cups stuffed with wads of toilet paper. I couldn’t believe how real they looked. I couldn’t believe my legs, more than anything. All shaved and smooth, they were completely unfamiliar to me, as if they belonged to someone else.

I caught myself smiling, but I quickly fought that smile away. I would smile in front of the soldiers, but when I was by myself, I needed to remember my reality—I needed to remember that this was for them, and not for me.

I should admit something now, something I failed to mention before, but I can’t keep it a secret any longer. When that supply drop came a few weeks before, with the cancelled entertainment’s lingerie and makeup, I fantasized about getting dressed up. When Lieutenant Daniels held the little lacy number up and joked about it being my size, I thought about it—I had the strangest desire to put the little piece of clothing on to see if it really did fit, and if I could actually pull it off.

And maybe it was that little rogue fantasy that started this whole mess—a fantasy that grew and blossomed in my mind over the course of a few weeks before I found a way to justify its reality. And I should also admit that I was excited, up until that point. I was practically shaking with excitement that whole day before as the hour of my shift approached. It was finally time to try on that lingerie, to see if I could really pull it off—

But now that I knew I could pull it off, that excitement was gone, replaced by a churning anxiety in the depths of my gut. Was I really going to face my squad mates dressed like a girl? Was I really going to let them touch me, let them lay next to me, and maybe even let them kiss me? Would it make them feel better? Would it lift their spirits? Then why not? What did I have to lose, except that guilt that burned in the back of my mind every day and every night?

I did a little spin in front of the mirror. I considered the possibility that I’d lost my mind in a sort of PTSD-induced delirium. It was certainly a possibility, but in that moment, it still made sense. It still felt like it was my duty to bring a little bit of joy back to that compound, help the guys forget about the shit they’d been dragged through over the past month.

I carefully opened the door of my room and stepped out. I figured I had a few hours to unleash my plan before I needed to get back to my post, before people woke up to see me missing. I decided I would start at the other end of the compound, visiting one room at a time for maybe thirty minutes at a time. I hardly knew the guys at the other end of the compound, so I figured that meant they hardly knew me—which was perfect for keeping my identity safe.

But I didn’t make it to the other end of the compound. Someone put their hand on my shoulder while I was tiptoeing across the pavement, trying to be quiet—which was hard in tall stilettoes. Standing behind me was Sergeant Myers. My heart skipped a beat as he looked into my eyes. “So you’re the girl they sent in last night, huh? I’m going to be honest, I thought that was a lie. My name is Rick—Rick Myers. What’s your name?”

I didn’t realize his name was Rick until that moment—and I didn’t realize that I hadn’t thought of a name for myself until that moment. So I said the first name that came to mind. “Mandy Hansen,” I said with a smile, using my fake voice for the first time in public.

He looked me up and down, and then his eyes narrowed. I was completely stiff, my joints rigid and locked, my heart fluttering with no apparent rhythm. “You’re quite beautiful, I have to say. Were you going somewhere just now?” He put his hands on my arms.

“No,” I said quietly. I still wasn’t too confident in my voice. I wasn’t entirely confident about anything. I thought I was, but that confidence disappeared the moment his hand touched my shoulder. “Just looking around.”

“Well you should be careful. You wouldn’t want to scare any of the guys on patrol.”

I forced a smile.

“Let me give you a tour of the place,” he said, and then he reached out and took my hand. I never really realized how big his hands were before—or maybe my hands were just small. The rest of me was small, so it wouldn’t be too much of a surprise.

He took me on a tour, whispering so the others wouldn’t wake up—not that he cared about that. He probably just wanted to keep me all for himself. He explained what every building was for, but I wasn’t listening. My head was too preoccupied with the fact that my disguise was actually working. I’d actually convinced a man that I was a woman—not just any woman, but a woman he wanted to spend time with, a woman whose hand he wanted to hold. Maybe it was just because it had been months since he’d seen a real woman. His expectations were so low—non-existent, even.

Regardless, my heart was racing, and I kept catching myself with a big smirk on my face.

He ended the tour at his room. “This is my pad. It’s not much,” he said.

“You look tired,” I said. “Were you on your way to bed?”

“Yeah, but if you want, I’ll stay up with you.” He smiled, looking me in the eyes. I couldn’t believe he didn’t recognize me. It’s amazing what a bit of eyeliner and eye shadow can do. I wasn’t expecting him to make a move, so I was caught off guard when he put his hands on my hips and went in for the kiss. I’d hardly said ten words to him—maybe I hadn’t even said ten words. But he was lonely, and so was every other guy on that compound. I should have seen it coming. I should have anticipated at least a handful of sexual advances.

I kissed back, feeling a lump forming in my throat. His hands moved up to my breasts, and I took a step back. “Maybe we can just lay together for now,” I said, my voice trembling.

I felt like I was in the middle of a dream—that moment where you become aware that you’re dreaming, and you realize nothing that has happened so far has made any sense. Every decision you’ve made up until this point has been completely nonsensical. But it wasn’t a dream. I was really in a soldier’s bedroom, dressed up like a chick.

“Okay, sure,” he said. “Let’s get that helmet off, so you can be more comfortable.” He took my helmet off before I could think of a way to stop him. He looked at the colourful bandana and chuckled. “Cute bandana.” I was lucky the wig stayed in place. I thought it looked silly, but he seemed to think nothing of it. He fell down on his bed and he patted the spot in front of him. I hesitated, but was this not my plan from the beginning? That smile on his face—was that not the whole reason I was doing this?

I took the spot. His arm came over me and he pulled me in tight. I could feel all of his muscles through his thin night shirt. I could even feel the bulge of his big dick in his soft cotton shorts. I think he made sure it was pressing up to my bum, to let me know what could have been mine at any moment.

His hand moved up and down my bare arm. “It’s nice to feel a woman. God, I can’t even remember the last time I felt a woman,” he said. The thought of him beating me to death crossed my mind. All he had to do was reach down. All I had to do was let my voice slip. I was playing a dangerous game.

But it felt so good, being held so tightly, being pressed against those hard muscles.

“You’re a brave woman for coming out here,” he said. “You’re the real hero here.”

I kind of liked the feeling of his hand moving up and down my arm, tingling my senses, making my heart pound warmly. He was happy, and that made me happy. So this whole thing wasn’t just a giant waste of time. It wasn’t such a stupid idea after all. For a short period of time, he wasn’t thinking about his dead friends.

“Do you want me to suck your dick?” I asked. As soon as the words came off of my tongue, I froze up. I swear they weren’t my own words. They never processed through my brain—they just came out on their own, out of nowhere.

“I wouldn’t say no to that,” he said.

And now I had no choice. That pit of nausea returned in my gut. What choice did I have? I couldn’t exactly take the offer back…


CHAPTER V

So I did it. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and then I spun around and sunk low, under the covers. I was careful not to nudge my wig out of place. I had to stop a number of times to gather the courage to go on, especially once I had his cotton shorts down, and his big, warm dick was flopped out on his thigh. I was so slow to take it—so nervous—that he lifted it up and pressed the warm tip up to my lips. “Don’t be shy,” he said.

I opened my mouth and let him in. And it felt strangely satisfying, like I was finally doing the right thing, finally absolving some of that horrible guilt that hadn’t stopped tormenting me for weeks. I was responsible for the death of three of his friends. The least I could do was get him off, make him forget for five minutes.

And I have to admit, it felt pretty good to think that I was able to get a man so hard, making him moan, making his body tense and relax in waves. He slipped his fingers into my hair. Luckily, the wig didn’t budge, even once he started to massage my scalp. He slipped one hand behind my head and pulled me in tight, until his cock was in my throat. I gagged a bit, but I managed to power through. I liked the way it felt. I liked the idea that I was doing the right thing, saving the compound from misery, one guy at a time.

Maybe I was gay, or bisexual, or one of the four-thousand apparent sexual orientations that were floating around. I liked women, though, so I couldn’t have been gay. In fact, I loved women so much, I wanted to be one—I wanted to wear their clothes and feel what they felt. Maybe that was just what it felt like to be gay, but I also liked the idea of fucking women.

Maybe it makes no difference. Maybe everyone is different. Maybe everyone is the same and some people just do a better job of keeping their feelings bottled up and hidden away.

Regardless, I was determined to get Sergeant Myers off. He got so big, I couldn’t fit him in my mouth. So what I couldn’t fit, I stroked with a tight fist. I had him moaning so loudly, tickling his bulbous tip with the tip of my tongue. The muscles in his thighs were becoming tense, flexing. He was shuddering slightly. I knew it was coming, even before he said, “I’m about to come,” through clenched teeth.

I made sure he was in my mouth, his tip aimed down at my tongue, when he finally let go. He had a big load, and he came quickly. It really had been a long time since he’d gotten off. It wasn’t easy to find alone time on that compound unless you worked the night shift like me.

I swallowed and then I wiped my lips. When I came up from under the covers, he had the biggest grin on his face. It was a satisfying sight, a nice reminder of why I did it.

I lay with him until he fell asleep, and then I slipped out to find someone else to ‘entertain’ for the night.

I carefully knocked on a random door in the resident hall across the compound from where I was set up. It took the man inside a moment to wake up and answer the door. I felt a bit bad about waking him up, but I knew he would appreciate it as soon as he saw me. And I was right. I heard him grumbling up to the door, and then I watched as his eyes grew wide at the sight of me. “Hey there, soldier,” I said, letting a little smile slip. It was a soldier whose name I didn’t know. I’d seen him around the compound before. He was a big guy, probably six-foot-seven, two-hundred and fifty pounds. He smiled and his cheeks turned red at the sight of me.

It was another little confidence booster—another guy who legitimately thought I was a woman. He invited me into his room. We sat and chatted for a while. He was cute. He made a point of sitting upright and proper, and he kept offering to fetch me food and water from the dining hall. At one point he even offered me the blanket from his bed, pointing out that I looked cold.

I ended up sitting right next to him on the edge of the bed. He put his arm around me. He was nervous—not nearly as outgoing as Sergeant Myers. And he was gentle, which I wasn’t expecting. I was the one to initiate the kiss. He was very careful with his hands, keeping them on my arms, occasionally slipping them close to my breasts but he would always stop himself, determined to be a gentleman. He really perked up once I had my hand down his cotton bottoms, my fingers around his bare flesh. I massaged him until he was rock-hard and his breathing was shallow and quick.

“I guess they sent their best, huh?” he said with rosy cheeks. I kept massaging him while we made out. He playfully bit my lip and I playfully bit his. It wasn’t long before he came into the palm of my hand. “I’m so sorry,” he said. “It’s just been so long.” Now his face was really red.

I giggled. “Don’t apologize. It’s cute,” I said. It was impressive how quickly these guys were getting off—they were all practically on the verge of coming when I walked into their rooms. And every room I left, I could tell my men were more relaxed, more at peace than they had been in weeks. I managed to visit four more rooms that night, using my hands and my mouth to make those men forget their troubles. No visit was longer than ten minutes.

As soon as the sun was beginning to glow on the blinds, I made my escape back to my bedroom to get changed back into my proper outfit, so I could get back to my post before anyone was awake. And I made it just in time. Soldiers started emerging from their rooms just a few minutes later.

Once I was relieved from my shift, I wandered down to the dining hall, and was excited to hear the rumours buzzing. The men were smiling, sitting on the edge of their seats as they swapped stories. “Where is she now? I want to meet this little angel,” I heard one soldier say—a soldier who hadn’t spoken a word in weeks. It was the closest to normal I’d seen of that compound since before the accident.

My guilt was still strong, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as the day before. Maybe my plan wasn’t so bad after all.


CHAPTER VI

I made a point of trying to gauge who in the squad needed some woman time the most. There were a few guys in the room that were still totally silent, including Sergeant Jensen. He sat in the corner, the food untouched on his plate, staring at the buzzing excitement in the room without much visible emotional. He was the closest friend of Staff Sergeant Jones, who was killed in the IED explosion.

I considered leaving him alone—there was probably only so much I could do, and the last thing I wanted to do was offend him. Maybe he just wanted some more time to grieve, or maybe he simply wasn’t interested. But I had to try. I couldn’t carry on seeing him like that every morning for the next two years of our deployment.

So I decided Jensen would be the next to get all of my attention as Mandy.

Exhaustion was starting to set in, but it didn’t seem right to go to sleep. These men were expecting an appearance from me. I couldn’t simply exist during the night, when everyone was asleep. All of the past entertainment made an effort to be awake when the rest of the squad was up—even if they were heavily jetlagged. I was eating a chick out once when she fell asleep. I still commended her for trying.

I went back to my room, closed the blinds, and got undressed. If I was going to make all of this right, I needed to keep going. I only had six more days left before the next supply drop, before Mandy would be taken away, and I had a lot of guys to get through. I caught myself smirking. Was I really going to try to get through all of them? I’d already gotten through about an eighth of the compound—what was another couple dozen guys? My God, I was a major slut.

I slipped back into my little skirted lingerie, pulled up my panties, stuffed my bra, did up my makeup that I’d only just washed off a couple of hours before. I made sure every little detail was perfect, which was much easier than before (now that I knew what I was doing), and I practiced my voice, making it natural again.

And then, after a deep, giddy breath, I slipped out from my room and went to seek out Sergeant Jensen.

I found him but I decided not to approach him. He was sitting alone up in one of the watchtowers, looking out at the hills, his rifle propped up by his side. He had that same forlorn look in his eyes, that inward gaze that was stuck looking back at that accident, when the bomb went off, when he was stuck in his transport, completely helpless.

So instead, I decided to make an appearance in the dining hall. I stepped up to the door and could hear all of the men inside, laughing, chatting, in the best mood they’d been in all month. I took a deep breath and went inside, and the room fell silent. Everyone turned to look at me. Eyes went wide. I felt tension creep into my joints, a lump creeping into my throat. I slowly raised a hand and said, “Hi everyone,” in my best girl voice. “I’m Mandy.”

They all said hello back. And then it wasn’t long before they all stood up. Lieutenant Daniels beat everyone to me. He slipped his arm around my back and said, “Welcome to our little camp. Why don’t you come sit with us? Tell us a little bit about yourself.” He plopped me down in an empty seat at a busy table. Everyone was leaning forward and staring at me—some into my eyes, some at my chest. I could feel the gazes of men behind me on my legs and ass. I didn’t mind so much—it was Lieutenant Daniels that I was nervous about.

I knew Daniels better than anyone, and he knew me better than anyone. If anyone was going to recognize me, it would be him. Not to mention, he was the only other person who knew about the lingerie that was delivered weeks before—and he knew that I knew as well. All I could do was hope that he wouldn’t put two and two together, realize I wasn’t present, discover I wasn’t in my room… I was playing with fire, but I couldn’t help myself.

I wish I could say that I was completely overwhelmed by crippling nervousness, but that would be a lie. More than anything, I was overwhelmed by a warm tingling in my body, an urge to smile and giggle as the men stared at me with eyes full of lust. Everyone wanted to have a turn putting their arm around me. Everyone stopped to listen whenever I opened my mouth to speak. They all wanted to have me and I’d never felt anything like it.

“So you’re the entertainment, huh? And how exactly do you entertain?” one of the soldiers asked as his eyes scanned my body. I think he was hoping for a strip tease, but that was the one thing I really couldn’t do. But I had to tell them something. HQ only ever sent entertainers with legitimate skills: comedians, dancers, singers.

But I didn’t have to come up with anything. Sergeant Myers beat me to the punch. “Oh, she’s got quite the skill set,” he said with a big grin. “Don’t even worry about that.” Our gazes met briefly, and I felt my cheeks burn red. I probably shouldn’t have been so giddy about being called a slut, but there was something so exciting about it—so taboo, yet so satisfying. The other guys I’d visited in the night all nodded in agreement, with goofy reminiscent grins of their own.

It was fun—at least at first. But I’d underestimated the aggression of two dozen horny, isolated soldiers. I hadn’t really noticed them inching in closer to me, surrounding me. I did notice a few new sets of hands on my body. One guy was giving me a shoulder massage. Daniels still had his arm around me. Another guy had his hand on my thigh. It was a lot. That hand on my thigh was getting awfully close to my cock. Daniels’s hand was slipping further around my body, getting closer and closer to my toilet-paper stuffed breast.

“Would you fellas excuse me a moment while I use the bathroom?” I said. They parted like the Red Sea, opening a path towards the bathroom. Unfortunately, there was just the one bathroom, but fortunately, they let me have it all to myself while I tried to gather my nerves. I looked at myself in the mirror—a nice reminder that I was mostly unrecognizable… but I wasn’t entirely unrecognizable. I could still see my own eyes behind that makeup, my own nose, my own cheekbones, even with the careful contouring. Was it just a matter of time before the others could see it, too? After Mandy left and I returned to the group, would they see her in me? Would they put it all together after I’d already had my fun with them? And if so, what would they do to punish me?

Someone knocked at the door. Before I had a chance to let them know I was almost finished, he let himself in. It was Lieutenant Daniels. “Hi, I hope I’m not intruding,” he said, taking a step into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. “You just looked a bit overwhelmed there. I wanted to make sure you were okay. Do you need anything?”

“Me? No, I’m okay. Thank you,” I said. I reached down and straightened the little skirt of my lingerie before taking one last look in the mirror to make sure everything was right.

“You know, you’re really quite beautiful. HQ doesn’t usually send us ladies of your… calibre,” he said with a grin as he stepped towards me.

“That’s so sweet of you to say,” I said. “I’m happy to be here.”

“I don’t mean to embarrass you, but there’s a tag on your outfit. Maybe I could get it off for you…”

Warmth rushed into my face. I reached around and could feel it. How embarrassing! I’d been wearing that little outfit all night and all morning. He stepped up behind me, put one hand on my back to secure the lingerie one-piece, and then he tugged the tag off. “There you are,” he said.

“Thank you so much,” I said, turning to him with a shy smile. It’s funny how a little tag can be so embarrassing. He was looking down at me, into my eyes. He was tall—taller than I’d ever really noticed before. He had his hands on my sides now, and I felt so powerless in his presence. Even his hands dwarfed me—he was nearly able to touch his fingertips together around my waist.

He was too close. How could he not recognize me? How could he not see me in my eyes? Perhaps his mind was too preoccupied with the thought of sex to really notice.

His hands slipped up over my breasts and he squeezed, not seeming to notice he was squeezing bundles of toilet paper. “It’s been lonely here,” he said.

“I can imagine,” I said. Now he had one hand on my breast and one on my ass. The handful of flesh he had of my backside was very real, and his fingertips were awfully close to my butthole. “Hopefully I can make it a little less lonely.”

“You already have,” he said, and then he kissed me. I have to say, it was strange kissing the guy I’d called my best friend for the past couple of years. It was especially strange feeling his big muscles pressing against my body. I stopped thinking about how strange it was when I felt the bulge of his erection against my tummy. I could feel him throbbing through his pants, through the lace of my lingerie. It felt so big that I couldn’t help but look down at it—and my God, it looked big, a huge bulge pushing outwards towards me. “You like that?” he asked with a smirk.

I shrugged with a smirk. “Maybe,” I said.

He took my hand and brought it down, pushing it beneath the waistband of his pants so my fingers were touching his bare flesh. It was real, throbbing warmly. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I curled my fingers around it, almost unable to completely surround his girth, and I started to stroke. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He pressed his forehead against mine. “That feels pretty good,” he said. He bit his lip and took a deep breath.

There is something amazingly satisfying about stroking a cock—the way it fits into your grasp, the way the foreskin pulls back, the way it throbs, the way it warms up from a few strokes, the way the man moans once you find the sweet-spot.

He kissed me again, this time getting his tongue into my mouth. It was around that moment that I realized I was getting erect myself, and my tiny panties and little skirt weren’t going to be enough to keep me hidden. I tried to subtly reach down to adjust myself, so he wouldn’t notice, but before I could get my hand down, he grabbed my wrist and pinned it to the wall my back was against. “Make me come, baby,” he said.

I firmed up my grip, pumped harder, faster, making him squirm. “Shit,” he muttered as a particularly strong shudder crossed through his body. He kissed me again, getting all of his tongue in my mouth, rubbing his scratchy stubble against my face, probably smearing my makeup, but I could have cared less.

I made him come in his pants. His head tilted back and he strained. Once he was finished unloading, he stumbled back and looked down at his new mess. He laughed. “Well shit,” he said. “Looks like I need to change. Do me a favour and distract the guys while I slip out, would you?” He gave me one last peck before going to grab some paper towel to start the clean-up process.


CHAPTER VII

I had some more fun throughout that morning. It seemed like whenever I wandered off anywhere—to use the bathroom, to have a smoke, to grab a glass of water—someone was ready to poach me. I didn’t mind—each guy I got off felt like one step closer to righting my wrong. Though I have to say, sucking a guy off just to get a glass of water gets to be exhausting, especially after a sleepless night of jerking and sucking guys off.

It was just past noon when I finally had to excuse myself for a nap. Thankfully no one followed me this time. I went to the guest house, hit the bed, and fell asleep immediately. I made sure my phone’s alarm was set for seven, to give me enough time to sneak back over to my actual room, to get ready for my actual shift. I planned on checking in, waiting for everyone to disperse for the night, and then getting right back to it—back in my makeup and lingerie.

When my alarm went off, I felt like I hadn’t even slept five minutes, but it had been almost five hours. Pulling myself up to my feet was a real challenge. I quietly pushed the door open and peeked my head out, to make sure no one was watching. The coast was clear, so I made a dash for my room. I made it unspotted, got changed quickly, and made it to my post five minutes early. Sergeant Jensen was still sitting in the watchtower, still looking out at the hills. “Reporting for duty, Sergeant,” I said. My voice cracked as I said it. I had to strain to keep from slipping back into my female voice, which now seemed so much more natural than my male voice.

He looked over at me and stared at me for a moment before saying, “You look tired, Sanderson. Why don’t you just take the night off.”

“Sir, you’ve been stationed here for the last twelve hours already,” I said.

“I’m not tired. I don’t mind doing another shift. Get some rest. You’re no good to us when you’re tired like this.”

I felt bad, but he was determined to stay on the post. He probably preferred to have a task to occupy his mind, even if that task was just looking out at the horizon for potential attackers. It beat laying awake in bed with a head full of unwanted memories. So there was no sense in arguing. I thanked him and left him to his post.

But now, more than ever, I felt it was my duty to get him back to normal, to lift his spirits, the way I’d lifted the other guys’ spirits over the past twenty-four hours. I went to my room, closed the blinds, and I made my transformation once again. And this mission was more important than ever. If I could make Jensen smile and forget about the realities of war for five minutes, I could do the same for any guy.

I tried a new technique with my makeup, doing little outward flicks with the eyeliner, still keeping the eye-shadow heavy to avoid potential recognition. I even stuffed my top with extra toilet paper, making me a little bit more voluptuous. I went extra dark red with my lips, almost crimson. Had I had real boobs to show off, I would have looked like a blonde Jessica Rabbit. I did a few cute poses in front of the mirror, building up my confidence, which was already higher than it had ever been before.

I spent a bit of extra time perfecting the tiny details. I didn’t want to just appear again within the hour as Mandy. I needed to give Jensen some time to forget our interaction, or at least long enough that he wouldn’t connect the dots. It was close to twenty-two-hundred when I finally went to him, as Mandy, with each bit of my hair and makeup just perfect.

He was still sitting there, still looking out at the hills, still lost in his own mind. I was tempted to leave him alone again, but I knew I couldn’t. I knew he would be this way forever unless I showed him that there was still joy to be had in life. So I took a deep breath and I approached him.

“Hey there,” I called out.

He turned and looked down at me. “Hey,” he said simply.

“You sure look lonely up there. Want some company?” My heart was pounding fast, for the first time since I first stepped out dressed as a lady. There was a particular nervousness around Jensen, as if the stakes were somehow higher.

He forced a smile. “I really should focus on watching the hills,” he said.

“Well maybe I can watch with you. Another set of eyes can’t hurt. Right?”

He let out a small chuckle. I couldn’t tell if it was forced or not, but it was definitely a step in the right direction. “Okay, come on up,” he said. “Are you okay with the ladder?”

“I think so,” I said. I’d climbed that ladder hundreds of times before, but it was a whole different beast in high heels. I managed to make it up the first few rungs by myself, but it was harder near the top. He offered me a hand and pulled me up. “Nice view up here.”

“If you like desert hills, I guess,” he said, looking back out. He didn’t look at me for longer than a second, which was probably for the best. He was very serious about his lookout duty, which was strange to me, seeing as there were a dozen military outposts closer to enemy territory than us. The chances of us being attacked were so astronomically tiny, and everyone knew it.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Sergeant Jensen,” he said with an official tone of voice. It was silent for a moment, and then he said, “But you can call me Miles.”

“Miles. I like that name,” I said. “Miles Jensen—isn’t that a movie character?”

“Is it?”

“Yeah, like from a horror movie, I think,” I said.

“Is he the killer or the guy who gets killed.”

“I can’t remember to be honest,” I said, and then I laughed. He still hadn’t looked over at me. His gaze continued to slowly scan the motionless hills. “It’s cold up here,” I said. “Don’t you get cold?” He was only wearing a wife beater and cargo pants.

“I don’t really get cold,” he said.

“I don’t believe you,” I said, and then I reached out and felt his arm. He wasn’t lying. He was warm, radiating heat. “You’re so warm!” I said, snuggling in close to his body. “You don’t mind, do you?” I asked.

He shrugged. “If you’re cold,” he said, “go ahead.” I looked at him and noticed his cheeks were a shade of pink. So there was a man inside of the machine—he could feel something. I put a hand on his hard abs and rested my head on his shoulder.

“Do you miss home?” I asked.

“Sometimes, I guess,” he said.

“Do you have a lady waiting for you back home?”

“No.”

I carefully let my hand sink lower and lower, towards his cock. I could tell he noticed, because his body became tense and he took a long deep breath. But his gaze remained forward. I stopped, worried I was moving too quickly, making him uncomfortable. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine.” He looked at me and forced a smile. I looked into his eyes and could see all of that sorrow. My heart throbbed. I wished I could take that pain from him, make it my own so he wouldn’t have to suffer with it.

“Just relax, okay?” I said.

He nodded slowly. So I sunk to my knees, nestled myself between his thighs, and I started at his fly. He looked down at me, breathing slowly as I fished his big, thick rod out from his pants. “You’re big,” I said, stroking him slowly, feeling that warmth radiating from his cock.

He didn’t respond. He just kept looking at me with that nervous tension.

“Just relax,” I said, and then I leaned forward and plunged his cock through my lips. I wrapped my tongue around his girth, getting him all wet and hard. While I sucked, I fondled his balls. But he wasn’t relaxing. Once he was hard, he had his eyes closed. His face was red. “What’s wrong?” I asked. I had a good feeling I knew what was wrong—he couldn’t stop thinking about his fallen squad mates. And the guilt was overwhelming.

“I know who you are,” he said. And I froze. That wasn’t what I was expecting. “And, well, it’s just strange.”

“You—you know who I am?” I said, trying to play it cool. Maybe I was mistaken. Maybe he wasn’t referring to my real identity.

“I think everyone knows, and… well, it’s just a lot to take in. You know?” he said. But I didn’t know. Was he saying that everyone knew my real identity? If that was true, why had no one said anything? Why weren’t they throwing me over the fence and telling me to find the nearest landmine? My heart stuttered and I felt lightheaded. “Look, Sanderson—you’re doing a good thing. You’re doing it for the boys, and that’s admirable. You’re helping us all out of a real funk. And I’ll admit, when they told me you really looked and sounded like a chick, I didn’t believe them. But now that I’m looking at you—they weren’t kidding.”

“They… really know it’s me?” I said. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut.

“They know, and they appreciate it,” he said. “And I appreciate it, too. I just don’t know if I can… you know…”

I took a deep breath in, my whole body trembling. So everyone knew—how humiliating. But if he was telling the truth, that they all appreciated it and it was making them a little bit happier, wasn’t that all that mattered? “You don’t know if you can see me as a woman?” I said. I wasn’t offended. In fact, I was flattered that he wasn’t tossing me off of that tower onto the barbed wire fence.

“No… well, yes. But it’s not because you don’t look like a woman. You really do look like a woman.” He laughed nervously. “You look better than most of the women I know, but… It’s just because I know, you know?”

I took another slow, controlled breath. I wasn’t sure how I was going to face the rest of the squad now that I knew that they knew. It would be embarrassing at first, there was no doubt about that, but like everything, people would get over it. All that mattered was that I was serving a purpose. And that’s why I was up in the tower with Sergeant Jensen.

“Just try to relax, and if you can’t think of me as a lady, maybe just try not to think at all,” I said with a red-cheeked smirk. I bent over and took his cock again, sinking it back through my lips. He took a deep breath and finally, I felt his body relax. His fingers slipped into my hair.

“Just like that,” he said. A warm energy pulsed through me. Finally, I felt no guilt. Anyone could have made the same mistake that I made that day a month before, driving back from that patrol route. We took shortcuts all the time. I just happened to be the one who made the call that particular day—and it was no one’s fault but the barbarians who planted that bomb. All that mattered was that I was willing to make things better as best as I could, so that’s what I was doing.

I got him rock-hard, throbbing powerfully. I licked from his balls to his bulbous tip. “I fucking love your big cock,” I said, looking at the beautiful monster.

“Bend over,” he said.

“Bend over?”

“Yeah. Stand up and bend over,” he said.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. My heart was racing—I’d never been fucked in the ass before—but I was excited. I was excited to make him happy, to make him satisfied. And if that meant taking his huge meat in my backdoor, then I was fine with that. “Fuck me,” I said, swaying my tush before him.

He pulled aside the thin fabric strip of my panties, exposing my puckering butthole. I heard him take a deep breath in before pressing his warm tip up to my anus. I bit down on my tongue as he began to push in. It hurt a bit as my hole stretched out, but I could take it. That grin on his face was worth every bit of pain.

But the pain was short-lived. Once he was deep in my ass, his pelvis against my butt, there was only a peculiar euphoria buzzing inside of me, making my legs tremble. Once he started thrusting, I was gone, a limp, moaning mess. He had to hold me up with his muscular arms while he pumped my rear-end. “Shit, you’re tight,” he muttered through clenched teeth.

“Fuck me harder,” I said, already on the verge of orgasm. God, it felt so good. My vision started to turn white and everything seemed to be pulsing. He was pounding some sort of sweet-spot in my tush. I didn’t want it to end, but I knew the end was coming quickly. I could feel his cock throbbing, I could hear his grunts loudening, I could feel his nails digging into my skin. “Come in me. I want your cum deep inside of me,” I moaned.

After a few final grunts, and a few hard thrusts, I felt the rush of warmth deep inside of me. He was coming, blasting his hot load into my body. Another powerful tremor rushed through me, making me even limper, like some dollar store fuck doll.

We spent the next five minutes catching our breath before a word was spoken. “That felt great,” he finally said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“You’re a good soldier, Sanderson,” he said. “I hope you know that.”

I smiled, feeling his warm creampie rushing towards my asshole. I let it drain into my panties.

It turned out, he wasn’t lying. Everyone knew. When I showed up for my lookout shift the next night, I had multiple people come up to me to thank me for what I’d done. I didn’t admit to anyone that I enjoyed it so much that I maybe would have done it regardless of squad morale. Though I think they could all tell, especially the next day when I was back in that little outfit. One of the guys made a run to town to buy me a few new outfits and a better wig that didn’t require me to wear a helmet or a silly bandana.

They wanted me to keep the Mandy persona going. I had no problems with that. It was the least I could do, and it was so great to see my friends so happy and relaxed. Was I gay? Bisexual? Transgender? I don’t know, to be honest. Sometimes you just have to do what you have to do for the boys.

THE END


MASSEUSE

Ryan got lucky and landed the perfect job as a receptionist at a massage therapy clinic. The pay is good, the work is easy, and the little clinic’s massage therapist, Elaine, is a mature babe. But one afternoon, Ryan makes a big mistake by double-booking Elaine with one of her most important clients and a brand new client.

Afraid of losing his job over the mistake, Ryan decides to solve the problem without Elaine knowing a thing—by dressing up in one of her spare outfits and dimming the lights. It seems like the perfect solution until the new client asks for one of those happy endings that have apparently made Elaine so famous.


CHAPTER I

I got the job through a temp agency—and it was supposed to just be a temporary job, until the end of the summer, to help pay for my college textbooks.

I’d never worked as a receptionist before. I’d never even met a male receptionist, come to think of it, but it was the first job that was offered to me, and I wasn’t feeling picky. Besides, it sounded so easy. All I had to do was sit behind a desk, check people in, take payments. And with one client every hour, how much easier could it possibly be? Not to mention, most of the clients had their massages covered with their health insurance, so most of the time, I just had to smile and wave and mind my own business—occasionally make sure the bathrooms were stocked with toilet paper. The janitor would come by at the end of each day to clean the bathrooms, so I didn’t even have to worry about that.

I only ever had to stand up to show people to the massage room, or to check on them to see if they were ready for Elaine, the massage therapist, to come and do her work.

And the pay was okay, too—I made eighteen bucks an hour. Meanwhile my friends were working back-breaking construction jobs and making less than that. So I definitely wasn’t complaining. Some days I would bring in a set of headphones and I would just listen to my music while the clients were in the back room getting massaged.

There was one disappointing thing about the job, though. When I accepted the receptionist job at that massage therapy office, I expected to see tons of hot chicks, stripping down, covered in oil. A few years before, after my car accident, I went to see a massage therapist a few times, and the clinic was always filled with babes. Sometimes I would even get to share a room with a sexy young thing, her naked body covered by nothing more than a thin blanket.

But instead, Elaine’s clientele was strangely all male. I suspected that had something to do with the fact that Elaine was quite attractive—in her late thirties, but still smokin’ hot. She always wore her blouse buttoned down to show off her cleavage, and she never tied up her long, blonde hair. I imagine it felt pretty good, her soft hair gently brushing your back while she rubbed your naked body.

Sometimes I would watch her between clients, while she washed the warm oil off of her hands. It was too bad my massage therapist, after my car accident, wasn’t that sexy—or maybe that was a good thing. I’m not sure I could have made it through a whole session without getting a boner with Elaine.

So I didn’t get to see hordes of beautiful girls, but I did get to stare at Elaine all day, whenever she wasn’t behind that closed door, massaging one of the many men who came for their weekly—sometimes even daily—massages.

It was pretty close to being the perfect job—at least that’s what I thought until I was a few weeks into the gig, and the boredom started to set in. I spent most of the day alone at the reception desk, with that tediously repeating spa music playing in my ear. The computer’s internet was total garbage, hardly able to play a short YouTube video after an hour of buffering.  And the router was set up with some strict parental settings, so all the good websites were blocked, including social media sites. So all I could really do was read the newspaper. One time I tried mingling with a client, and I got the dirtiest look I’d ever gotten. It turns out, people don’t want to chat before a massage. They just want to sit in complete silence and listen to the lame spa music, and watch the fountain water babbling over an arrangement of quaint rocks.

Elaine had one client who booked in every single day. He must have been rich, because he booked a two-hour slot right before Elaine’s one-hour lunch break. So I would sit there with absolutely nothing to do for three straight hours—not even another client in the building—while Elaine massaged the man in the back room. In that three hour block, I would read the entire newspaper, surf as much of the internet as I could, and sometimes I would even re-read old school textbooks that I brought from home, hoping to brush up before the new school semester. And every day, that three hour block would creep by so slowly. Occasionally the phone would ring, and someone would schedule an appointment. That was about the height of the day’s excitement.

One afternoon, I decided to wander around the empty clinic. I poked around through drawers, cupboards, even the janitorial closet. I wasn’t looking for anything in particular, I was just trying to pass the time, trying to find anything to pass the monotony of the day. It was only one hour into the two-hour-long massage, and Elaine very, very, very rarely came out from the massage room once a massage had started, so I decided to snoop around in her office.

I got a little adrenaline rush when I opened the door and slipped inside. Again, there was nothing I was hoping to find—the adrenaline rush was more than enough. She had her change of clothes neatly folded on her desk. In one of the cupboards, I found a stack of the little blouses and skirts that she would wear during her massage sessions. Under that stack was a bin with identical outfits, already worn and ready to be washed.

But there didn’t seem to be anything too exciting in that office. Just the outfits, some paperwork, a little makeup kit she kept right on top of her desk, and a drawer full of stationary. And then I opened her bottom drawer and I found her collection of sex toys—dildos and vibrators. My heart jumped into my throat.

Sometimes, on slow days, Elaine would go into her office to do “paperwork”. She would close the door while she worked—I’d always just assumed she preferred to work alone, in silence, without the obnoxious spa music humming in her ears. But was she actually getting herself off? Was she messing around with sex toys between clients?

The thought of her, leaning back in her chair, legs spread wide, long pink dildo in her tight, wet snatch, came into my mind. One of the dildos was so thick, I had a hard time imagining she could even fit it into her body, but that didn’t stop my brain from imagining.

I carefully closed the drawer, made sure everything was exactly how I’d found it, and then I slipped out from the office. I made a quick trip to the bathroom, to relieve myself of the tantalizing fantasy that had manifested in my brain. I’d never masturbated at work before, but that afternoon had special circumstances. I got off quickly. But even once I’d gotten off, that image still lingered in my mind—especially when Elaine came back from her lunch break later that day, and she slipped into her office, closing the door behind her.

Was she in there now, fucking herself with one of those toys?

I was tempted to knock on her door—‘accidentally’ let myself in to tell her about some made up urgent message—maybe get a quick glimpse of her self-pleasuring. But I couldn’t do it. My heart was racing too quickly. So I just sat there in silence, with my teasing imagination.


CHAPTER II

The rest of that afternoon was a typical afternoon, save for the fact that I was totally distracted by that closed office door. The phone rang a few times. One man asked to speak with Elaine, but she was still in her office, the door still closed, and I couldn’t bring myself to go and knock. The thought of facing Elaine made my hands tremble, even though it was my job—my only job. I ended up doing something that could have gotten me fired: I pretended to be Elaine.

“Hello, this is Elaine Rouge. How can I help you?” I said, doing my best Elaine imitation. It was surprisingly convincing—at least the man on the other end thought so. He said he was just calling to thank me for the day before, and that he would definitely be coming back for another massage in a week or two. “Well it was my pleasure,” I said in that same voice. “Bye now.”

Elaine’s last client showed up after I hung up, and I showed him to the massage room, and that was the whole day. I went home with the image of that sex toy drawer still fresh in my mind.

And it wasn’t until the next day that I realized I’d made a big mistake. During my distracted state the day before, I’d double booked two clients. One of the phone calls I got after seeing that dildo drawer was a new client asking if he could swing by at 11:30 AM. Elaine had her two-hour session starting at 11:00 AM, but for some reason, I said sure, and I even wrote it into the schedule.

When I saw the double-booking on the schedule at the start of my shift, I panicked. I tried calling the man back, hoping to reschedule, but there was no answer. That’s when I remembered him saying he would be coming right from work, and he would be leaving the massage session for an important meeting. “Shit,” I muttered under my breath.

Elaine’s first client showed up and I showed him to the room. He was booked in for a one-hour massage. The next client wouldn’t show up for about fifty minutes—the man with his daily two-hour-long massage. And then there would hardly be any time before the double-booked client showed up. So I needed to think fast.

But I didn’t think fast. I just thought in circles—constantly reminding myself, over and over, that I’d made a big mistake, and I was doing nothing to rectify that mistake. I tried calling him again, but still, there was no response. I convinced myself that I would tell him as soon as he showed up that I’d made a big mistake—maybe I would even offer to pay for a massage for him at a later date. That would have been the smart thing to do. But when he showed up, I panicked. He was a big guy—six and a half feet tall, easily two-hundred and fifty pounds of pure muscle—probably twice my weight. I vaguely recognized him from a bus ad for an upcoming UFC event—I was fairly certain he was a fighter.

So when he checked in, I simply said, “Let me show you to the massage room.” I led him to the empty massage room—there were two in the clinic, as sometimes older clients needed extra time to get undressed and then dressed again, so Elaine would alternate rooms so clients wouldn’t be rushed.

I don’t know what my plan was. I probably didn’t have one. Maybe I was just hoping Elaine would suddenly be finished her massage and she would suddenly have spare time for a quick client before lunch. But that was wishful thinking. “Just get undressed and the massage therapist will be right with you,” I said, and then I closed the door.

My heart was pounding, my gut was turning. What was I doing? Why did I not just tell the man that there was a mix-up? Why did I not just tell him that I would pay for the mix-up? It’s not like I would lose my job—mistakes happen. Elaine would understand—she was an easy-going chick. But now, I’d dug my own grave. How could I possibly slip back in and tell him that he wasn’t actually getting a massage?

I paced the hallways, trying to think of a solution, but nothing came to me. I bit down on my tongue and finally decided to just admit my fault, tell him there was a mistake and he would have to get dressed and come back another time. I went to the door, knocked gently, and then I poked my head in.

He was already undressed and facedown on the massage table, his mid-section covered by that thin white blanket. He didn’t look up at me. And there was that panic again. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t bare to admit my fault. “I’ll be right with you,” I said in my Elaine-impersonation voice.

“Sounds good,” he said without lifting his face from the massage table’s head hole.

I found myself in the hallway, pinching my arm in an attempt to punish myself for being so stupid. Why did I just do that? People do stupid things under pressure. It was my first real job, and it was my first real fuck-up. I didn’t want Elaine to think I was some useless idiot. I wanted to leave a good impression, get a good reference for my measly resume. I was using my own parents as references on my resume for crying out loud!

I took a deep breath. And then I got a ridiculous idea. I knew where Elaine kept her outfits. I knew where she kept her oils and her massage supplies. And I’d gotten massages before—they weren’t exactly rocket science. They just ask where your pain is, and then they rub your muscles in that area. How hard could it be? Usually the challenge is getting at the muscles, but this guy was nothing but muscle, so it couldn’t be too hard, right?

I found myself in Elaine’s office, undressing as quickly as I could. My head was spinning. This whole thing was absolutely insane.

He was a new client. He didn’t know Elaine, he’d never even seen Elaine before. He’d already bought my voice. The lights in the room were dim. I could turn them off completely—he didn’t have to know that was unusual. And then I just had to make sure his eyes were closed when he was facing upwards. Or, if I was lucky, he wouldn’t even need to face up.

So I slipped into one of Elaine’s little skirts, one of her little blouses. I stole her bra from her desk, stuffing it with wads of paper towel to give myself some bust. I even—very quickly—grabbed her mascara and did a quick pass at my eyelashes, making them nice and dark. Before leaving that room, I put on a little bit of lipstick too. I looked in the mirror quickly, reasonably satisfied with how feminine I looked—I wasn’t a stunner by any means, but I looked like I could have been at least androgynous—enough for him not to ask any questions. I wished I had a wig to cover my short hair, but beggars can’t be choosers.

With my heart racing faster than ever before, I tip-toed back to that massage room, knocked carefully on the door, and I let myself in, grabbing a bottle of massage oil from the tray in the hall before closing the door. “So tell me where it hurts,” I said in my apparently-convincing female voice.

I quickly pussyfooted around him, in case he looked up at me.

“It’s mostly my lower back and my glutes,” he said. I had to look over at the chart on the wall to see where his ‘glutes’ were located. My stomach turned when I found the Gluteus Maximus on the chart: his ass. I took a deep breath. So he wanted me to massage his lower back and his ass. I could do that—how bad could it be? He was clean, and it wasn’t like I was going to go near his asshole or anything like that. It was just skin and muscle, right? No different than massaging his arms or his legs.

“Okay, just relax and I’ll start with your back,” I said, squirting some oil into the palm of my hand, rubbing it to warm it up before pressing my hands to his back.


CHAPTER III

It was quite possibly the strangest thing I’d ever done—massaging a naked man. There was a blanket covering his waist, so I couldn’t see anything, but I knew he was naked, and that made it bad enough. I started by running my hands up and down the length of his back, feeling out his muscles, looking up at that chart on the wall to see where exactly his lower back muscles ran to and from. On the chart, there was one long muscle that ran from his mid back, all the way down to his ass. He seemed to like it when I rubbed that one, moaning gently as I pressed down with my palms. “That feels good,” he said.

“There’s a lot of tension here, but we’ll get that out,” I said. I don’t know if it was true or not. His muscles felt hard, but I don’t know if that was tension or just a fit body. I was scrawny with almost no muscle on my body, so I had no idea what a proper muscle should have felt like. So I just rubbed around his back and paid close attention to the spots that made him moan. I think I may have found a knot at one point—a hard lump in his muscle that disappeared after I pushed on it hard enough.

I had to squirt more and more oil on him to avoid friction. After fifteen minutes, he was shining in that dark room, his thick muscles catching light from the slits in the blinds.

“It’s my glutes that have been bothering me more than anything,” he said, squirming slightly. He obviously wanted me to shift my focus to his ass. I bit my tongue. I had to do it. It was punishment for screwing up, punishment for not handling this whole mess properly. So I carefully pulled the blanket back to reveal his bare ass. And I reminded myself that it was just another muscle, covered by the same skin that covered his back.

I squirted some fresh oil into my hands and I started to rub in circles, pressing down on his firm butt. I balled my hands into fists to really dig deep, and he seemed to like that. “Fuck, that feels good,” he said. I could feel him becoming more and more relaxed throughout the session, his muscles melting, his body becoming heavier and heavier on that table.

I tried not to look down. Every time I rubbed his butt cheeks in that circular pattern, I spread him enough to expose his butthole. The very last thing I wanted to see was some dude’s butthole.

“Not to be too forward, Ms. Rouge, but a friend of mine—Cal, he’s a regular client of yours—said that you can do a special ending, for a good tip, of course.” I could feel his muscles tensing up again as he asked the awkward question. And was he asking what I think he was asking? He wanted a happy ending? He wanted me to jerk him off? And was it true that Elaine did that for her clients for an extra tip?

“Excuse me?” I said, pretending like I had no idea what he was talking about.

Suddenly, he rolled over. I froze in my place, my heart slamming into my ribcage. His eyes were still closed, thankfully. “I don’t know,” he said. “He told me to bring an extra fifty bucks, and I brought it. I’ll just let you do your thing and we’ll see what happens. How does that sound?” I stared down at his body as he lay naked on the massage table. And he really was naked—that thin blanket pushed aside next to his legs. His big dick was cradled nicely between his thick, rigid thighs. Even flaccid, his dick was huge—at least six inches long and a good inch thick. I didn’t look at it for more than a second before looking away. My legs were trembling.

But fifty bucks was nothing to scoff at—not to mention the hundred he was already going to be paying me for the massage, which I had no plans on running through the system. If Elaine saw an extra hundred on the books, she would ask questions, and I didn’t want to get caught up in making up some story.

I reached down and started to massage his thighs. There was still five minutes left on the clock. He wasn’t demanding that I jerk him off, he was just vaguely alluding to the act. If he prodded further, I could tell him that his friend was mistaken. I’m sure massage therapists get asked all the time for happy endings—and I’m sure none of them do it.

But what if he was right, and Elaine was giving out happy endings? What if that was the whole real reason he was here? I looked down at that cock again. My hands were rubbing awfully close as I worked his thighs. And was it really so much different? It was basically just a muscle, once again covered by the same skin on his back and on his ass. And fifty dollars was a lot of money—enough to buy a textbook for a class, enough to buy food for a week, enough to pay for a quarter of the room I was renting across town. So how bad could it be?

I worked my hands closer and closer to his cock. I took a deep breath in. My teeth were chattering. Was I really going to do this for a measly fifty bucks? I looked up at his face. His eyes were still closed, and it was dark in that room, but if he decided to open his eyes and look at me, there was a chance he would see that I wasn’t Elaine, that I wasn’t even a woman. Maybe I thought I was convincing, but that didn’t mean others would. So I took a light sheet and I covered his face. I felt so stupid doing it, but he didn’t protest. He let me do it.

And then I started rubbing his upper thighs again, working inwards. My thumbs skimmed his thick rod. And then they did it again. And then I closed my eyes and I reached for it. ‘Just get it over with,’ I thought to myself. It wasn’t going to kill me.

It was warm in my grip. I made sure to use plenty of oil, so I wouldn’t really feel anything but oiled flesh. But still, I could feel his member pulsing as I stroked. I could feel it hardening. I tried to avoid the tip of his cock, the part that wasn’t covered by skin. Somehow that felt like crossing a line, but staying around the middle seemed fine. I didn’t dare touch his ball sack, and I didn’t dare to look down at the act.

Whenever I started feeling more than I wanted, I squirted some more oil into the mix. It became a noisy handjob, the oil squishing between my fingers, between my grip and his erection. He got big—really big. I was stroking way up past his belly button, almost up to his goddamn sternum, like I was polishing a stripper’s pole. “Just like that,” he moaned softly. I had to look down briefly to see his member. I couldn’t believe how long it was, how big it got—how such a thing could actually be a part of a human being. But there it was, throbbing in my hand, his bulbous tip red. Out of curiosity, I felt the tip, running my fingers way up. It was a short moment, just to see what it felt like.

“Are you relaxed?” I asked. I felt stupid for asking it.

“So relaxed,” he said. “You’re about to make me come.”

The comment made my heart skip a beat. I looked around. There was a stack of paper towels within arm’s reach. I grabbed a bundle with my free hand and I got it ready to catch his load. I tried to position it in a way that his warm jizz wouldn’t touch my skin. It was bad enough that I was touching his cock.

His knees gently rose from the bed and I could see his muscles tensing. He rolled his head slowly from side to side. “Fuck,” he muttered through clenched teeth. I could feel it coming, his cock throbbing, hardening, about to burst—

I had to look. I couldn’t help it. I watched his huge erection spraying a big, hot load into that paper towel bundle. I brought it close to his tip to make sure I caught every last drop. He was moaning, his head tilted back. Using my thumb and pointer finger, I squeezed the last drop of cum out from his dick, and then I released him, tossing the paper towel straight into the trash, making my move to the door as quickly as I could.

“Go ahead and get undressed. Take your time. My receptionist will take care of the payment in the lobby,” I said, and then I got out of there just as he was pulling that sheet off of his face.

I got changed so fast, just leaving the little outfit in a pile on the ground as I splashed water on my face to wash off the mascara. I got back behind that desk in the nick of time, right before he emerged from the massage room. “How did everything go?” I asked, now using my real voice, my heart still racing.

“It was amazing—the best massage I’ve ever gotten,” he said. “I’ll be coming back—no doubt about that.”

He didn’t just leave a fifty dollar tip—he left two fifties, two-hundred total, paid in cash. As soon as he was gone, I slipped the money straight into my wallet. It wasn’t technically stealing. I earned the money and the tip. And it was more money than I’d ever earned in a single day in my life. It was enough to pay a whole month’s rent. I couldn’t fight the smile that insisted on overtaking my face.


CHAPTER IV

I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t conflicted that night, staring at that wad of cash, with the memory of that big cock in my mind. But as I looked back on the act, I realized it really wasn’t so bad. I essentially did the same thing on his dick that I’d done on his back—I just rubbed it. It’s not like I sucked it, it’s not like we kissed, it’s not like we had a fling. It was just a massage in a private place—nothing to get worked up over.

I still lost sleep that night, at first because that memory kept on tormenting me. I felt like I wanted to regret the whole thing, I wanted to wish there was a time machine I could use to go back and not go through with it, but I didn’t wish it—I was happy to have the extra cash, and I didn’t feel bad about it. But even once I’d convinced myself I was okay with it, I still couldn’t sleep. Because now I was wondering if I could do it again. The man said that he would be booking again. Could I book him in for the same time, while Elaine was busy with her daily 11 AM customer? Could I deal with him again without her finding out, making another couple hundred bucks?

And then I started to wonder how many other guys came in hoping for the same happy ending. People were always calling in and trying to get into the schedule, and I was always telling people we were booked solid. But maybe I could start taking a client each day during that three hour silence. If I was going to do it again, I was going to need a better outfit—a proper bra and definitely a good wig. I would have to start figuring out my makeup situation in case guys decided to open their eyes and look at me—I wasn’t always going to be so lucky.

It was all I could think about at work the next day, too. Every time a client came in, I wondered if they were getting that full rub that went all the way down between the legs. I watched the clients closely as they left. They all seemed intensely relaxed, but maybe that was just from the massage. Their cheeks were often rosy, their smiles crooked—was that evidence? When I watched Elaine emerge from the room to wash her hands, I tried to see if I could spot cum on her hands. After one client, she came out with a streak on her blouse. She tried to use a paper towel and some water to wipe the stain off before going into her office to change. Was that cum?

After she went into the massage room to deal with her daily 11 AM client, I slipped into her office to see the discarded blouse. It sure looked like a cum stain, a single streak that seemed to travel upwards. It didn’t look like oil. Did the client come on her? My heart stuttered.

I poked my head out from the office to make sure the place was quiet. Then, I grabbed Elaine’s makeup kit and scuttled into the bathroom. I wanted to see what I could do—how genuine I could look. I spent the next hour trying out different techniques—lots of eye shadow, no eye shadow, thick eyeliner, thin eyeliner, only eyeliner on the top eyelid, flicks of eyeliner, and so on. It was the concealer that, to me, made the biggest difference. With a nice, even coating, it made my skin look so smooth and soft, like a woman’s skin. A little bit of blush also made a huge difference, and the eye makeup made my eyes look so big and shining.

Before I washed everything off and returned to my desk, I came up with one look that was so cute—I looked like a character from a Disney movie. I curled my eyelashes with the mascara brush, and went thick with the eyeliner. I used ruby red lipstick to complete the transformation. I looked so adorable, even with my short hair. But still, I wanted to see how radically different I could look with long hair—maybe blonde. I’d always admired blonde girls.

The phone rang while Elaine was in the back with her last client of the day. It was a man asking to come in around noon the next day. Elaine was booked with her daily 11 AM fellow, but I told the man on the phone that it should be totally fine, as long as he was okay with a half-hour time slot. “I probably don’t even need that long,” he said, and I instantly knew exactly what he meant. I’d heard people say it before over the phone, but I had no idea what they were referring to until now.

“See you tomorrow,” I said, and then I hung up the phone, my hand trembling. I just scheduled myself to give a man a happy ending. That was no mistake—it was entirely intentional. I signed myself up to dress up like a woman and get a man off with my bare hands and a healthy amount of massage oil.

So as soon as I was off work, I went to the mall to check out the wig options. They had options in every price range, but the one I really wanted—a long, blonde wig made from real hair—was four hundred dollars, twice what I’d made the other day from my first client. But I didn’t like the cheaper options—they all looked fake or unflattering. That blonde one was made for me. It fit my head perfectly, and the hair was so amazingly soft. I bought it, justifying it as an investment. I still had five weeks before school started back up, and that was lots of time to see lots of my own clients while I was at work.

I even bought myself my own makeup kit and a bra. I figured it was just a matter of time before Elaine noticed something out of place. If I was going to pull this little money-making scheme off, I was going to have to play it safe. The bra I bought was perfect, made for chicks with flat chests. The pads were made from some squishy gel that felt like actual breast tissue. When I hopped up and down, the bra jiggled just like a set of real tits.

I even convinced myself to buy a little white dress to wear during my sessions. I figured if I kept on using Elaine’s, she would notice. I couldn’t just put her outfits back into the clean pile, as they ended up smeared with massage oil, and I couldn’t put them in the dirty bin, as she would notice the much fuller bin by the end of the week, before the janitor hauled it off to the laundry room. I had to play it safe, even if that meant spending some extra money on my own outfit.

Besides, it was fun picking out my own dress—although a bit awkward. I got some weird looks from the shop girls when I took the dresses into the dressing rooms. But I did my best to ignore those looks, to keep those green dollar bills at the forefront of my mind. Some of the dresses were painfully cute, and made my body look so good. I tried on a little blue dress with a very short, frilly skirt that made my butt look big and perky, like a magazine model’s butt. I wanted to buy it, but it was one-hundred and fifty dollars.

The biggest perk of the whole scheme was how it made time fly by. Since the accidental double-booking, there hadn’t been a dull moment at the clinic. I’m not even sure my heart had stopped pounding aggressively into my chest for a single minute.

I got home and tried everything on together. I even spent an hour perfecting my makeup, getting used to my new tools, getting ready for the next day. I was only going to have about forty minutes to get ready once Elaine was with her client—that was forty minutes to get dressed, do my makeup, and get into my wig. I wasn’t going to have over an hour to be a perfectionist with my makeup. But that night, I had as long as I wanted, and I was strangely having fun seeing how radically different I could look, how unrecognizable I could be, how feminine I could become.


CHAPTER V

I managed to get dolled up and dressed up in just thirty minutes, giving me ten minutes to calm my nerves before my client showed up. That ten minutes was the most gruelling ten minutes of my life, knowing that Elaine—my boss—was just behind that closed door, and she could emerge from that room at any moment, to get a new bottle of massage oil, to use the bathroom, or even just to get a breath of fresh air. And then she would see me and everything would fall apart.

Thankfully, that door remained closed. I couldn’t just sit behind the desk though, not without my nerves overwhelming me completely. So I paced the clinic, moving from the bathroom, to the reception desk, over and over, taking deep breaths.

I was walking to the desk when my client showed up. He wasn’t what I expected—a tall, skinny guy with glasses. He looked nervous, his cheeks a shade of red, his lips pressed thin. “Um, hi, I have a noon appointment,” he said.

“Absolutely. You must be Ken. Just follow me. There’s another client in the next room, so please just do your best to be quiet,” I said, my heart racing just as fast as a couple days before, when I led the muscular hunk into the empty massage room. “Go ahead and get undressed and I’ll be right with you.”

I closed the door and then I noticed my shaking hands. Everything about this was so insane. I couldn’t figure out how I’d gotten to this point, all dolled up and about to stroke a man’s cock until he came into the palm of my hand.

I waited a full minute, which felt like an hour, and then I knocked gently and let myself into the room. “Are you ready?” I asked. He was already facedown on the massage table, naked, that thin sheet covering his waist. He was so thin; I could see his ribs. When I started rubbing him, I could feel his bones, which was somewhat off-putting. He asked me to rub his shoulders and his back, so that’s where I focussed my attention—between that and the clock, which was slowly approaching 12:30, when I needed to start wrapping things up. It would take me a good fifteen minutes to get undressed and wash my makeup off, so I had to be efficient.

“Roll over for me,” I said once the clock read 12:20. He was slow to roll over. Unlike my first client, Ken’s eyes weren’t closed. He looked at me with a shy smile before looking up at the ceiling. “I guess this is the part where I ask for the extra ending,” he said awkwardly. He was much more confident over the phone. Now, in person, his voice was cracking, his face was red, he was tense and unable to relax.

“You’re so tense,” I said, working my hands up his thighs, trying to build up the courage to move my attention towards his cock. Every time he looked at me, I tensed up, worried he would see through my makeup—even though the lights were dimmed.

“I’m sorry, it’s just that… well… You’re much more beautiful than I was expecting. I guess I’m just a bit shy, that’s all,” he said, his face becoming a shade darker. Did he just say I was beautiful?

I fought away the smile, but I could feel the warmth rushing into my cheeks. I was flattered. I’d never been called beautiful before, though I suppose I looked pretty good in that dress and in that makeup. It was almost a shame—I looked better as a woman than I did as a man. Though at least that wasn’t going to waste. At the very least, I was making a bit of money off of the unfortunate female resemblance—and it’s not like I looked feminine as a man, did I?

I pushed aside the blanket, revealing his cock. He wasn’t very big—not small, just average. I squirted some fresh oil into my hands and then I went for it. But this time I didn’t look away. I was strangely interested in watching him grow and harden. I wanted to see the magic my hands were working. And he got hard fast. His cock grew long and thin, curved towards his stomach like a scimitar. And he was very, very hard—it felt like I was holding a long slab of stone.

I squirted an extra dab of oil onto his rod and continued to stroke, watching as his foreskin pulled back and forth over his throbbing tip. I looked up at his face. His eyes weren’t closed. He was looking right at me, right into my eyes, biting the corner of his lip. It made it weird for me, but he seemed to like it. And he really seemed to like it when I was staring into his eyes—though I have to say, I was mighty uncomfortable staring into a man’s eyes while I worked his shaft—in case it wasn’t awkward enough as it was.

“I hope I’m not stepping out of line here, but Elaine usually does a bit of… strap-on work,” he said.

I felt my heart sink into my gut. Strap-on work? He wanted me to fuck him with a strap-on? Is that why there were sex toys in that drawer—because some men liked to be penetrated? My God, what kind of business was Elaine running here?

“I mean, I always pay extra, that’s no problem,” he said.

I forced a smile. “I’ll be right back,” I said. I slipped out from the room. I felt sick. I was now regretting this whole thing. Running a little side operation rub n’ tug was one thing—but now he wanted me to peg him in the ass? And how could I do that? There was a strap-on in that bottom drawer—I was holding it now—but was I really going to put it on and do it?

I looked closely at the strap-on. The dildo attachment was hollowed out from the base. I could slip my own cock into the hollowed out dildo to hide it. But then, in a weird way, I would actually be sticking my dick inside of his body. I mean, it’s not like my skin would be touching his, it would be separated by a relatively thick layer of plastic—but still…

I put on the strap-on, tied up the straps, got my cock into the hollow dildo. I felt so stupid with the thing on, so stupid for even considering going through with it. Why couldn’t I say no to these men? Did I really want the money this badly? It’s not like I was poor, and it’s not like I wouldn’t be able to pay for college without going the extra mile—the reception job should have been more than enough. But still, there I was, going into that massage room with a strap-on tied around my waist.

“I’m back,” I said, forcing a smile, feeling horribly vulnerable. But he was the real vulnerable one, naked on that table with his feet up, knees in the air, spread wide. His asshole was puckering, ready for my big, plastic cock. His own cock was still rock-hard on his stomach. I squirted some massage oil onto my dildo, rubbed it all over, and then pressed the tip up to his asshole. On the bright side, I would feel nothing. On the downside, I would know that I was inside of another man. “Make me come,” he said, breathing deeply through his nose.

I pushed in. He let his head fall back, his eyes closed. His lips parted and he let out a little moan. I looked down at the dildo, sinking deeper and deeper into his body. My cock was in that dildo, and my cock was now in that body. I shook my head and looked away. ‘Just get it over with,’ I thought to myself, so I started to thrust.

I reached down and started jerking his cock off again while I plunged his asshole. I had him moaning and squirming like crazy—practically drooling, he was in such a deep state of euphoria. And then I could feel the confines of the dildo hugging my own cock. I was getting hard inside of that sex toy. I felt my cheeks turn red. At least he didn’t know—at least he couldn’t tell. I just needed to get him off and then—

He started coming. He came all over his own chest before I had a chance to grab a handful of paper towels to catch the load. I felt bad at first, and then I realized he seemed to like it. So I let him have it, I let him unload all over his chest and abs and into his own pubic hair, and then I handed him a handful of paper towel and told him to take his time cleaning up.

Our session ran long—dangerously long. By the time he’d paid up and left, I hardly had enough time to get dressed and out of my makeup. I came out of the bathroom as Elaine’s client came out from his two-hour massage session.

I made an extra two-hundred and fifty dollars that day on top of my eighteen bucks an hour—not a bad payday, if you ask me.


CHAPTER VI

It only took a week before I was managing a client every day—sometimes two a day. I got good enough at getting dolled up that it only took me fifteen minutes, which gave me enough time for two thirty minute sessions during Elaine’s daily two-hour massage session. Most guys just wanted to be jerked off, which was easy. Occasionally someone wanted butt play, so I would fetch a dildo or a strap-on from Elaine’s desk. One guy asked if he could fuck me—he even offered to give me five hundred dollars—but of course I told him that was against policy. Maybe Elaine was fucking guys—who knows—but I didn’t exactly have the hole he was looking for.

After just a couple weeks of my little side business, I had more money in my bank account than I planned on having after the whole summer at that job—and it was all under the table, tax free, mine to do whatever I wanted with. I paid my rent for the next three months, I paid my school administration fees, I put aside a chunk of cash for textbooks, and I still had cash leftover, with clients booked in, ready to top my wallet back up. I was living the dream life.

Mike, my muscular hunk of a client, came back often—twice a week. He was my favourite client. He was easy to please, easy to get off, and I kind of liked the feeling of his body, rubbing his hard muscles and his big, thick cock. Guys with small cocks weren’t easy to get off; once their dicks were oiled up, it was hard to hold on. But Mike had that huge rod that was impossible to slip off of. He was a handsome guy—the kind of guy that could have gone out and gotten with any girl he wanted. It was nice to think that all he wanted was a handjob from me, that I was enough to make him come.

It’s not like I liked getting guys off—and it’s not like I had the hots on Mike. But there was a strange satisfaction to it, making so much money while making guys so happy. And it was nice to think that I was good at it—that there was something in the world that I was good enough at that I was being rewarded financially. I still shuddered when my skinny sissy client came in and wanted me to peg him in the ass with the strap-on. But I still did it, so I suppose it wasn’t so bad.

It was mid-August when Mike came in for his 11:30 AM appointment. I was already dolled up and sitting behind the desk when he walked into the clinic. He had just come from the gym and his body was slick with sweat. He apologized for not being able to shower before showing up, but I didn’t mind. I showed him to the room and told him to get undressed.

While I waited, I slipped into the bathroom to check on my makeup, and to perk up my tits. I’d stopped dimming the lights. I’d found that guys got off much faster when they could see me, when they stared into my eyes. Some guys liked to reach around and fondle my ass while I jerked them off. At first it was kind of weird, but it made the deed go by more quickly, so I was fine with it. Besides, it was nice to think that so many guys thought I had a great ass.

When I emerged from the bathroom, ready to massage Mike and make him come, I noticed the door at the end of the hall was open—the door into Elaine’s massage room. I could see her client facedown on the table, but Elaine wasn’t in the room. I should have jumped back into that bathroom as soon as I noticed the abnormality, but I didn’t. I stood there in terrified shock. And then I felt her presence behind me. “Can I help you?” I heard her say.

I tried to force myself not to turn around, but my body just went ahead and turned regardless. I stared into her eyes and she stared into mine. “Well?” she said, and then a few seconds later, she realized who she was seeing: her young male receptionist, all dolled up, in lipstick and heels. She just stared at me with wide eyes, saying nothing.

“I can explain,” I said. I said it in my female voice. I couldn’t seem to find my male voice, as if it was lost whenever I was wearing those female outfits.

“I’m listening,” she said.

But I couldn’t explain. My explanation was far more insane than whatever she could come up with in her own brain. I was doomed. As soon as she realized there was a man in the other massage room, I would be fired, maybe even sued. My whole scheme was over. I played with fire and now I was being burned.

And if there was any chance of lying my way out of that mess, Mike ruined it a few seconds later when he emerged from the massage room with a towel around his waist. “Do you mind if I just use the bathroom really quickly?” he asked.

We both looked at him, our faces white. “No, go ahead,” I finally said after a good deal of hesitation. He slipped between us and into the bathroom. And then Elaine looked at me again.

“I’m going to go and wrap things up with my client,” she said, and then she slowly turned and went back to her client, closing the door behind her, leaving me with my frantically pounding heart and my trembling legs. I couldn’t seem to catch my breath. I couldn’t seem to find my proper balance.

Mike emerged from the bathroom and said, “Okay, I’m all ready.” He went into the massage room, leaving me alone in that hallway once again. And the only thing I could think to do was to go and give him his massage.


CHAPTER VII

It was a quiet massage, unless you count the sound of my heart pounding against my eardrums, or the sound of the wall clock ticking by ever-so-slowly. For the first time since I’d started all of this massage therapist impersonator nonsense, the reality of what I was doing hit me. I was rubbing a naked man’s body, and in a few minutes, I would be jerking off his cock. How did I end up here? I was just trying to make some money to buy textbooks—how did everything manage to spiral so far out of my control?

My heart was pounding so hard in my ears that I almost couldn’t hear the sound of the door opening, or the sound of Elaine’s heels clicking towards me. I looked over my shoulder. I didn’t stop rubbing Mike’s back. My lips parted but I couldn’t muster up any words.

“Your client is booked in for an hour?” she asked quietly. I could tell that she wanted to ream me out, but she didn’t want to lose her cool in front of a potential client. She was doing her best damage control—probably waiting for my man to leave before she fired me without pay and made sure I knew to expect a team of lawyers at my door within the week.

“Half an hour,” I whispered back.

“How long does he have left?” she asked.

“About ten minutes.”

She watched my massage techniques. “It’s important to really dig down into the Erector Spinae. Especially with such a well-defined muscle like this one.” She reached over and put her hand on mine, forcing extra pressure into Mike’s back. He squirmed slightly. “And be sure to move really slowly across the Latissimus Dorsi.”

“Okay,” I said, doing my best to take her advice. It was hard to keep the information in my brain, when all I wanted to think about was how the hell I was going to get out of this mess.

“Just like that,” she said, watching me. “And your client, is he booked in for the full package?”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that. I mean, I had a good idea, but I didn’t want to assume she was referring to a happy ending. And I really didn’t want her to think that I’d been getting guys off. It was bad enough that she knew I was dressing up like a girl. I cleared my throat and tried to think of the proper answer. I wanted to tell her that he was only there for a massage, but I knew Mike was expecting more. Maybe he would understand if I didn’t finish him off, because my boss was there in the room with me?

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said before I could figure out a way to answer. “Let’s get him flipped over and I’ll see if we can’t improve your techniques. Sir, could you please roll over for us?”

Mike rolled over. I found myself standing completely still at his side, unable to muster up the courage to speak. I watched as Elaine gently pulled down the thin white blanket, exposing Mike’s long, flaccid cock. “Okay, so we’ve got a large member to work with here. Go ahead and show me how you do it.”

I took a deep breath. I was so embarrassed. I wanted to run out of that clinic, back to my house. I wanted to hide under my bed and cry and never show my face in public again. I didn’t need my paycheque. I just wanted my dignity back. “Well? Don’t be shy,” Elaine said.

I don’t know why I did it—I don’t know why I went through with it. I reached down and started rubbing his thighs, the way I normally did, working my way towards his cock slowly. “Okay, good…” Elaine said, nodding over my shoulder, watching my technique carefully.

I closed my eyes when I finally got to his cock. It was just too embarrassing; I couldn’t bear to watch. I slipped my fingers around his length and I started rubbing downwards, from his base towards his tip, alternating hands, getting him oiled up and hard. “Slowly. Don’t be in such a rush,” she said. So I followed the command and slowed my movements. “Be sure to wrap your fingers around his testicles—give his testicles some attention, too.” I took another deep breath.

“Okay,” I said. I could feel the warmth burning in my cheeks. God, it was so embarrassing. I bit down on my tongue, and then I made sure to fondle his ball sack with every reach. He was getting hard fast.

“Wow, look at the size of that. You’ve got a lot to work with here,” she said as the cock rose up. She was right—it was nearly the size of my forearm, and it throbbed like a beating heart. “Okay, now that he’s hard, I want you to try this technique: take his cock by the base with one hand and hold him up straight. With your other hand, rub his tip in a circular pattern, like you’re polishing a crystal ball.” She mimed the motions with her hands, and I did my best to mimic her instruction. “Good, just like that,” she said.

Mike was squirming. “Oh shit,” he moaned. I’d never felt his cock throb so hard before. I felt the warm squirt of his pre-cum into my palm. This was going to be a record finish.

“Okay, now suck as much of his cock as you can,” Elaine said. She said it so casually, as if it was plainly expected.

“What?” I said.

“Suck his cock. Use your tongue to get him hard.”

“He is hard,’ I said.

“Oh please, you can make him much harder than that,” she said. “But you’ll have to use your mouth.” I looked down at his cock. He was as hard as I’d ever seen him.

I didn’t exactly have any options. I was probably going to lose my job. If I followed her orders, maybe I could avoid a lawsuit—or a possible criminal charge. Is it a crime to dress up like a girl and jerk guys off for money? Is that multiple different crimes? Could I go to jail?

I bent over slowly, closing my eyes. I took another deep breath while trying to will myself to leave that room, to get out while I still had an ounce of dignity. But I couldn’t do it. I opened my mouth and I slipped his dick inside. He was throbbing hot on my tongue, stretching my lips, pushing into my cheeks. I tried to massage the base of his rod with my tongue, but it was hard to move much, so I mostly just bobbed my head up and down, massaging his tip with my lips. Strangely I could feel my lips stretching more and more. It seemed like I was getting less and less of him into my mouth with every bob. Because Elaine was right—he was getting harder and bigger. Apparently I didn’t even have him at his full size.

“Whoa,” he moaned. “That feels so fucking good.”

“Don’t stop the massage now. Keep up your momentum,” Elaine said. She took my hand and brought it to his throbbing rod. There was plenty that I couldn’t fit into my mouth that I could stroke with a clenched fist. “Sir, what’s your name?” Elaine asked my client.

“Mike,” he said.

“Mike, would you like a special ending today? It would be on us, of course. Part of my new employee here’s training.”

“Um, sure,” he said, squirming in his euphoria.

“Okay, good,” she said. She tapped on my shoulder. “Okay, don’t make him come now. We’re not there yet,” she said. “Slip off your panties.”

“Do what?” I said, looking up at her, a strand of saliva connecting his throbbing cock with my lips.

“Take off your panties and let’s get you up on the table.”

My heart was five-beats-per-minute away from exploding in my chest. She wanted me to get up on the table? To do what? To let him fuck me in the ass? I didn’t have any other holes down there for him to fuck…

But still, I did it. I reached down and slipped off my panties. I carefully climbed up onto the table, straddling him. Of course I kept my back to him. As I held my cock and balls in my hand so he couldn’t see, Elaine rubbed his massive rod with plenty of oil. At least he was well-lubed.

“Okay, scooch forward,” Elaine said to me, holding that cock upright. It was so big, towering up to my sternum. I had to stand up on my knees to get over top of it. “Sink down slowly,” she said. Again, I had no idea why I was following her orders. Well, I had a bit of an idea: I was terrified of what she was going to do to me once Mike was gone. I wanted to satisfy her as much as possible, so she would have mercy on my soul. I sunk down slowly, until I felt that warm tip press up between my butt cheeks. Elaine repositioned it so it was pressing against my butthole.

I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I was terrified still. But how bad could it be? I’d fucked a few guys in the ass over the past couple of weeks with dildos and strap-ons—they all seemed to like it. Maybe I would like it, too. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad…

Elaine pushed down on my waist. I tried to resist, but I didn’t try hard enough. I felt that thick throbber penetrate my asshole. 


CHAPTER VIII

I sunk lower and lower and lower. The cock seemed endless. I could feel it pressing up into my belly, and there was still more to consume. I could feel my anus stretching. Thank God for all of that oil. I could feel my insides stretching to accommodate his massive, bare cock. I had to close my eyes to will myself to not scream. I bit down on my tongue and took a series of slow, controlled breaths. But none of that helped to slow my pounding heart, or calm my spinning mind.

“How does that feel, Mike?” Elaine asked.

“Fucking amazing,” he said with an elated moan.

“Good. Just stay still and relax.” She squirted some oil into her hands and reached down, between my legs, taking my cock. Now I was really frozen stiff. Was she about to jerk me off? Why? What did I do to deserve such a reward? Was she actually happy with what I’d done?

I finally felt the end of his dick as my butt cheeks pressed against his muscular pelvis. He was entirely inside of me—his foot-long dick, stretching my tight butthole wide. I started to bounce slowly up and down, feeling every ridge and vein of his member. It didn’t hurt. It felt really, really strange, kind of like I had to go to the bathroom—or maybe more like I was currently going to the bathroom.

Elaine was doing things with my cock that I’d never even imagined before. She was using her forearms to rub me hard, working my shaft between her fingers, massaging my balls with just the perfect amount of pressure that I was already trembling in a prolonged euphoria. The woman knew what she was doing—she was a pro. She seemed to know the exact perfect spots to rub her fingers to make me tremble and moan.

And then I felt something in my butt—a strange, hot pulsing feeling. It started out small, but it quickly escalated and grew stronger. It felt so good. Every time his cock pressed against that one spot, it felt better and better.

So I started bouncing faster. I started coming down harder. There was a magic button in my asshole and I wanted him to press it as hard and as fast as I could make him. I came down so hard, my butt cheeks slapped into his oiled pelvis. I felt all of the muscles in my body tense up. I felt like I was coming, but it was never-ending, and ten-times more intense. I started moaning, reaching down and sinking my nails into his thighs. He didn’t seem to mind. His cock was as hard as a steel beam, deep in my body.

“I’m about to come,” he groaned through clenched teeth.

“Me too,” I said. I could feel a hot sensation in my cock. It was tingling like mad. Lights were flashing in my eyes. I screamed out loud and then I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came into the palm of Elaine’s hand. Mike came into the depths of my asshole. And my God, it felt so fucking fantastic. I was a squirming mess, inches away from falling off of the massage table and onto the cold floor. Thankfully, Elaine was there to hold me up. She was also there with a soft cloth to wipe Mike’s cock as it slipped out from my butthole, and to catch his creampie as it all fell out of me. She had the whole process worked out to a tee. I was impressed.

“Go get cleaned up and I’ll meet you in my office,” she said to me. “I’ll handle Mike’s payment.”

I got out of there as quickly as I could, happy to be free from the room, but terrified to discover my impending fate. I got the oil wiped off of my butt cheeks and my cock and my hands and I took a seat in the corner of her office.

It was ten minutes later when she came in. She said nothing as she took a seat behind her desk and started scribbling something into her day planner. “Mike booked in for three hour-long sessions next week,” she said. “There’s also a man in the reception room saying he’s got a 12:15 appointment. I’m assuming he’s yours, because he’s not on my schedule.”

“Yeah, he’s mine,” I said.

“That’s in five minutes, just so you’re aware.”

She closed her day planner and stood up. “I’m taking lunch early today. I’ll be back around 1:30. Do you need anything?”

“Um,” I said. What was happening? “No.”

“What should I call you now?”

I just sat there with a blank expression. I didn’t have a female name that I’d been using.

“How’s about Riley. You look like a Riley.”

“Sure,” I said.

She smiled and then left the office for her lunch break.

Why was she acting so cavalier about the whole thing? Why wasn’t she firing me? Why wasn’t she lecturing me? Where was the screaming? Was she saving it for the end of the day, where there were no clients in the building, so she could really lay into me?

It turns out, she wasn’t saving any rage. She had no plans to fire me. I came in the next day and she’d printed out a new schedule for the reception desk that included a whole row for ‘Riley’. I had clients booked in—new clients that she must have booked in. And when I came into the office the day after that, there was a young man sitting behind the desk.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m the new receptionist. Are you here for a massage? Do you have an appointment?” he asked. He reminded me of myself—small, fresh-faced, innocent. How long would that last?

I’d been promoted. I was no longer the receptionist. Now, I was one of the clinic’s massage therapists.

I left the office, got dolled up in a nearby public bathroom, and came back, ready for work. From then on, I showed up for work as Riley. I even showed up for school as Riley. It turned out, I liked being Riley more than I liked being Ryan. As Riley, people liked to be around me. Men couldn’t book in for sessions fast enough. Even my classmates and teachers at school seemed to like me more. I got better grades and everyone wanted to be in my group for assignments, even once I transferred from university over to massage therapy school.

THE END


LET'S MAKE HIM OUR GIRLFRIEND

When Pete and Will head over to Aaron’s house to pick him up for a hockey game, they don’t expect to find him in his sister’s bedroom, wearing his sister’s clothes and makeup. And they certainly don’t expect him to be so convincing. He claims he just did it to satisfy a curiosity, but Pete suspects it’s much more than that.

Regardless, Will is determined to make the most of his friend’s embarrassing secret. Because it turns out there are a lot of perks to having a cute little girlfriend. 


CHAPTER I

Aaron wasn’t picking up the phone so we assumed he was at work. He worked at his dad’s furniture store, and we’d snuck him out of work a few times before, so we figured we would do it again. We needed one more player for the shinny game that started in an hour and Aaron had one of the best wrist shots in town.

He wasn’t at his dad’s furniture store, but his dad was. Will knocked on Aaron’s dad’s office door and asked where Aaron was. “He’s got the day off today. I imagine he’s at home,” he said, so we walked down the street to the subway station and started towards Aaron’s house. Will theorized that Aaron’s phone was probably dead or turned to silent, and he was probably too busy playing video games to notice it ringing.

We got off of the train halfway to Aaron’s house, so Will could catch a glimpse of the girl he was obsessed with. She worked at a record store—like a store that sold old vinyl records for record players that nobody owned anymore. She was a short little blonde with no tits. She had chubby thighs and a big butt. I’m not sure what he liked about her so much. She had a cute enough face, I suppose—it had a chipmunk quality to it, especially with her small, upwards curved nose. “I call dibs,” Will said to me when he first saw her. I had no interest in her—but even if I had been interested, I’m not sure a flimsy ‘dibs’ would have held me back.

Of course, Will didn’t go inside to talk to her. He never did. No matter how much I tried to push him, he wouldn’t budge, so we just watched her stocking the record bins from across the street. Will stood half-behind a pole, as if that would make him harder to see. “Why don’t you just talk to her already?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders, his cheeks turning red. “I don’t think she’s interested. I heard she has a boyfriend.”

“You’ll never know if you don’t go and ask,” I said. But we just stood there, watching until I felt like a creep. “Let’s get out of here,” I said, and we left, like we always did. We got back on the subway, our transfers still valid, and we continued towards Aaron’s house. There was still forty-five minutes before the shinny game, and it was just a couple of blocks from Aaron’s place.

I never really pushed Will too hard to talk to that girl. I didn’t want to be a hypocrite. There was a girl that I liked, who worked at the hockey rink, in the skate rental shop. Whenever we needed something, like a bucket of pucks or a new roll of stick tape, I would always insist someone else go and buy it. I would give them money from my wallet, but I never had the balls to go and talk to her myself. Aaron was always the one who went to deal with her. He never had any issues talking to girls. In fact, he always seemed perfectly comfortable around girls—almost too comfortable.

We arrived at Aaron’s house. His bike was leaning against the side of the house and his bedroom light was on upstairs. Will must have been right—he must have been playing video games. So we let ourselves in. As we stepped into the house, Will put his hand on my shoulder and pressed his pointer finger to his lips. “Shh,” he said. “I have an idea.” He crept over to the mudroom and grabbed a pair of black balaclavas. He tossed one over to me. “We’ll give him a little scare,” he said, trying not to laugh.

In retrospect, it was a pretty mean prank, but it wasn’t out of the ordinary. Once, Will and Aaron came into my bedroom while I was sleeping. They were both dressed in white hazmat suits they bought at the nearby thrift store. They’d set up a bright light in the hallway, so when I woke up, I thought I was being abducted by aliens. I nearly pissed myself. Had I not been frozen stiff, I might have pissed myself.

So we put on the balaclavas and crept up the stairs. Will reached for Aaron’s door handle, waited a couple of seconds, and then he threw the door open. We both jumped in, but the room was empty. Aaron’s TV was left on, with his PlayStation left running. We looked around. His wallet was on his desk, his phone was on the nightstand, charging. Our messages were left unread.

And then I heard shuffling in a nearby room—his sister’s bedroom. But his sister wasn’t home. She’d left the week before for Thailand with some friends. It was a graduation trip. A few of the girls in our class went with her. But what was Aaron doing in his sister’s bedroom?

Will started towards the bedroom, motioning for me to follow. He walked carefully, still excited to scare the living hell out of our buddy. The light was on in his sister’s bedroom, and we could see the shadow moving across the floor. Will’s smile was big, radiating, and contagious. We both stood at the door, ready to jump in. Will had his hand on the handle.

He pushed open the door and we jumped in. “Shut up and put your hands on your—” Will didn’t finish the sentence. We were both stopped in our tracks, realizing we’d made a big, big mistake. Aaron wasn’t in that room. I had no idea who was in that room, and judging by Will’s silence, he had no idea either.

Standing before us, with wide eyes and a pale face, was a girl in a little dress and tall white stockings. She had long blonde hair, curled and cascading down her shoulders. She was pretty cute, and we’d just scared the living hell out of her.

“I’m sorry, we’re just kidding,” Will said, pulling off his balaclava. “We’re Aaron’s friends—we’re just looking for Aaron.”

The girl remained completely still. She wouldn’t even blink, as if she’d seen Medusa. I took off my balaclava too, so the girl could see that we weren’t really home invaders, that it was all just a big prank. “

And then, as we were stepping back out of the room, I realized we weren’t staring at a stranger. We were staring at Aaron. I could see him in his eyes. And once I made the realization, I could see it in the rest of his face, and in his stature. Aaron was getting dressed up in his sister’s clothing. And as soon as I realized it, Will realized it, too. We both stopped. Aaron remained frozen stiff in that little dress.

“Aaron?” Will said.

The silence returned, only the sound of our hearts pounding. And then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Will’s lips curving into a big, evil smirk. I couldn’t help but let a little smirk of my own slip.


CHAPTER II

He kicked us out—yelled at us to leave, slamming the bedroom door once we were in the hallway. His face was so pale and his eyes were so wide—I’d never seen him like that. Of course I’d never seen him like that… I’d never even imagined him like that. You could have told me that Aaron was a cross dresser and I still wouldn’t have been able to imagine that.

Will and I found ourselves standing down the block from Aaron’s place, unsure of what to do next. We’d completely forgotten about the approaching shinny game. We were both just smirking like fools, wanting to laugh but not sure how to start. “Was that real?” Will finally asked.

“I think so,” I said.

“He didn’t look half-bad,” he said, and then he started to laugh. “He had both of us fooled for a second there.”

“Just for a second,” I said, making it clear that we weren’t fooled outright. Anyone would have made the same mistake. No one expects to see their friend in drag, and anyone’s brain would immediately jump to female when they see a person in a dress, with long hair. It’s just the brain doing it’s natural thing, right?

We stood on that street corner for another minute, that image of our sissy friend stuck in our minds. Finally, Will said, “We should probably get to that game.”

“Yeah, we might be late if we don’t run,” I said. So we jogged the few blocks to the rink, and made it right on time. In the change room, one of the guys asked where Aaron was.

“He couldn’t make it,” Will said. I was surprised Will wasn’t spilling the beans. It was so hilarious—such a perfect story that begged to be told. Maybe he couldn’t find the right words to tell it, or maybe his brain hadn’t processed it completely yet. I felt the same way. I wanted to tell all the other guys about the hilarious incident in Aaron’s sister’s bedroom, but when I opened my mouth to say it, I couldn’t manage to push out the words. In a weird way, I felt embarrassed, like somehow I would be admitting to having done something embarrassing.

I suppose I was a bit embarrassed that I didn’t recognize Aaron straight away. The other guys might have wondered why it took a few seconds before we knew it was Aaron and not some random chick. It was one of those stories that only worked had you been there, in the room. Had they seen how convincing Aaron was, then they would have gotten a kick out of it. But with only our words, I’m sure they would have imagined a man in a dress, with broad shoulders and a jagged jawline. But that’s not what we saw. It wasn’t until we saw into Aaron’s eyes that we knew it was him. His shoulders were surprisingly slender. His legs were surprisingly thin and smooth. He had the hips of a woman, or maybe he was wearing some sort of waist trainer.

Will must have been struggling with the same dilemma in his mind. He must have seen what I saw—a surprisingly genuine disguise. Though I’m sure if we’d had another chance to go back and see Aaron again in that getup, we would have seen what he really was: a man in a dress.

We met at a bar after the game with a few of the guys. One of the other guys was on his phone. I looked over his shoulder and saw that he was texting Aaron, inviting him out, asking him why he didn’t show up. When I saw his phone buzz a minute later, I quickly looked over to see Aaron’s reply. “I’m not feeling great,” Aaron wrote simply. I knew it was a lie.

It was a few days before we heard from Aaron again. He didn’t reach out to us—we eventually had to reach out to him. But trying to figure out what to say to him was awkward. Will and I sat together on the couch, trying to come up with a message. “Do we bring up the incident?” I asked.

“How can we not? It’s just going to be the elephant in the room until we talk about it,” Will said.

“But if we bring it up, he might not message us back.”

“What other choice do we have?”

So we ended up sending him a message saying, “Are you not talking to us anymore because of what we saw?” It was a whole hour before he messaged us back.

“I was just messing around,” he said simply. Will and I had a laugh about it, but we were careful with our next message.

“Well, why don’t we just forget about it, pretend like it never happened. You should come over and watch the game.”

Again, it was a while before he responded. And his response was simple again. “Sure.”

Of course, it wasn’t so easy to just forget about. When he showed up, we were all pretty quiet. When he wasn’t looking, I took a glance at his body, noticing how feminine he was for the first time ever. He had a smaller build—narrow shoulders, wide hips, long legs. He was wearing pants now, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he was all shaved up underneath, or if that really was just a one-time thing.

Even his voice seemed more feminine than I’d ever noticed before. He had a soft voice, slightly higher than most guys. It’s not like it was suddenly like that—it was just something none of us had ever noticed before, probably because we grew up with him.

Whenever anyone spoke, it was about the hockey game. We were very careful not to bring up the incident, or anything remotely related to the incident. There was an ad on TV for the university Aaron’s sister was going to. The ad was enough to bring silence to the room, to make that elephant oh-so apparent. Even the ad that came on five minutes later, for a women’s department store, brought silence to the room, and it brought that image of Aaron in a dress into my mind—probably Will’s mind, too.

It was after the second period when Will finally said, “So I have to ask—what made you put on your sister’s clothes? Were you just, like, bored or something?”

Aaron was quiet for a moment, his cheeks turning red. “Do we have to talk about this right now? I was just messing around—I already told you.”

“Let’s face it, we need to clear the air here. I can’t take this weird tension right now,” Will said. I just remained silent on my side of the couch, my eyes on the television as if I wasn’t terribly interested in the whole cross-dressing debacle.

Aaron was silent for another moment, his face becoming redder. “Someone on the train told me I looked like a chick. It happens all the time. I just… I just wanted to see if he was right. So I tried on my sister’s clothes.”

And there was that silence again. I wished Will would have kept his mouth shut. I had a feeling this elephant wasn’t ever going to go away. We would never forget that sight, and Aaron would never forget that humiliation. And no amount of explanation would ever satisfy anyone. I could tell there was more going on than just some harmless experiment spurred by some passing comment. And Aaron surely could tell that we weren’t satisfied with his response.

“Well, he was kind of right,” Will said. “You really do have a chick’s body.” He said it sheepishly—and I wish he wouldn’t have said it at all. I wasn’t sure whether he was poking fun at Aaron or if he really thought he was getting to the bottom of it.

“Yeah,” Aaron said. “I know, okay?”

It wasn’t the response I was expecting. But I was relieved in a weird way, knowing I wasn’t the only one in the room that could see it. I was glad Aaron could see it, and I was especially glad that Will saw it, too. But it didn’t make things any less awkward.

“Have you done it again since then?” Will asked.

“Will—let’s talk about something else already, okay?” I said.

“What? I’m just making small talk,” he said. “It’s just a question.”

We both looked to Aaron. I knew he would be on my side—wanting to change the subject and never talk about it again. But strangely, he didn’t seem to be on either side. He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Yeah.”

And there was that silence again. I was rendered speechless. Why had he tried on his sister’s clothes again? And why, for heaven’s sake, was he admitting to it? The room became silent. The game came back on, but I don’t think any of us even noticed, even though we were all staring at the screen.

“So you, like, enjoy it or something?” Will said.

“No, it’s just a curiosity thing,” Aaron said. I wanted that game to end so we could all go home. It was too awkward. This whole conversation was making me outrageously uncomfortable. I’m all for opening up to friends, but this was a whole different level.

“What do you mean?”

“Will,” I said again. “That’s enough.”

“What? He said it’s a curiosity thing. He didn’t say it was a curiosity thing—he said it is a curiosity thing. So is it still a curiosity thing?”

More silence. And then, “I guess so. I don’t know—what did you think? Did you think I actually look like a girl?”

Will and I looked at each other and then we looked away quickly. “I mean,” I said, “you sort of have a chick’s body.”

“Yeah, you don’t look like a girl now, but you kind of did the other day, in your sister’s clothes.”

“Kind of?” Aaron said. His gaze was glued to the floor and his hands were clasped awkwardly on his lap.

“I don’t know, I can’t really remember. It was all so startling,” Will said.

Aaron looked slowly up to me. “What did you think, Pete?” he said.

I shrugged, feeling the colour draining from my face. “I don’t know. What difference does it make?”

“You know, my sister is out with friends. Why don’t you go try on her clothes, and we can make a final verdict,” Will said. I snapped my gaze towards Will. I had a feeling he was up to something evil—trying to set Aaron up for the ultimate humiliation by pretending to be open-minded and compassionate. It wasn’t like Will to be so wishy-washy, so cavalier. And judging by Aaron’s apprehension, he knew something was off as well. But clearly, he was struggling with something bigger than Will’s amusement—a struggle I couldn’t even begin to relate to.

And to me, it wasn’t funny anymore. Clearly this wasn’t just a case of a guy getting caught screwing around in his sister’s closet. This was serious. Aaron was legitimately confused about… about something. Was he one of those transgenders? Was he gay? No—I was pretty sure he wasn’t gay. He was always the one who wanted to stick around the ice rink after games to watch the figure skaters take to the ice.

But wait—maybe he wasn’t admiring the girls. Maybe he was admiring the figure skating. Gay people love figure skating, don’t they?

“Your sister won’t be home anytime soon?” Aaron asked in that shallow, coy voice.

“Probably not until tomorrow morning,” Will said. “And my parents will be out until late. C’mon, I’ll show you her room.” Will sprung to his feet and motioned for Aaron to follow. I didn’t go with them. I stayed to watch the game, wanting to distance myself from whatever the hell was happening. It was either a set-up to a big joke, or something I wanted nothing to do with—either way, I wanted nothing to do with it.


CHAPTER III

Will came back downstairs a few minutes later, alone. He plopped down on the couch and turned his attention back to the game. “What did I miss?” he asked, as if our best friend wasn’t upstairs in his sister’s bedroom, getting dressed up in his sister’s clothes.

I looked at him. He had a subtle smirk, but it wasn’t enough evidence in either direction. “What are you up to?” I asked. He looked at me.

“What are you talking about?”

“Why are you playing along with this whole thing? Do you have a camera hidden up there or something? What’s your plan?”

“Who says I have a plan? We’re just going to help the guy figure his shit out. Is that so weird?”

“Yeah, it’s really weird,” I said. I looked back at the television. I couldn’t even remember who I was cheering for.

“Well, then I don’t know what to tell you,” Will said, shrugging his shoulders and taking a sip from his beer.

The next half-an-hour seemed to drag by at a snail’s pace. There wasn’t a moment in which I forgot that Aaron was upstairs getting dolled up. Was he going to do his makeup again, too? Unless Will’s sister had a wig, he couldn’t have been going all the way. And would he look convincing, now that we knew he was really a man? And if he was convincing, what the hell did that mean? Was that saying something about us?

The game ended and the screen went to black, with the message. “The game has ended.” Will picked up the remote to put something else on. It took him a while to find something, or maybe it just seemed like a while with the horrible silence in the room.

It was a minute after he put on some old sitcom that we heard the clicking of heels coming down the stairs. We both turned to look at the growing shadow on the wall. He was coming. It was the moment of truth. I looked over at Will quickly to see if he was going to slip out his phone, to take a humiliating photo. But he kept one hand on his beer and the other on the television remote.

And then he walked into the room, in a little white dress and white heels. He wasn’t wearing a wig, but he had his hair convincingly styled like one of those cute French movie stars from the 60s. Again, it took a few seconds for my brain to register that I was staring at Aaron and not a real woman, even though I knew for a fact this time that it was Aaron.

He had his hands clutched timidly at his waist. His legs were shaved smooth, and his skin looked strangely soft—softer than any man I’d ever known. And the strangest part of it all was how tiny he looked, even in the tall heels. He just looked so small and so precious—so fragile. “Well? How do I look?” he asked in a startlingly convincing female voice.

Will cleared his throat. “Um,” he managed to say. It was more than I could say. It was strange. He was fairly convincing when we first saw him, with the long blonde wig. But now, with just his real hair, he was somehow more convincing. Or maybe it was the voice screwing with my brain—or the few beers I’d consumed throughout the night. I still couldn’t figure out how to process what I was seeing. He looked like a chick. I couldn’t even spot his Adam’s apple. Did he normally have one? Was his jawline always so soft and smooth? Was his nose always so petite? Do I admit that he looked like a chick aloud?

“Yeah,” I finally managed to say—even though it didn’t really answer his question.

“Yeah?” he said.

Now I was the one clearing my throat. “I guess you look like a chick.”

“Come closer,” Will said. “Do a little spin.”

Aaron did a little spin, making the skirt of his dress lift slightly, exposing the soft skin of his thighs. My heart stuttered. There was a small amount of resemblance to the girl who worked at the skate shop at the skating rink—and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

He came over and took the seat between us, saying nothing. I caught a hint of perfume—he was wearing Will’s sister’s perfume, and that just confused my brain even more.

So he was kind of cute—I’ll admit it. I’m sure anyone with a lick of honesty in their blood would have made the same confession. It’s not like it meant anything. It just meant that Aaron had a chick’s body and a chick’s face. Maybe it was just evidence that men and women aren’t so different aside from what’s dangling between their legs, and on their chest. Hell, some chicks don’t even have tits. And some chicks look more manly than me—never mind Aaron. So it’s not such a stretch to think that a man can look more feminine than most women. Right?

“Yeah, so you look like a girl,” Will said. “It’s not a big deal or anything.”

“It’s not, right?” Aaron said. I don’t know why he was using the girl voice. Maybe he couldn’t help it. Maybe it just naturally came out when he was all dolled up like that. But why did he put on the perfume? To prove that he could smell like a girl, too?

Things weren’t adding up. There was something going on with Aaron that he wasn’t telling us. Was this his way of trying to come out to us? And what was the appropriate reaction? Congratulations?

“Alright, so it’s settled. I guess you can go get changed before Will’s parents get home,” I said. His thigh was touching mine. It was a small couch, and I’d never really cared before, but now it just seemed… weird—like I was suddenly hyperaware of him. And under that dress, was he wearing panties? What difference did it make? Why did I care?

“Well, if they come home, we can just say you’re another friend. I really doubt they would recognize you,” Will said. “Besides, it’s probably best to wait for them to come home and go to bed before you get changed, in case they come home early. You know?”

I didn’t know—and I didn’t like it. Will was up to something. And I can’t believe Aaron couldn’t see it.


CHAPTER IV

The rest of that night was weird, even though it only lasted another hour. Will’s parents came home and went straight to bed. They never even came downstairs to see our friend dressed up like a girl. I got out of there right after that, once Will suggested we all watch a horror movie together. I don’t think I could have taken another hour and a half in that room, wondering what Will was up to, wondering what the hell had happened to Aaron.

Had he snapped and lost his mind? Was this some sort of mental breakdown? What kind of sane person just starts dressing up like a girl one day, and is able to just sit there between his two best friends like nothing is out of the ordinary?

Regardless of whether Aaron had lost his mind of not, what Will was doing—whatever it was he was doing—was cruel. I lost sleep that night, trying to figure it all out, trying to put together all the pieces of the puzzle. The pieces wouldn’t fit together.

I couldn’t take it anymore. So the next morning, I hopped on my bike and went over to Will’s house. He wasn’t answering his phone, probably asleep, so I just let myself in. I needed to figure out what he was doing to our friend, and why he was doing it.

I went up to his room and threw open the door. What I saw next, I couldn’t believe. Will was asleep next to Aaron. They were both sleeping peacefully, in the same bed, under the same blanket. Will’s clothes were on the ground.

Will opened his eyes and saw me. He immediately brought his pointer finger to his lips and waved me out of the room. It took me a second to react, but I followed his command, remaining silent and stepping out from the room. It was a minute before Will emerged. In that minute, he’d slipped into a pair of sweatpants and a wife beater.

“What the hell is going on here?” I whispered.

“Come outside and I’ll tell you,” he said, brushing by me.

I followed him outside. My heart was racing. Before I could ask, Will said, “No, we didn’t fuck. I’m not gay, dude.” He said it as if it was so obvious—but I wasn’t sure whether to believe him. I had just walked in on him sleeping next to Aaron, with no clothes on. What else did that mean? “He just slept over.”

“In the same bed?” I said as we slipped outside, into the backyard, which was on the other side of the house from Will’s bedroom. Whenever we slept over, we usually all slept in the downstairs living room, where there was a large couch and plenty of floor space. No one shared a blanket, or a bed, and no one had their clothes in a pile on the floor.

Will took a deep breath. His cheeks were red. I’d caught him—I just didn’t know what I’d caught him doing. “My parents think I’m gay,” he said, “because I never have girls over.”

I stared at him, unsure of what to say—unsure of what the hell he was going on about. “What?” I said.

“Every morning, my dad comes into my room to wake me up. He always says that no man should sleep in past seven. I thought that maybe if he came in and saw a girl in my bed, he would stop thinking I’m gay.”

There was a lump in my throat. I wasn’t sure whether to believe him. It was a wild excuse, but sometimes the wilder the excuse, the more believable the story. I’d heard him complaining before about his parents thinking he was gay, and I knew it bothered him. And in a weird way, it made sense—using Aaron as a means to an end.

“I heard my dad come in this morning, but he didn’t end up waking me up. He came in and then slowly backed out of the room. We staged the room perfectly, so my clothes were right on the floor, and Aaron was on the side of the bed closest to the door. We even hung a bra over the end of the bed.”

“That’s insane,” I said.

“Maybe, but now my parents don’t think I’m gay.”

Now I believed it. There was a certain genius to it. His dad probably thought the same exact thing that I thought when I went into the room: that they’d fucked. The only difference was, his dad didn’t know that was a boy in his bed. But Will was right—it was staged to look like they’d done it. The bra on the edge of the bed was a nice touch.

“We’re going bowling today. You should come,” he said. “Today, renting a lane is half-off for girls.”

He let a little smirk slip. So that was his plan all along—encourage Aaron to adopt the female guise to cash in on the benefits. He was using Aaron as a pawn to get what he wanted. And it was surprisingly clever. We always wanted to go bowling, but we could never afford it. Now we could. And to make things better, the place would be filled with girls.

So I went home, took a shower, had breakfast, and got ready to go bowling. And while I was on my way to the bowling alley, an idea occurred to me: maybe I could use Aaron for my own benefit as well.


CHAPTER V

A year before, there was a guy in our school named Clark. Clark was a normal guy until he came to school one day with his girlfriend, who was smoking hot. She was blonde with big tits, big lips, and a big ass. He walked with her through the hallway, and she hung out with him during lunch. I remember overhearing girls saying things like, “I wish I could have a guy like Clark.”

It came out a few weeks later that the smoking hot blonde was his cousin, visiting from another state. Clark was embarrassed when he realized everyone thought she was his girlfriend from another school. “Ew, she’s my cousin,” he said. And the girls couldn’t have thrown themselves at him any faster.

Because there’s something about hanging out with a hot girl that makes other girls attracted to you—I don’t know what it is. Maybe girls just get jealous or something. Maybe they want to think that they’re hotter than the girl you’re with. My dad once told me about a guy who would wear a wedding ring to the bars to pick up girls. I never really understood why, but it must have worked if he kept on doing it.

So I figured, maybe Aaron could be my wedding ring. Maybe if the skate shop girl saw me with Aaron, she would get jealous and notice me for the first time.

I smiled as the idea occurred to me. It seemed very clever in my mind, and somehow I knew it was guaranteed to work. But I didn’t think it would be so hard to ask Aaron to pretend to be my girlfriend for the afternoon. As soon as I saw him, in a little sweater and a short skirt, I clammed up. I felt incredibly nervous around him, but I didn’t know why. It seemed to come out of nowhere, almost like he was a real girl. I would always tell myself that today would be the day I would talk to the skate shop girl, but as soon as I saw her, that went out the window.

But why? I knew Aaron was a guy. And he was my buddy on top of it.

So I didn’t ask, at least not at first. I decided I would wait for the right time, for the best opening. I was hoping Will would even bring it up—saying something along the lines of, ‘Hey Pete, why don’t you use Aaron for a bit?’ The line never came up.

And I only became more shy as time went by. Every time it was Aaron’s turn to bowl, and he stepped up to the lane with his ball in hand, I turtled further into my shell. He looked so cute when he bent over to throw his ball, and he looked so cute when he hopped up and down with joy after knocking all of the pins down. He might have been my friend, but I certainly didn’t recognize him. He was way more bubbly and outgoing. Usually Aaron just sat quietly. He was like a whole different person now.

There were guys a few lanes over who kept looking at Aaron every time he went to throw a ball. They would all stop and watch and then whisper to one another. They had no idea they were looking at a man. We were only there for thirty minutes before one of the waiters came by with a drink for Aaron. One of the guys had bought it for him. He waved over at their lane with a big smile. I’d never seen him like that—so happy and so comfortable.

“I just had the best idea,” Will said to me, perking up while Aaron was using the bathroom. “We should all go to the bar tonight. We can use Aaron to get us free drinks. He’s already gotten a couple here at the bowling alley—imagine how many he can get at the bar. We wouldn’t have to pay a dime.”

It wasn’t a bad idea, and it was the opening I needed to squeeze in my own request. “I was thinking I might take him to the skating rink, so the skate shop chick can see him with me,” I said, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. I don’t know why it was so hard to say.

“Hey, that’s a great idea. I should do the same thing with the record store girl,” Will said.

Aaron returned and we kept on bowling. After bowling, we went out to get burgers. There was a long line, so we gave our money to Aaron. He wandered up to the front of the line to ask a stranger if he could bump ahead. But before he could ask, the stranger moved aside and said, “Go ahead, I insist.” No one protested, as if it was an obvious move—of course she should go to the front of the line; she’s a pretty girl.

After burgers, we hung out for a bit at Will’s house. Aaron went and got changed into a new outfit from Will’s sister’s closet. It was a tight-fitted dress that sparkled when the light hit it just right. He touched up his makeup, applying some extra eye shadow around his eyes and a darker shade of lipstick on his lips. He was ready to hit up the town and rule the night. And I have to admit, he was pretty sexy with that dark eye shadow around his eyes.

We got to skip the line at the club. Aaron simply went up to the bouncer and asked nicely and that was enough. It was strange how comfortable Aaron felt with the whole thing, being out in public as a woman as if he’d always been a woman. And it was hard to think otherwise, even with my lifetime of memories with Aaron and Will as guys. In just a day, I was already starting to accept the new reality. But was it a reality? Was Aaron really a woman now, or was this still a weird experiment? He certainly seemed happier than ever before, but that’s not exactly a decision you can just make on a whim like that. Men can’t just become women. Even trans women are still just men with a few alterations.

But even after just a day, Aaron seemed like more than just a man with a few alterations—and he didn’t have any alterations, technically speaking. His features were undeniably female. He wore that dress better than Will’s sister would ever be able to. An expert criminologist could have listened to his voice on repeat without any idea he was listening to a man speaking. So what really was the difference? A hole versus a pole? Toilet paper versus real breasts? Hormones? If that’s all, would a couple of procedures be enough?

Will and I were sitting at a corner table. We were each sipping free drinks. I had a martini and Will had a cosmopolitan. They weren’t our ideal drinks by any means, but they were free—given to Aaron by strangers, passed on to us when the strangers weren’t looking. Now, Aaron was meandering the club for a third drink for herself. “It’s too bad we didn’t figure this all out sooner,” Will said.

“You really think this is what he wants?” I asked.

“No—I mean the free stuff. It’s the perfect scheme.”

He really didn’t seem all that sympathetic over his friend. Either Aaron was having some sort of mental breakdown, or he’d been suppressing these feelings for years—and I can’t even begin to imagine what that must feel like.

I looked over at Aaron, who was now leaning over the bar. The bartender was flirting with him, and a few guys behind were checking out his ass. His dress was a few centimetres away from covering the cusp of his butt cheeks, and those men seemed to like what they were seeing. One of them slipped up beside Aaron when the bartender buzzed away to serve another client. He put his arm over Aaron’s shoulders and leaned in close, whispering something into Aaron’s ear. I could see Aaron’s cheeks turn red from across the club.

And the strangest thing happened: I felt a hint of jealousy.


CHAPTER VI

The guy bought her a drink and stuck to her side. He kept that arm around her. I wished she would have pushed that arm off of her. I wished she would have pushed him away every time he leaned in to whisper into her ear. And I wondered what he was whispering, and whether she was really falling for it. It was obvious that he had a shtick that he used with all the girls—she was just the latest victim. “Should we go help her?” I said.

Will shrugged. “She’s getting us free drinks. Let her do her magic.”

The man whispered into her ear again, this time making her giggle and blush. Was he really wooing her? I wanted to run over there and tell the guy to buzz off. I felt the urge to ensure that she knew she was dealing with a serial pickup artist. She didn’t really like him did she? He was a club rat. He didn’t deserve her.

“Are you okay?” Will asked me.

“Huh? Me?” Yeah, I’m fine. Why?”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment.

“What?” I said.

“She can handle her own, Pete. Don’t worry about her.” He was right—she could handle her own. She was smart enough to know when she was being played. She was just being polite, refraining from burning any bridges. The fellow did buy her a drink, after all.

But still, I kept an eye on her throughout the night, and I kept another eye on the many guys in the club who had eyes on her. I carefully watched the drinks they were buying, making sure they weren’t slipping her anything. The drinks that I couldn’t be sure about, I went and grabbed for Will. He could handle a roofie or two.

I was so relieved when she came back to our table and asked if we wanted to go. I wasn’t sure if I was relieved to go home, or relieved that she hadn’t gone home with any of the guys. But of course she didn’t go home with any of them—how could she? It wouldn’t take five minutes alone before a guy discovered her secret, and surely she knew that there were a lot of guys out there who would beat the living hell out of her for hiding a secret like that between her legs.

We all decided to crash at Will’s house for the night. I didn’t feel like making the long trip home, and I was a bit worried about leaving Will alone with Aaron, though I wasn’t sure why I was worried, or why I even cared. Aaron slipped into the bathroom once we were at Will’s place, and I was startled when he came out, out of his makeup and out of his little dress. Now, he was wearing his regular clothes, looking like his regular self. But it was strange—I hardly recognized him. He somehow looked so foreign, so wrong, like this was the disguise and the wig and makeup was the real him.

We all slept in the basement, while the TV played some science fiction film quietly in the background. Before falling asleep, I asked Aaron if he would come to the skating rink with me in the morning. I told him about my plan to get the skate shop girl’s attention. He smiled and said sure, and then we all fell asleep.

I woke up feeling guilty, realizing we were exploiting Aaron’s mental state. He’d come out to us as transgender, and we were using him to our benefit. But is that so wrong? Is it any different than using your female friend to get you into a club, or to the front of a line? Aaron seemed to like it—the attention and the hand-outs and the ogling. So who was it hurting? Still, it didn’t seem right.

Will had work that morning, so Aaron and I had the day to ourselves. I sat downstairs and watched hockey highlights while Aaron went up to Will’s sister’s bedroom to get ready for the day. Will’s sister also had work, and had left an hour before we woke up, so we had the whole house to ourselves. It took Aaron nearly an hour to get ready. But the wait was worth it. She looked stunning when she finally came down the stairs. She had her hair cutely curled, her makeup just perfect, and she was wearing an adorable grey sweater with baggy sleeves that hung over her hands. She’d even painted her fingernails a mint-blue colour. “Ready to go?” she asked. I’d never really noticed the colour of her eyes before—a vibrant shade right between green and blue.

“Yeah, let’s go,” I said. We went down to the bus stop to wait for the bus. It was a cold morning. Aaron slipped a toque on to cover her red ears. The tip of her nose was red, but it was kind of cute like that. Also cute was the way she sat with her knees pressed together, tapping her feet in her fuzzy boots to try to keep warm.

“What?” she said.

“What do you mean, what?” I said.

She giggled. She had a sweet giggle. “You’re staring at me.”

I looked away quickly, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. Was I staring? “No I wasn’t,” I said. I sounded so stupid, and felt even stupider. She giggled again. The bus came and we got on quickly to escape the sharp cold. She still looked cold on the bus, so I asked her if she wanted my jacket. She looked at me strangely, and then I realized how silly the offer was. I’d never offered her my jacket in fifteen years of friendship—so why was that morning any different? Because she had makeup on?

I don’t know why I was so flustered. I knew I was looking at my long-time friend and hockey teammate. I wasn’t looking at a real girl, I wasn’t looking at someone I could ever date or bring home to meet my parents. I could never bear the embarrassment of being in a relationship with my trans friend. The fact that I was even entertaining the thought was embarrassing enough.

We got to the skating rink. The wind had picked up and it was damn cold, so we ran from the bus to the door. She giggled while she ran, almost slipping on the ice. Her boots had short heels, which I imagine made navigating the slippery cement quite difficult. At one point I grabbed her so she wouldn’t fall, putting my hands on her hips. “Careful,” I said, letting go quickly, feeling that rush of warmth into my cheeks again. She was still giggling once we were inside of the skating rink. It was a contagious giggle—I couldn’t help but giggle myself. “What’s so funny?” I said.

“I don’t know, you tell me,” she said. But she was the one giggling.

“You’re crazy,” I said.

“No, you’re crazy.”

“I’m not the only giggling like a crazy person,” I said, and as I said it I let a giggle slip and felt embarrassed. She gave me a nudge with her hips. “Let’s just get this over with.”

We went around the corner, and there she was—the skate shop girl, setting up for the morning, lining up the stick tape on the shelf.

“Alright, let’s just walk around the shop together. Try to watch her enough to see if she notices me, but don’t stare at her and make her realize something’s up,” I said.

Aaron laughed at me, covering her mouth with her hand. “I’m sorry. Sounds good,” she said.

“Don’t laugh, this is important.”

“Yep, really important,” she said, laughing again.

“Okay, c’mon, let’s just get it over with.”

We walked into the skate shop. I expected my heart to burst into a frenzy like it always did when I was anywhere near the skate shop girl, but my heart remained calm. I felt strangely cool about the whole scheme, strangely comfortable around the girl I’d fantasized about for the past three years. Aaron stuck close to me. The shop girl looked up briefly at us and then back at her tape display. “Let me know if I can help you find anything,” she said in a dull tone of voice, like a robot repeating its only programmed phrase.

We did a slow lap of the shop, stopping at each rack and display, thumbing through the inventory mindlessly, occasionally looking at the shop girl to gauge her reaction. But she wasn’t looking up, completely disinterested. Maybe she thought we were just two people in the shop at the same time. Or maybe she just thought we were friends. I needed her to think we were like Clark and his cousin—before anyone knew it was his cousin. The girls went crazy when they thought Clark was spoken for.

So I leaned over and whispered into Aaron’s ear. “Do me a favour and hold my hand,” I said, hoping that would be enough for the shop girl to take notice. I was starting to doubt my plan. Maybe the girls just liked Clark because he was six-two and on the school’s football team. Maybe they just liked him because he had a deep voice and he made funny jokes.

Aaron took my hand. Her hand was warm, sending a jolt through my body. I suddenly felt tense and nervous. We meandered further through the shop. Not only did she take my hand, but she’d cuddled in close. While I looked through a rack of jerseys, she put her head on my shoulder. And sure enough, the shop girl took notice. I could see her looking at us through the reflection of a nearby mirror. She was watching us with what I can only assume was jealousy in her eyes. The plan was working—the fake wedding ring trick was real!

Aaron had both of her hands on my arm now. She was feeling my muscles, her warm body close to me. I slipped an arm around her waist to complete the effect. She was soft in all the right places, tight where it mattered.

She was wearing that tantalizing perfume, her warm breath tickling my neck. The shop girl was still watching us, but I had a hard time even noticing now. I was totally distracted by Aaron.


CHAPTER VII

She squeezed my hand and I squeezed back. I didn’t want the moment in the skate shop to end, even though we’d already done a full lap of the store, and there was nothing left to poke around through. And not to mention, I’d made my impression on the shop girl, so the job was done. With reluctance, I started leading Aaron to the exit.

But once we were out of the store, I didn’t let go of her, and she didn’t let go of me, keeping her face on my shoulder, her body pressed against mine. I was taking slow, controlled breaths, trying to will myself to let go of her, to come to my senses, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t do it. I wanted to hold her. I wanted her to be mine.

We wandered over to the ice rink where the figure skaters were practising. We were completely silent until Aaron said, “Aren’t they so pretty?” She snuggled in closer, making my body tremble. I was enjoying it too much. And the reminder that she was a man—a man who happened to be one of my best friends—didn’t seem to make any difference. I couldn’t let go. She wouldn’t let go.

“Yeah,” I said, hearing my voice tremble.

“I could watch them all day long,” she said.

I let my hand slip lower, from her waist to her hip, and then I let it slip even lower. Her butt was so firm and perky. I had the strangest urge to squeeze it, and denying the urge was impossible. She took a deep elated breath in as I squeezed her tush. She slipped a hand onto my abdomen and ran her fingers down my hard abs. “Have you been working out?” she asked.

“A bit,” I said, looking down at that hand as it sunk lower and lower. Casually, she slipped the hand onto my crotch and began to massage. I really should have pushed that hand away—that should have been the wakeup call I’d been looking for. But I couldn’t move. I couldn’t let go of her. I didn’t want that moment to end, and I especially didn’t want to be responsible for ending it.

It was still early in the morning. There were three rinks in that arena, two of which were currently vacant and shining with a recent cleaning. I couldn’t get Aaron into one of the empty changing rooms fast enough. Once inside, I flipped the lock and I turned to her. We started to kiss. My God, her lips were soft. Lips that soft can only belong to a woman. I slipped my hands under her sweater, onto her bare skin. And again, her skin was too soft and smooth to belong to a man. I was feeling a woman—there was no question about it.

I reached up to run my fingers through her hair, and I accidentally pulled off her wig. It fell to the ground, but she was still beautiful without it, with her short hair ruffled slightly. I ran my fingers through her real hair, and then we kissed some more. “You’re beautiful,” I said. I could feel that my face was dark red, but I didn’t care. As I squeezed her breast, I knew I was squeezing toilet paper, but I didn’t care. To me, she was a woman. And I’d never seen anyone who was more of a woman than her.

I didn’t notice her pulling away my belt or unzipping my fly. It wasn’t until she’d tugged my pants down to my knees that I realized what she’d done. I looked down at my bare cock, her mint-painted fingers slipping around it. I was already mostly hard—who can blame me? It didn’t take her long to get me fully erect and throbbing. My God, it felt so good, her fingers working my shaft, running down and fondling my balls. I pinned her against the wall and I sunk my tongue into her mouth. She sucked on my tongue, which made me harder than I’d ever been in my life.

“Holy fuck, you’re so beautiful,” I said again. I couldn’t help it. It needed to be said—over and over. She was a goddess—a queen. I couldn’t believe I’d ever looked at her as a man before. I couldn’t believe I’d ever tried to tell myself that I couldn’t be with her. The real question was whether or not I deserved her. She deserved the absolute best. She was perfection and she deserved perfection.

I found myself on my knees, pulling down her skinny jeans, revealing her red lacy panties. I ran my fingertips along the bulge of her cock, and then I couldn’t stand the anticipation. I tugged down the panties, letting her little dick hang loose. She was small and cute, her pubic hair shaved away. I lifted her member up and sunk it into my mouth, sucking it, wrapping my tongue around it, making it as hard as I possible could. Even hard she wasn’t very big—my own cock was probably at least twice the size—but I liked her that way. I liked that I could fit her whole cock in my mouth and still run the length of it with my tongue.

She giggled as I got her rock-hard, her fingers massaging my scalp. Her eyes were heavy as she bit her bottom lip. I told her to spread her legs, and she followed the command. Then I lifted up her ball sack and I began to eat out her asshole. It was just a few seconds before she was moaning, gently grinding her asshole against my lips. I couldn’t get enough of her. I had both of my hands on her ass cheeks, my tongue in her asshole, but it wasn’t enough. I needed to have her completely. I needed her to be mine. I squeezed that tight ass, sunk my tongue deeper, made her moan a little bit louder.

I was eating out my friend’s asshole and I didn’t even care. Nothing could have ruined that moment.

“Fuck me,” she muttered between moans. “I want you to fuck me so hard.” As I stood up, she turned around and pressed her palms to the wall. “Fuck me. Please.” She swayed her tush gently in the cool ice rink air. My hands were trembling as I stepped forward with my hard cock in my hand. With my free hand, I spread her cheeks, revealing her puckering hole. It was a beautiful sight. I pressed my tip to it and began to push in. She didn’t resist, moaning loudly as I sunk in deep. She was tight—I’m surprised it didn’t hurt.

I reached around and grabbed her little dick between my thumb and index finger and I started to pump her. “Oh God, just like that,” she moaned. Her body nearly went limp when I started to pump her asshole with my hard cock. I had to hold her up with my free arm. She trembled. I kissed her neck. I knew I wasn’t going to last long. Lasting long was an impossibility. She was too beautiful, too sexy. No sane human could last more than a minute inside of that tight back door. “Shit, you’re about to make me come,” she said.

I put my chin on her shoulder and I looked down just in time to see her little cock spray that wall with a big load of cum. The sight alone was enough to bring me to orgasm. I shuddered all over, sunk my nails into her skin, and I came, thrusting in hard with one last drive, pressing my pelvis up to her bare ass. “Holy fuck!” I yelled as my warm load filled her up deep. She took it like a champ and nearly made me faint when her asshole started puckering on my rod, as if she was trying to squeeze the last drop out of me.

I stumbled back, out of breath, my head spinning fast. I just fucked my friend and now I had a smile on my face. Maybe I was the one having a mental breakdown. Or maybe we were the two most sane people in the city. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t think of anything wrong with what we’d just done. It just seemed right, like we were meant to be together, like no divine force could have made a more perfect decision.

We spent the rest of the day together, watching the figure skaters, walking in the park, getting lunch. We finally met up with Will at the end of the day. “So did you go with Aaron to the skate shop to see the skate shop girl?” he asked with a big smirk on his face.

“Yeah,” I said.

He laughed. “Yeah? And did you fuck her?”

I let a smirk slip. “Yeah,” I said.

He laughed for a moment and then his eyes narrowed. “Wait, what?” he said.

“Me and Aaron—we fucked.”

He stared at me with those narrowed eyes for a moment, not quite sure if I was telling him the truth. He looked over at Aaron, who shrugged with one of her cute giggles.

“Damnit,” Will said. “So you’re like, a thing now?”

“I guess so,” I said, looking over at Aaron. She smiled at me with those shining green-blue eyes.

“But it was supposed to be you and me!” Will said to Aaron, standing up and pointing at himself. “Not fair!”

Both Aaron and I started laughing. “Sorry, man,” I said. “But you didn’t dibs her.”

His face turned a shade of red. “Well you’d better take good care of her, or I’m coming in and stealing her from you.”

Aaron scooched in closer to me, leaning her body against mine. She put her face on my shoulder and I could feel her smiling. How could I not take care of her? That was literally the only thing that mattered to me anymore.

THE END


HALLOWEEN MIX-UP

Freddy loves Halloween, because it’s the one time of year where he can get into any party without anyone asking questions. All he needs is his trusty Batman costume, and no one has any idea whether he’s really been invited or not.

But one Halloween, he makes the mistake of getting his Batman costume dry-cleaned. And by the time he realizes there’s been a mix-up, it’s too late. And now he has to decide: does he stay home and skip the wild Halloween parties, or does he go out in the sexy devil costume that somehow ended up in his dry-cleaning bag?


CHAPTER I

I went as Batman every year for Halloween. It was my Halloween tradition—almost thirty years in a row—since I was old enough to trick-r-treat. As a kid, it was the perfect costume because every kid wants to be Batman. As an adult, it was the perfect costume, because it hid my face, which was vital because I wasn’t ever technically invited to the parties I went to on Halloween night.

At the age of thirty, all of my friends were married with kids, and had been for years. I was the odd man out, and it was painfully obvious on Halloween night when Ken would throw his little annual party in his basement while his wife went out trick-r-treating with the kids. The party ended shortly after Ken’s wife and kids were home. Back in the day, before he was hitched, that party would go all night, and it would always end with keg stands on the roof and police visits—wild times. After his first kid was born, it was lights out by ten.

So after his first kid was born, me and a few of the other guys would walk down the street to find another party—usually a frat party or even a high-school party, in some house where the parents were away on vacation. We all kept our masks on and usually no one would ask who the hell we were. And if they did, we would say something like, “We’re Joey’s friends,” and that would be enough to satisfy them.

It was fun for a while, until my other friends all got hitched and had kids. I’ll never forget that Halloween night, 2013, when Ken asked us all to leave. “Let’s go light up another party then,” I said, and everyone looked at me.

“I’ve got work in the morning,” Frank said.

“Me too,” said Steve.

All the other guys just stared at their feet. They knew their social lives were over. They knew they’d been neutered by their women. It was the look from Ken that hurt the most. It wasn’t the same look I got from the other guys. It was a look full of pity, as if I was somehow the loser for not being married with kids. That look hurt.

And that look stuck with me. On Halloween 2014, when Ken announced that the party was over, I didn’t say anything. I just smiled and said goodnight and I left with everyone else. I didn’t tell anyone that I was going to find another party on my own. I didn’t need the pity or the judgement, especially from people who had traded in their lives for some stereotype family bull crap. No thanks. I ended up having one of the most fun nights of my life. I even got to sleep with a foxy eighteen-year-old girl—who was ironically dressed like a fox. Her pussy was so tight and perfect, her tits had just the right amount of bounce and softness. I came so hard inside of her, and she was moaning like crazy. And after it was done, I went and got a beer from the fridge, shared a doobie with some kids, and I shook my head and laughed at the thought of my friends, asleep in their beds on Halloween night, dreaming about their boring cubicle lives, worrying about what they would pack in their kids’ lunch boxes.

Not me. I was sleeping with slutty college girls, drinking free beer, smoking free drugs, having a blast. I couldn’t wait for Halloween 2015. I would start counting down the days in July. I even started getting my Batman costume dry-cleaned before the big night. And I spent days practicing my Batman voice. I found a great YouTube channel devoted to teaching people to imitate accents and celebrity voices. I could have done the dialogue replacement for the Batman movies and you would’ve had no idea I wasn’t Christian Bale.

Halloween 2015 was one of the best days of my life. I got to the perfect level of hammered early in the night and I held onto that perfect buzz until the wee hours of the morning. I spent the night hanging out with some of the funniest dudes I’ve ever met. I made out with two of the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen. I slept with one of them. Funny enough, she was dressed like Catwoman. We kept our masks on while we fucked, and she even let me do anal (I’d never done anal before). My face literally hurt at the end of the night from smiling so much.

The first few months after Halloween were the worst, knowing it would be so long before the next year’s amazing parties. Sometimes I would scour strangers’ Facebook feeds, looking for costume party announcements. I found one once, and I actually went. But I wasn’t there for thirty minutes before people realized I didn’t belong. Apparently everyone was pretty close. I wasn’t too bummed out when they kicked me out. It wasn’t the same as a Halloween party. There wasn’t that same excitement in the air wherever you went. And the costumes were pretty lame, I have to say.

I felt like a recovering drug addict, waiting for October 31st to roll around. It was October 15th when I took my Batman costume to the dry-cleaners—a week earlier than usual. But I was so excited once I saw the pumpkins popping up on people’s stoops. I couldn’t help it. I even re-watched those videos on how to make the perfect Batman voice, making sure I was sharp and ready for the big night.

I took a few extra shifts at work leading up to Halloween, so that I could take two days after Halloween off, to recover. I knew it was going to be a wild night, and I wanted to make the most of it, with no anxiety about having to work with a hangover or little sleep. It was all set up so perfectly. Though, because of my work schedule, I couldn’t pick up my dry-cleaned Batman outfit until Halloween morning. But that didn’t seem like an issue at all—

But boy, did it turn out to be a life-changing issue.


CHAPTER II

I picked up my dry-cleaning that morning, as soon as the place was open. My costume was neatly zipped up in a suit bag that I’d been using for years to store the costume. I should have checked that bag before leaving the dry-cleaners. Hell, I should have checked it before it was time to put the costume on. But I just assumed it was fine. It didn’t even cross my mind that I could have had the wrong costume, that someone else could have been using the same suit bag for their own dry-cleaning.

Instead of addressing the costume mix-up that I was completely unaware of, I went to the store to buy a few boxes of Halloween candy. I fished the big pumpkin-shaped bowl out from my basement, along with the little wooden sign I’d made a few years back that read, ‘Just take one!’ I knew that no one really just took one—I’m sure the first kid that came by the house took the whole bowl, but I didn’t really care. I was out and I assumed the sight of the sign and the bowl would be enough to deter kids from egging my house. Plus, I had a creepy scarecrow that I would slouch in a chair next to the candy bowl, and I liked to think that it scared kids into following the sign—make them unsure whether the scarecrow was just a prop or a guy sitting very still in a suit.

I got the scene all set up and ready. I looked at the time. There was still a few hours before I needed to get ready. A few hours when you’re excited feels like a lifetime. So I went out to get some lunch and to play a few rounds of pool at the billiards hall. Even still, those few hours dragged by more slowly than ever.

But six o’clock eventually rolled around, one hour before the annual party at Ken’s house. I went home, took a quick shower, and then I went to grab my costume from the suit bag. And that’s when I discovered I’d picked up the wrong dry-cleaning. My Batman suit was not in that bag. Instead, there was a skimpy piece of black lingerie, a garter belt, a pair of sheer stockings, black knee-high boots, black angel wings, and a pink wig. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My costume was gone. There was probably some chick across town discovering her slutty fallen angel costume was missing.

I looked at the tag attached to the suit bag, hoping the costume owner’s contact info was there—maybe I could call the owner and make a switch before the party started. But it was my own info attached to the bag. The tags had been switched by accident. The only way I could get my Batman costume back was through the dry-cleaners, and they were closed. I tried calling regardless, of course, but no one picked up.

“Fuck!” I yelled. My perfectly planned night was crumbling to pieces quickly. But I wasn’t ready to give up. I ran down to the costume store, which was packed with people buying last second costumes. There was only a handful of costumes left hanging on the walls. I fought through the crowd, looking for an employee. I finally found one near the back. “Do you have any Batman costumes?” I asked.

“Batman? No, we just sold the last one an hour ago,” he said.

I cursed again. I should have just bought whatever they had left—something to cover my face, something that would be deemed acceptable at a costume party. But I was stubborn. I needed to keep my Batman tradition alive. Besides, I’d spent so much time perfecting that voice and all the mannerisms. I couldn’t just switch now!

So I ran down the street to the next costume store. And then the next store. And then I found myself on my phone, looking through classified ads, praying someone was selling a Batman costume. I even made a post saying I would pay anything for a Batman costume. But I got nothing. It was around eight, an hour into Ken’s party (which I’d already accepted that I would miss) when I decided I would buy whatever I could find—Batman or not. I ran down to the nearest costume store, but it was closed. I ran to the next, and it was closed, too. Goddamnit, I should have just bought whatever I could have gotten my hands on when I had a chance.

I ran back home to dig through my basement. Maybe I could modify a bed sheet and make a ghost costume—or maybe I could glue some boxes together and be a robot. But I didn’t even have any goddamned cardboard boxes, and I ruined three sheets trying to turn them into ghost costumes. It turns out, getting the eye holes to stay in place is impossible.

I felt sick. I’d been looking forward to that night for months, and now I had nothing. There were no stores open except for a few drug stores. All of the good parties would be raging in an hour. I’d already missed Ken’s annual party. The night was quickly becoming a nightmare.

That slutty fallen angel costume caught my eye, and I had a peculiar idea. Maybe, somehow, I could make it work. Maybe it could be a funny costume—a sort of statement piece, if you will: a man dressed up in a slutty girl’s costume. That’s funny, right? I could make myself more-or-less unrecognizable with some cheap face makeup I could buy at the drug store across the street. So I ran over to the drug store and bought myself a little fifteen-dollar makeup kit. I’m pretty sure it was for little girls, but it was enough. My plan was to make a dark band over my eyes and the bridge of my nose, like Daryl Hannah in Blade Runner. It wasn’t a mask, but it would accomplish the same goal of making me unrecognizable enough that I wouldn’t be thrown out of parties.

But there was a serious flaw with my little plan that I wouldn’t realize until I was in the little lingerie outfit, and in that little wig—

I actually looked like a girl.


CHAPTER III

Everything fit perfectly—too perfectly. The piece of lacy lingerie had built-in gel cups that made for a surprisingly realistic bust. The wig looked surprisingly like real hair—it may even have been made from real human hair. The stockings made my legs look great. I was hoping for hairy, muscular hams, but apparently my legs weren’t muscular enough or hairy enough to overthrow the effect of the sheer stockings. And I’d already made the mistake of getting a nice, close shave that morning. Bruce Wayne always had a close, even shave. But Bruce Wayne had a chiselled jawline. I had a soft, smooth jawline, which was apparently feminine.

My heart sunk into my gut when I looked into the mirror. The costume was a disaster. I looked like girl. There was nothing funny about it. If I walked into a party, I would get slapped on the ass. Guys would come up and hit on me. And as soon as I opened my mouth to speak, I would be thrown out—if I was lucky. More realistically, I would be beaten up by some insecure losers who felt violated by my costume fooling them.

I looked at the clock. It was nine-thirty. I could see streams of college kids heading out to the big parties. I should have been out there following them, getting in on the action. But now, it was looking like I would be stuck at home, by myself, totally deserving that pity from Ken and the other guys. At least they were home with families, getting some rest before their real jobs. The one thing I had to look forward to was ruined. And I really only had a few years left—at most—before I was too old to be hitting up the college parties. My age would start to show through my Batman costume, and that would be it.

Maybe Ken was right with that look of pity. Maybe it was time for me to grow up, to hang up the old Batman suit, to start looking for a wife, to start thinking about starting a family, to start looking for a proper family-supporting career. No more partying, no more sleeping with cute college girls.

Who would have thought that the day I was looking forward to the most would be the day that I realized my life was a giant mess?

But my God, I wished I had that costume. I wished I could have just gone out one more time, lived out the prime of my life for one more night before setting my life straight, before joining the others in their middle-aged stereotypical lives.

I looked over at the mirror and I made myself jump. I laughed. I really did look like a girl. I really did look nothing like myself with that wig and that makeup. And as I stared at myself, I wondered how far I could really go with it. Just how girly could I make myself look? Besides, I’d already come this far, and I had nothing else to do.

So I put on the glossy pink lipstick that was in the little makeup kit. Strangely, it perfectly matched my hair. I ended up smearing on a healthy dab of concealer to hide some of the blemishes on my skin. It made my skin look surprisingly soft and smooth, just like girls’ skin. I had my late-mother’s jewellery box in the basement. I dug out one of her old pearl necklaces and wrapped it around my neck, to hide the subtle bulge of my Adam’s apple. And I found myself laughing in front of the mirror, dumbfounded by how girly I actually looked.

I did a few poses, laughing. I wanted to take pictures. I knew no one would believe me. But then I thought about it and came to the conclusion that I could never tell anyone. No one would have believed me when I told them it was all supposed to be a joke, turned into a bored curiosity.

I even went into the bathroom to shave my legs and my armpits. It would be a good six months before I wore shorts or tank-tops again, which was more than enough time for my hair to grow back. And I couldn’t possibly be satisfied with my little cross-dressing shenanigans without a good shave all over.

It was actually kind of scary, seeing myself like that. I didn’t just look like a girl—I was actually kind of hot. I would have checked out my ass on the street if I didn’t know any better. And it made me wonder, how many girls had I checked out before, who weren’t really girls. Probably not too many, but think for second—if you live in a fairly big city, you probably pass a thousand people on the streets every day. In a year, you probably pass a couple million. And out of a couple million people, a few must be guys in disguise. I mean, I’ve passed trans girls that I could tell with certainty were born men. But how many convincing trans girls had I passed before? And had I checked out their asses? Was it possible I’d hit on one of them at a Halloween party before without even knowing it?

And if I went out, would someone hit on me?

The thought made my heart skip a beat. I smirked. And then I quickly pushed the thought away. There was no way I could convince anyone. Maybe I could make a few drunk people think I looked like a girl, but the moment I opened my mouth, that would be the end of that…

But there was that YouTube channel, and I remembered seeing a video posted on the sidebar, titled ‘Learn to do a girl voice in less than five minutes’. Curiosity buzzed through my nerves. Could I really learn to do a girl voice in less than five minutes? Well—there was only one way to find out, and it would only cost me five minutes. So I pulled that video up and I watched it. I did all of the little vocal exercises the guy in the video said to do. Hell, he sure sounded like a girl when he did the voice. I even wondered for a minute if it was fake, if they had a girl over-dub his voice to lend credence to the video. But after I watched the video, and after I worked on the taught techniques, my voice was shockingly convincing. I even recorded myself speaking nonsense for a minute and played it back. Once you’ve got your tongue and lips in the right position, it’s terrifyingly easy. So I suppose it’s true: you can learn to do a girl voice in less than five minutes.

It was a surprisingly fun night messing around with the costume and the makeup and the voice, but it wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to be at one of those parties, and the reality was hard to swallow: it wasn’t going to happen. So I decided to pack it in. I went outside to grab the candy bowl and the sign. The bowl was empty, unsurprisingly. As I turned to bring everything inside, I heard the whistling. “Looking good, honey!” someone yelled.

I turned around. Across the street was a group of college kids, dressed up and heading to a party. They each had a case of beer in hand, and they were all looking at me. I felt a cold rigidity fill my joints. I probably should have gotten undressed and cleaned up before I went outside—but I figured I would be in and out so fast that no one would notice. Plus, kids had stopped hitting up my house hours before. “You should come to the Kappa party with us!” one of the guys yelled to me.

I thought about responding, but the lump in my throat wouldn’t let me. Though I did muster up the courage to turn around and recede back into my house. The guys all awed and booed, and one guy yelled, “Nice ass!” I closed the door, locked it, and then I went to close all of the blinds in my house. My heart was racing. I don’t know why I was so worked up. It’s not like the guys recognized me or even knew who I was.

Maybe my heart was racing because I didn’t actually believe that I looked like a girl. Maybe I thought I’d just been humouring myself out of boredom. But now it was confirmed. I’d officially been hit on by a group of young men.

Once the shock wore off, I started laughing. It was too absurd to be true. As I stared at myself again in the mirror, I thought, maybe I should go out to one of the big parties. Maybe this costume was the best costume I’d ever come up with. I could have a whole different level of fun, messing with college guys, getting to feel like a chick for a night. Not only would I be getting free drinks, I would probably have guys scrambling to bring me free drinks like a bunch of trained dogs. How could I pass up on the opportunity? Besides, I wouldn’t have the body to pull it off forever. I was just a few years away from looking like a milf, after all.

I started to laugh again.


CHAPTER IV

I was actually doing it. I couldn’t believe it. My heart was racing—pounding powerfully into my ribcage. I was already two blocks from my house, walking towards the Kappa house (which I’d easily found on Google) wearing nothing but the lingerie and black angel wings that were in my dry-cleaning bag. My whole butt was practically out, covered slightly by the black, lacy panties. My cock was easily hidden by the panties—only showing a bit of a bulge, which could have been easily taken for a camel toe.

I was worried I was going to be the biggest slut at the party, but that worry went away as soon as I was within a few blocks of the Kappa house, and I could see a group of girls across the street, dressed even sluttier than me. One of the girls was dressed like Elvira, with her tits practically bursting out from her top. And one of the other girls wasn’t even dressed as anything—just wearing some skimpy lingerie she probably bought at a sex store. Compared to them, my outfit was fairly conservative. Still, I was constantly aware of my exposed butt cheeks. I could feel them jiggling slightly with each step, and I could feel the cool night’s breeze on my butt’s bare skin.

I stopped a couple houses away from the party. The music was loud. The laughter and conversation was loud. Young men and women were pouring in and out from the house. The lawn was littered with billowing smokers and red solo cups. I thought about turning around and leaving, suddenly overwhelmed, suddenly unable to remember why I’d actually gone through with the nonsense plan. But heads were already starting to turn my way, and eyes were starting to check out my body. I felt that familiar rigidity entering into my joints. I took a deep breath and I tried to remember what exactly I was hoping to accomplish in that little outfit.

And I remembered that buzzing excitement from before, when the college guys yelled those catcalls from across the street. That buzzing was unfamiliar to me, and I wanted more of it. It was still lingering inside of me, and I was feeling it growing stronger as the men stared at me and whispered to one another. I could tell that they liked what they were seeing. So I started walking towards the house.

It wasn’t the excitement that I thought I would be having when I woke up that morning, but it was excitement nonetheless. And in a big way, it was even more exciting in an adrenaline sports kind of way—like jumping out of a plane with a parachute, or jumping off of a bridge with a bungee cord. If people started to realize that I wasn’t actually a girl, things could potentially go very, very wrong. And that possibility would constantly be in the back of my mind, just like the possibility that the parachute won’t open when you pull that string. That’s what makes it exciting and fun. If you just wanted to see what it looks like from high up in the sky as the surface of the earth comes closer and closer, you would just watch a video on the internet.

As I stepped into the house, conversations around me became quiet. Eyes turned to me. Gazes travelled up and down my body (paying particular attention to my ass, but I didn’t blame them). Men smiled, their eyes flashing. Women’s eyes narrowed with disdain. In a way, those jealous looks were even better than the ogling. I did my best to stop myself from laughing. If only these silly college kids knew they were being fooled…

It wasn’t long before a guy came running up to me with a cold can of beer in hand. He held it out to me. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you around before. I’m Kyle,” he said. I took the beer without hesitation. Before answering, I cracked it and had a sip. I didn’t realize until that moment how much of a luxury it is to not have to fight your way into the kitchen, or to not have to wait until no one is looking to snatch a beer from the fridge.

“Hi Kyle,” I said in the women’s voice I owed to a five-minute YouTube video. “I’m Miranda. Nice to meet you.” I extended my hand. My instinct was to squeeze his hand when he took it, like I’d always done. But I held off, keeping my hand mostly limp, the way hot girls always did. I was going to have to be on my toes all night. I didn’t have all the feminine mannerisms mastered, or even slightly practiced, unlike my Batman mannerisms. Even when I went to take a sip from my beer, I had to hold off, pace myself. I was tempted to pound the whole thing, but that wouldn’t be so ladylike, would it? I took small sips, and even pretended like I didn’t like the way it tasted—that face that girls make when they drink strong beer, the same face you might make when you bite into a sour apple.

“Are you here with one of the Kappa guys?” he asked.

I smiled. “I’m Joey’s sister,” I said.

“Ah—I didn’t even know Joey had a sister. But I guess I can sort of see the resemblance, now that you say it.” For whatever reason, everyone always knew a Joey. It wasn’t the most common name anymore, but it always seemed to work at parties.

“Technically I’m his step-sister,” I said.

“Well who would have guessed that Joey had a pretty step-sister?” he said with an awkward chuckle. His cheeks turned a shade of dark red. I felt kind of bad for the guy. He’d just put himself on the line to compliment a man, and he had no idea.

I smiled. “Thanks for the beer, Kyle,” I said, and then I slipped away. As I crept around a corner, I downed the free beer. It wasn’t long before I was handed another. But I didn’t have time to drink it before I was swept onto the dance floor by some football jock who was already drunk.

He spun me and then grabbed me by the hands and said, “C’mon, beautiful! Dance with me!” I wasn’t much of a dancer—and I really didn’t know how to dance like a girl. But luckily, he was more than willing to do all the work, throwing me around, pulling me tight. The whole thing felt strangely natural. I guess dancing is pretty easy when you don’t have to lead. I couldn’t stop laughing the whole time. And I couldn’t believe how big his hands were. When I looked down at my hands in his, it looked like I was looking at a child’s hands—so small and precious.

After the song, I started towards the kitchen, to fetch myself a new drink. Mine had disappeared mid-dance (it was no longer on the table I’d placed it on, but that was no surprise). I never made it to the kitchen. The guys from earlier recognized me and started yelling at me from across the room. “You came! Holy shit, you actually came! Come over here, we need another person for our team!” They had the beer pong table all set up and ready. I’d never been able to say no to a game of beer pong. I was the king of beer pong. Though, I suppose that night, I was the queen of beer pong. They even let me throw first.

The night was just starting and it was already a blast. I didn’t have to fight for drinks, I didn’t have to wait in line to play beer pong, I didn’t have to awkwardly ask some chick to dance with me. I didn’t even have to go through that awkward sober period where it’s hard to start up a conversation with someone—particularly awkward when you know literally no one at the party. But I’d just been there for thirty minutes, and I’d already met a dozen people.


CHAPTER V

The night was great. I was the centre of attention. I got slapped on the ass a few times, and I probably should have been mad about it, but I was strangely okay with it. In fact, it was a nice reminder that I was really pulling that outfit off. By the end of the night, I must have had eight different phone numbers written on my hands and arms—guys who were begging to see me again, who were still completely oblivious to who I really was.

I thought about making a big reveal as I left—the epic ‘gotcha’ moment—but I decided not to. There were too many hearts that would have broken, and potentially my bones as well.

I’d overestimated my ability to handle my liquor. I was stammering slightly as I made my way to the front door. Kyle, from earlier, jumped to my side to stop me from falling. It wasn’t so much the liquor that was giving me a hard time, it was the high heels that had somehow appeared on my feet. I had a vague memory of one of the girls at the party insisting I try them on. “They’ll look so cute with your costume!” she had said. I guess I never gave them back. But she was right—they did look cute.

“Careful,” Kyle said.

And then he kissed me. Or maybe I kissed him. I can’t totally remember, to be honest. I was a little bit too drunk. And the kiss lasted a little bit too long. He had his hands on my sides and I had my hands on his chest, under his shirt. I gently ran my fingernails down his skin, feeling the hard bumps of his muscles. “Want to go back to my place?” he asked, our foreheads pressed together.

“Sure,” I said, and then reality hit me hard, right in the gut, nearly knocking the air out of my lungs. “I mean, no—I have to get home. I’m sorry.” I got out of there so fast—before he could come up with a sentence to stop me. He just called out, “Wait!” as I ran back home.

When I got home, I wanted to throw up. I wished I could go back in time and have one drink less, so I wouldn’t have made such a silly mistake. Why did I kiss him? Why did I kiss a man? I’d just gotten too into the character—that’s all. I was just drunk and playing along with the act. I couldn’t get out of that costume fast enough. I couldn’t wash that makeup off fast enough. I hoped that I would wake up in the morning forgetting the whole thing, but the next morning it was more clear than ever.

And for the next few months, while my leg hair grew back, I kept thinking about that night. I kept wondering what the hell I was thinking—not just the kiss, but the whole night. Did I really go to a Halloween party dressed up in skimpy lingerie? Did I really put on all that makeup and convince all of those guys I was really a chick?

I never took that skimpy costume back to the dry-cleaners. I tried to once—had it packed into my car and everything—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It seemed so embarrassing for some reason. And I was terrified the real owner would take it out from the bag and somehow know it had been used. I don’t think I could have survived that kind of embarrassment. So I stashed the suit bag into my basement and I forgot about it. And I really did forget about it—I even forgot about the kiss eventually, believe it or not. It helped that the night was so surreal, it became hard to differentiate that memory from old dreams. And after kissing a few girls, it slipped away entirely.

It slipped back momentarily when I went to order a new Batman costume online. It was August, around when my Halloween excitement usually started to ramp up. I’d tried to convince myself that I was done with the partying, but like any addict, the cravings came back. They were already switching out the summer vacation displays for Halloween displays, already stocking shelves with Halloween candy (who really starts buying Halloween candy in August?). There was even a new Batman movie out.

It took a few weeks for the costume to arrive in the mail. I was slightly disappointed with it. It was much cheaper than it looked online, and it didn’t fit perfectly. But it still covered my face, and it was still obviously Batman—what else did I want?

It was early October when I was cutting across the university campus on my way to work and I overheard some guys talking about their big Halloween party. I even caught the address as I slowly walked by. “Everyone’s going to be there. It’s going to be epic,” he said. So I knew exactly where I would be going after Ken’s annual party, which I’d missed the year before due to unforeseen circumstances.

When I looked over at the guys, my heart stuttered. Kyle was there—the guy I’d kissed the year before. I looked away quickly, not that he would have recognized me. But the sight of him was enough to pull that memory out of the depths of my mind, to remind myself that it was totally real, and not just some drunken haze of a dream.

It was all I could think about all day, at work, on my way home, once I was on my couch and watching the nightly news. I once dressed up like a slutty chick and went to a college Halloween party—and I got away with it. It wasn’t a funny thought like it should have been. It was a shocking thought, one of those moments in life where you look back and say, “Oh my God, did I actually do that?” Except most people have that thought about something they did as a kid—not something they did at thirty years old.

And that night, I found myself thinking: if I did it once, could I do it again?


CHAPTER VI

I went to Ken’s annual party wearing my Batman outfit. Every year, that party became more and more tame. That year was no exception to the decline. A few guys didn’t even show up—they were out trick-r-treating with their kids. Ken was consumed by his phone the whole time, checking and answering work e-mails. He looked exhausted, as if he’d been awake for days. Instead of putting a horror movie on the TV for background noise, one of his kids was watching some Japanese cartoon. Apparently the kid didn’t want to go trick-r-treating.

The party ended earlier than ever, at eight, just an hour after it started. We all looked at each other in a strange silence as we got our shoes on and left—as if we all knew it was going to be one of the last get-togethers. I had a feeling we’d just had our last Halloween party—a decades-long tradition reaching its sad ending.

My plan to go to the nearest party was thwarted. It would be another hour before any of the good parties started up, and at least two hours before people were drunk enough to let me in without asking questions. You can’t just be the first person to show up for a stranger’s party, disguised or not. Timing is important.

So I went home, had a drink, got out of my costume for an hour. My new Batman costume didn’t breathe nearly as well as my old one. The mask made my face especially sweaty, and it was rather uncomfortable, the way it pressed up against the bridge of my nose. And in case that wasn’t annoying enough, the boots were a half-size too small, squeezing my little toes, pressing into my ankle bones. It was relieving to have them off for an hour. And I was already dreading putting them back on.

I had the funny idea to go put on the boots from the sexy fallen angel costume. They were black boots and they fit perfectly—and I doubt anyone would notice that they were women’s boots. And if they did notice, it wasn’t a big deal, right? They would just assume those were the only boots I could find to more-or-less match the rest of the costume. I went down to the basement to retrieve the boots. And then I found myself staring at the costume.

A tingle ran down to my fingertips. It would be fun, I thought, to put the outfit on one more time, to hit up a party and see if I could do it all again. That night the year before was one of the most fun nights of my life. I’d never been treated so nicely—like I was some kind of royalty. And I couldn’t think of any time in the future where I would be treated similarly, where people would battle for my attention, where men would fight to get me my next drink. Besides, it was all harmless fun—it’s not like anyone got hurt.

I picked up that little lacy number, feeling that soft fabric for the first time in a year. I’d forgotten how soft it was. I’d forgotten how perfectly it fit my body, how great it made me look. I slipped the little number on and the memory of that night came flooding back to me. What was the harm in being the queen for one more night?

With the new Batman movie out, there were dozens of Batmen running around on the streets, and there would probably be dozens of them at whatever party I ended up going to. I didn’t want to be just another Batman in a sea of Batmen. I wanted to stand out, I wanted to have a good time. No, I didn’t get to sleep with any young college girls when I was all dolled up in that lingerie, but I had all year to do that. I only had the one night where I could really get away with being a woman.

I ran to the bathroom to get myself shaved up. My heart was racing. I looked in the mirror and saw the big smirk on my face. I was excited—too excited. That excitement gave me a chill. Was I excited about the party or was I excited about the opportunity to be a girl for a night? I tried to convince myself that it wasn’t the latter, but conviction didn’t come easy.

With my legs all shaved and smooth, I slipped into the stockings, pulled up the garter belt, clipped everything together, pushed wads of toilet paper into the cups of my already padded lingerie. I dug out that old makeup kit and I went to town, this time doing my best to create a real makeup look—not just hiding my face with a dark band across my eyes. It was surprisingly difficult getting the eyeliner on perfectly, and the eye shadow to not look ridiculously clown-like.

Once I was finally done up to my satisfaction, I looked at the clock. It was almost eleven—I’d been in front of that mirror for almost two hours! I got into my wings and I hurried over to the door. It wasn’t until I was out on the street, heading towards that big party I’d overheard the college guys talking about, that I remembered just how crazy it all was the first time I did it, and how crazy it still was. My bare butt was still mostly out for anyone to see, my cock was still questionably disguised as a camel toe, and I was still about to speak around a crowd of horny men in my best female voice, trying to convince them I really was a hot babe.

If that’s not complete insanity, I don’t think I know what is…

This party really was the one and only party to be at that Halloween. I was three blocks away and I could already hear the hollering, the music, the laughing, the drinking game chants, and so on. Dressed up college students were streaming towards the large frat house like ants—or maybe like moths, flocking towards the bright, flashing lights. Shooting up from the large house’s back yard were coloured lasers. By the sound of it, they even had a professional DJ working the party.

I was a block away from the house when I heard the first whistle. “See you inside, sexy!” one of the guys across the street yelled at me. He was with some buddies, smoking a cigarette. He gave me the thumbs-up when I looked his way.

The year before, the comment would have sent my heart into the depths of my gut. But that night was different. The comment perked me up, made my cheeks turn red, reminding me that I had nothing to be afraid of unless I was afraid of having the best night of my life.


CHAPTER VII

I’d forgotten how quickly I was able to turn heads, to bring conversations to complete halts. It was a strangely powerful feeling. So was the ability to make men’s faces turn red just by looking at them. I winked at one guy whose lips were parted and eyes glazed over. He nearly fell to the ground.

With each passing second, I felt my body filling with more and more of that confident energy. Over the past year, I’d slowly managed to convince myself that my memories from that night were delusions, that men weren’t really throwing themselves at me, that I wasn’t really able to steal the attention of entire rooms just by being present. But they weren’t delusions. I really did have some strange sexual powers when I was in that little outfit, wig, and makeup.

But I needed to be careful. The year before, I pounded every drink that was handed to me. I wasn’t used to people just handing me drinks, and I didn’t want to waste the opportunity. But now I knew it was obvious that there wasn’t going to be a moment where there wasn’t a drink in my hand. And if I wasn’t careful, I would meet the same fate as the year before, my hands on some college guy’s body, my tongue in some college guy’s mouth. I was lucky the year before that it only got that far. In my inebriated state, it could have gone much further, and things could have ended much worse.

So for the first time, maybe ever, I took small sips from my drinks. My first beer even went warm on me before I could finish it. During the game of beer pong that I was quickly swept away to, I let men drink my beers for me for the most part. And whenever I was handed something that was unfamiliar or unknown, I politely passed. I wanted to remember the night, after all. If I was going to risk so much to be there, I wanted to at least make a good memory out of it.

But unfortunately, no matter how well I controlled myself, I couldn’t control the men around me. It was around midnight when the party started veering off the rails. Bathrooms became a commodity as those who’d had too much to drink ran off to throw up and subsequently pass out. Bedrooms became a commodity as horny college students ran off to fuck and subsequently pass out. Some of the rowdier guys got into fights, broke things, broke beer bottles, scattered hallways with broken glass. Areas were quickly set off limits. Drunk college students with nowhere to go blocked off hallways with their limp bodies. The party became more and more confined, but newcomers kept showing up. We were practically shoulder to shoulder, and I was losing count of the number of times men grabbed at my ass.

The fun was disappearing. Some of the guys were becoming more and more desperate to get laid like their friends. I was one of the few girls left up for grabs, and the alcohol had washed away any signs of shyness in the men. “Hey baby, I know you have no idea who I am, but I think we should make out. I promise you’ll like it,” one guy said to me. His face was already moving in, his hands on my hips. Luckily another guy took a swing at him, claiming he’d already claimed me. I had no idea who either of the men were. They fought while I slipped over to the next room.

But I wasn’t safe there, either. One of the guys I’d met earlier in the night slipped up behind me, slipping his arms around me, placing his chin on my shoulder. “Guess who?” he said. His breath was pure whiskey.

“Who?” I said, feeling cold and uncomfortable.

“It’s me, your beer pong partner. I’m glad to see that you’re still here,” he said. I could hardly understand a word coming out from his mouth as he slurred and mumbled. I managed to pull myself away from him, and that made him angry. “What’s so wrong with me, slut? I’m not good enough for you?”

My head was spinning. Maybe being the hot chick at the party isn’t so much fun after all. I needed to get out of there, but I couldn’t spot the exit through the dense crowd of party-goers. My heart started pounding. I felt a set of hands slip onto my body, but I couldn’t tell who they belonged to—not that it mattered, I knew nobody there.

And then someone grabbed my hand and gently pulled me away. He was dressed as Batman, like just about every other guy at the party. I stumbled as I tried to keep up. He led me to a back door, outside, and then into the alley, away from all of the people. I quickly pulled my hand away, ready to run back to the party. At least at the party there were people around. Alone in an alley with a stranger was far, far worse than being overwhelmed in a large crowd.

He took off his mask. It was Kyle. “Sorry,” he said, “but it looked like you were about to faint.”

I felt the strangest wave of relief, even though I didn’t know Kyle any better than anyone else at that party. At least it was a familiar face, even if he was still practically a stranger. “Thanks,” I said. My heart was finally calming down.

“This party’s out of control, and not in a good way. If you want, I’m heading out to another party. It’s just a thing with a few friends, but you’re welcome to come.”

“I think I’m all partied out, but thanks,” I said.

I thought he was looking at me, but then I realized he was looking past me. I looked back. My drunken beer pong partner was standing in the distance, staring at us. “Do you need something, buddy?” Kyle called out.

“Just waiting for her to come back,” the guy said. “We weren’t done talking.” I felt a cold shiver pulsing down my spine. There was something off about the guy. He had a look in his eyes that I didn’t like—the kind of look that might follow a person home. The kind of look that might force itself on someone, that might snap when it doesn’t get what it wants.

“I think I’m just going to head home,” I said softly to Kyle. I didn’t want the other guy to hear and follow me. I wanted to slip away when he wasn’t looking.

Kyle looked from me and then back to the guy. “Can I walk you home?” he asked me.

“I’d like that,” I said. I don’t know why I put more trust in Kyle than my ex-beer pong partner, but I did. And I felt strangely safe next to him, not worried that some drunk loser was following me back to my house. Though that didn’t stop me from looking over my shoulder every minute or so.

“Do you remember me?” Kyle asked once we were a couple blocks away.

I wanted to tell him that I didn’t remember him, that I was unaware of any kiss, but I could tell that he knew. “Yeah,” I said. “You were at that party last year.”

“That’s right. You know, not to creep you out or anything, but I tried to find you after that night. I asked around for you at school and at other parties, but no one could point me in the right direction.” He laughed. “It’s funny, I actually convinced myself after a while that you were never real, that maybe I just dreamed you up.”

I smiled. “Well I’m real,” I said.

“I can see that.” We kept walking. The night air was warm and soft. Away from the party house, it was quiet and peaceful. I finally stopped looking over my shoulder, strangely comfortable next to Kyle. No one was going to jump me with him there. No one would dare follow me home with him at my side. “I’m going to give you some advice, and I don’t want you to take it personally,” he said.

I looked at him. His cheeks were red. He bit his bottom lip awkwardly. “Your outfit is great, but I wouldn’t recommend wearing it to another frat party. Especially an Omega frat party. Those guys see you like this, they think you’re asking for it.” His cheeks turned an especially dark shade of red. “I mean, not that you look like a slut or anything, it’s just a lot of skin—and those guys are animals.” He looked away quickly.

I laughed. He was kind of cute when he was flustered. “Advice taken,” I said. “I don’t think I could handle another minute of that atmosphere,” I said. “I’m so glad you pulled me out of there.”

“I’m glad I could help,” he said.

We turned around the block. I could see my house in the far distance, another four blocks away. Almost home—almost at the end of my female-impersonating career. “I can probably get home from here,” I said.

Kyle looked back. “You sure? I don’t mind walking you the whole way. Unless you don’t want me to know where you live—I’ll understand.”

“I think I’ll be okay,” I said.

He smiled, looked me in the eyes. I looked into his eyes. And for a moment, I was lost, frozen. There was something about his eyes that was strangely mesmerizing. But I pulled my gaze away. “See you around,” I said.

He watched me walk away for a moment before turning around himself. But it wasn’t long before that anxiety came creeping back into me. I found myself looking over my shoulder, wondering if it was possible that drunk beer pong player was nearby. I remembered that look in his eyes—that look that was so full of malice and jealousy. What if my reaction made him angry? What if he wanted revenge?

“Hey Kyle!” I called out. He was about a block away. He stopped and turned around.

“Yeah?” he called back.

“I changed my mind. Walk me home,” I said. He smiled.

And once he was back at my side, I felt that anxiety wash away. I felt safer than ever. And the closer I stood to him, the safer I felt. I decided to cave into my character for just the rest of that night. I slipped my hands around his arm and I snuggled up against him. It was harmless. It’s not like it meant anything.


CHAPTER VIII

He put his arm around me, but it really didn’t mean anything. I think he could just tell that I was afraid. I mean, he did see those frat guys at that party with their hands all over me. He probably saw that fight break out on my behalf, and anyone willing to fight had it in them to do a whole lot more than that. He was just protecting me—nothing more than that. It was a friendly gesture.

Oh God, who was I kidding? I wanted to touch him and he wanted to touch me. Hell, I wanted to do a whole lot more than touch him. I could remember our kiss from a year before. I could remember how high I felt with his lips against mine. I could remember that euphoria that filled my nerves, that warmth that filled my heart. I wanted it again. I just couldn’t stop myself.

So once we were out front of my house, I kissed him. I pressed my lips hard against his, and it took me a couple of seconds to realize he wasn’t kissing back. I slowly pulled my head back. “What’s wrong?” I said.

He was looking at me with red cheeks and wide eyes. “I, uh, well,” he said, scratching at his cheek awkwardly. “I don’t want you to think that I’m like those other guys. I really did just walk you home so you could get home safe, and, uh…”

“Just kiss me, please,” I said.

And he did. We stood out front of my house kissing for a good minute, our hands all over each others’ bodies. That high, euphoric sensation came back in an instant, as if it had never left. I couldn’t press myself close enough into his body. I felt so happy when his arms were around me, pulling me in tight. I remembered that I was actually a man in drag, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to enjoy the moment while it was happening. I could stress out about it later. I could question my sexuality later. None of that was important now that I was in his arms.

He started kissing my neck. “Should we go inside?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said between kisses. We ended up running to the door, giggling like a couple of kids. We couldn’t get inside fast enough. And we couldn’t get back to kissing fast enough. “I want you so badly,” he said.

“I want you,” I said.

He sunk down lower, from my neck to my chest. He was kissing between my breasts. And now, I was starting to clue back into reality. He was pretty close to realizing who I really was—what I really was. And I had a feeling he wasn’t going to like it. But I could feel his big, hard dick against my leg. This was leading to sex—no question about it. And obviously, it couldn’t get that far. “I’m sorry—stop. We have to stop,” I said. I hated that it needed to end. I hated that it couldn’t go any further.

“What? What’s wrong? Are you okay?” he said. His eyes were glazed over.

“I just—I just can’t do this right now. I’m sorry, but I just can’t,” I said. I wanted to tell him why, but the reality was: I didn’t really know him. He was still mostly a stranger, and he was alone with me in my house. If he had a temper that I didn’t know about, I was in the worst possible place to find out about it. My heart was even pounding as I rejected him. How did I know he wouldn’t just force himself on me? It’s not like there was anyone around to hear me calling for help.

“I understand,” he said, standing up. He moved to the door. “I wasn’t trying to take advantage of you. I didn’t mean to come on too strong.” He opened the door and took a step out.

“Oh God, I can’t take this,” I said. My heart was pounding. My legs were shaking. I needed to have him. I wanted to be his so badly. “Just come here and fuck me.” I turned around to face the wall. I reached down and pulled aside my lacy bottoms, revealing my asshole. “Fuck my asshole. Please.” I was trembling like a drug addict begging for a fix. I don’t know why I wanted him so badly, but I did. Maybe it had something to do with that little outfit. Maybe that outfit had some strange magical powers or something, or maybe when a person pretends to be something for long enough, they start to become that thing. Regardless, I needed that big cock in my asshole.

“Really?” he said.

“C’mon, I need it now,” I said, squirming, feeling vulnerable, but so, so horny. He came up behind me. I heard him unzip his fly. I heard his pants hit the floor. I swayed my bum slightly, reaching down to cover up my cock and balls to make sure they didn’t fall out. “Do it already,” I said.

Then I felt the warm, dull pressure of his cock pressing between my butt cheeks. “I’ve never done anal before,” he said.

“Me neither, but there’s a first time for everything, right?” I said. I felt that warm tip slide up to my tight hole. He started pushing in. Naturally, I clenched, but he kept pushing. I clutched the windowsill and took a deep breath. As I exhaled, I let my asshole relax. And as I did, he slid in with little effort. And my God, did he slide in deep.

I took a sharp breath of air into my lungs, letting out a little whimper. “Holy shit,” I said.

“Is it okay?” he asked, stopping for a moment as his pelvis teased my butt cheeks.

“It’s great. Fuck me,” I said. There was something about the way his thick rod stretched my anus that felt so good. When he started to thrust, it felt even better. I could feel everything—his cock throbbing, all of his thick veins and harsh ridges. I swayed my bum slightly, positioning his cock into the best spot. The way his rod curved was perfect—making his tip press right up against my sweet-spot, the spot that made my legs tremble and my body weak. “Right there,” I said. I clutched that windowsill tighter.

He started to thrust harder and faster, hitting that spot dead-on each time. I had to keep that hand between my legs because I was starting to get hard. “Please don’t stop,” I moaned. I looked down at my legs, shaking in their tight black leather boots. I don’t know how I was staying up. I don’t know how I wasn’t falling to the ground and convulsing like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert.

He brought his hands up to my chest and he squeezed my fake breasts. While he squeezed, I wondered if I could afford implants. It already felt good when he was squeezing my padded lingerie. I couldn’t even imagine how good it would feel with him squeezing my real tits.

“Harder,” I said, and he quickly followed the command. His pelvis slapped loudly against my butt with every penetration.

I felt a warm wetness against the palm of my hand. I looked down. There was a wetness pooling in my panties. I was coming. He was making me unload with his perfectly placed penetrations.

“I’m going to come in you,” he said with a grunt. His nails sunk into my skin and he came down harder than ever. I screamed loud when I felt his hot blasts filling me up deep. I’d never felt anything like it, anything nearly as incredible and euphoric and perfect. I pushed my butt back into his pelvis, swaying, puckering, getting every last drop, revelling in those final few seconds before he stumbled back and let his hot load pour out of me.

“That was something else,” he said as he leaned against the wall to catch his breath.

“It was great,” I said.

“I even made you come,” he said, motioning down at my panties, which I was covering with my hand. I felt my face turn red as my body froze.

“What?” I said.

“I should have told you, but I didn’t want to embarrass you. I know you’re not… not entirely a woman. I mean, you’re a woman, but you weren’t, like, born a woman.” There was that cute flustered face of his. Though it wasn’t so cute now. Now, it filled me with the most intense anxiety and dread I’d ever felt in my life.

“I was going to tell you,” I managed to say, though it came out as more of a whimper than anything.

“I knew a year ago, too,” he said. “But you’re just so pretty and fun that I don’t really care.”

That anxiety seemed to flutter away. But my cheeks remained warm and red. “You don’t care?” I said.

He shrugged. “No, not really. What difference does it even make, really?” He smiled.

I threw myself at him. I wrapped my arms around him. Because in that moment, he made me feel a way I’d never felt before—a feeling that I didn’t even know to be possible. I can only describe the feeling as being wanted for being me. I wasn’t being liked for something I owned or for something I said or for something I did. I was being liked for who I was, and for no other reason.

So after that Halloween, I did hang up the little piece of lingerie, but I didn’t hang up the persona that went with it. Because it was my persona, the persona that I’d always had deep inside of me. I made a trip to the mall to get some new clothes that complimented that persona—but I wasn’t buying a costume. For thirty years I’d been wearing the same costume. Now it was time to live without a costume.

THE END


HIS PRETTY COUSIN

When Donny’s pretty cousin leaves some clothes behind after a brief stop on her way across the country, Donny is overwhelmed by a curiosity. Unfortunately, he forgets that his friend is on his way over. Donny thinks he’s been caught, but fortunately, his friend doesn’t recognize him behind the little dress and makeup.


CHAPTER I

My cousin came to visit for a few days while she was backpacking across the continent, and it changed my life. It didn’t change my life while she was there, but my life would change a few days later.

I’d only ever met my cousin once before, when I was too young to really remember. She was born the same year as me and lived in the UK with her parents. I was eight when her family came to visit us in Canada the first time, but they weren’t even there to visit us. They were just in town for a funeral. Our families were never very close, not even exchanging cards at Christmas time.

So we were surprised when we got an e-mail from Lindy asking if she could stay at our house for a few days. At first, we were all scratching our heads, wondering who Lindy even was. It was my dad who remembered my mom’s sister’s daughter’s name was Lindy—that’s how unfamiliar we were with that side of the family.

So we e-mailed her back and told her she was welcome to stay as long as she wanted. She showed up a week later with her big backpack stuffed with all she needed to live for three months—that’s how long she planned on backpacking around North America before returning home.

She was surprisingly pretty. I clammed up at the sight of her, and I felt conflicted about that. She was my biological cousin, after all. But she was also little more than a stranger. Of course I would never actually do anything. Even if I’d wanted to do something, I was far too shy to ever act on it.

She slept in the guest room across the hall from me. We didn’t see a whole lot of her while she was visiting. She made the most of her time in town to go check out the sights, meeting up with other travellers she’d met online. She brought an Australian guy home one night—my dad wasn’t so impressed with that. He paced around the kitchen deliberating whether he should march up to the guest room and tell the guy to leave, or if it was even any of his business. He ended up letting the guy stay.

Lindy was a nice enough girl, though she was obviously used to being spoiled. She said thank you more times than I could count, and complimented every meal my mother made for her, but she also asked my dad for some money as if it was a totally normal thing to do. She left lights on in every room she went into, even during the day. And she even piled her clothes next to the laundry machine, expecting my mom to do her laundry for her. I think she meant well, though. She was just used to her rich parents and her nanny doing everything for her. My mom huffed and puffed while she washed Lindy’s clothes. I can’t believe she actually did it, to be honest.

Lindy left without saying goodbye, which rubbed my dad the wrong way. We woke up to a note on the kitchen table. It simply said, “Thanks for the hospitality!” My mom looked at the note and said, “Some flowers would have been nice.”

And I never saw Lindy again. We never even heard from her again—not even a card in the mail. But like I said, I think she meant well. My mom always talked about how removed from reality her sister was, so it was only natural it would rub off on her child.

The visit didn’t really affect me too much. I didn’t have to clean her clothes or make her dinner. The day she arrived, I had plans to meet up with some friends to see a movie. My parents made me cancel; they had reservations at a restaurant for four, but when we were about to leave, Lindy said, “Oh, I’m sorry, but I have plans to meet with some friends I met online.” So we ended up going to the restaurant without her. Thankfully, my friends agreed to reschedule for the next week, so I wouldn’t miss the movie.

Otherwise, Lindy didn’t affect my life in the slightest—until two days after she left, and my mom asked me to strip the guest bed and tidy up the guest room.

As I pulled the sheets off of the bed, I noticed a small pile of clothes on the ground. She must have forgotten to pack them. It was no wonder, as the bedroom was a mess. There were three outfits on that guest bedroom floor: a little dress, a skirt and a tank top, and a pair of tight leather leggings and a fitted white sweater. Also in the mix were a few pairs of panties and a bra. My heart stuttered at the sight of the panties. I’d never actually been so close to a pair of panties that didn’t belong to my mother. Lindy’s panties were so small and lacy. Her bra was leopard print, and it was heavily padded—so much so that I wondered if she had tits at all.

I was bending over to pick the clothes up when I noticed the slightly open drawer next to the bed. I opened it and looked inside. She’d also left behind a little makeup kit, a sheet of condoms, and her cellphone charger. It was too much to send to her in the mail—it would have cost over a hundred bucks to ship all of it to the UK. And I don’t think Lindy had any plans on returning to pick it up. So I assumed it was all garbage.

But I didn’t throw it out. Instead, I folded the clothes and put it into the back of the rarely-opened guest room closet. I felt so naughty folding up the little lacy panties and the bra. There’s nothing more exciting to a virgin than a piece of fabric that has touched a woman’s private parts.

I didn’t think about the abandoned outfits at all until a few days later.


CHAPTER II

It was a simple news segment that made me remember the clothes in the closet. I was on the couch, surfing the net on my laptop, while my parents watched the news. It was a slow news day—a long segment about whether Donald Trump should have gotten one or two scoops of ice cream, and then some filler stories about local events and some local political story about a congresswoman demanding an apology after another congresswoman said the word ‘fart’.

But there was a segment in the middle about an experiment being conducted by a student at the local university. He took one hundred volunteers—fifty men and fifty women—and he randomly assigned them male or female, regardless of what they already were. Then, he had them dress up like their assigned gender—makeup, wigs, shave, fake facial hair, the works. And finally, he had people try to guess whether they were really men or women. The results were apparently quite controversial, getting nationwide attention.

In the segment, they showed some of the volunteers. For the most part, I could tell who was what. There were some pretty girls who were obviously pretty girls, some girls who were way too pretty to be boys, and then there was one stunning woman, who was so obviously a woman with the prettiest eyes and the softest looking skin—

But she wasn’t a she at all. They showed the guy before being dolled up. He looked like he could have been in a biker gang, with a long beard (which they obviously shaved) and a totally normal male’s face. I wouldn’t have believed it was the same person had they not shown his time-lapse transformation. The student conducting the experiment claimed there were no tricks involved, just the fact that men and women really aren’t so different when you get past the facial hair and makeup.

The whole segment got me wondering: could I look like a girl, too? It was just a passing thought, until I remembered those outfits and that makeup kit stashed away in that closet. And then I really started wondering how I would look. It really was just a curiosity thing. It’s not like I had some strong desire to dress up like a woman. It’s not like I secretly wanted to be a woman. I was just curious, and I’m sure the other fifty thousand people who watched the segment were also curious. And I probably wasn’t the only one who waited for their parents to go to sleep before slipping into the bathroom with a pile of clothes and a little makeup kit.

I didn’t have a wig, but my hair was shaggy enough that it would pass. I started by shaving away the small amount of facial hair that I had, and then I started to layer on the foundation. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I’d seen my mother doing her makeup enough times to have a vague idea of what each thing did. Every time I heard a creak or a groan in the hallway, I would quickly flush the toilet or turn on the shower, so my parents wouldn’t think I was in there getting dolled up. I would have rather them thought I was jerking off before thinking I was putting on Lindy’s makeup.

The eyeliner made the biggest difference, in my opinion. It made my eyes look so big and flashy and colourful. A little bit of lip gloss made my lips look way plumper and fuller than they really were, and a little bit of blush totally changed the shape of my face.

But it was the clothes that really made the big difference. The padded bra under the tight dress really gave my body a figure that I didn’t know I had. I’d always seen myself as a pencil. But apparently I had a pretty curvy butt. I guess girl clothes are designed to highlight that kind of thing.

I whispered a few lines to myself, in my best girly British accent, with a big grin on my face. I really did look like a girl. Hell, I kind of even looked like Lindy. So the university student was right—maybe men and women aren’t so different beyond a couple of lumps and an extra appendage.

I did a little spin, feeling the skirt of the little dress lifting in the air. I looked down at my legs. The hair was really throwing off the whole look. I couldn’t help but wonder how I would look with smooth legs, like the guys in the news segment. It was winter and I would be wearing pants for the next five months, so it’s not like anyone would see my smooth legs. So I decided to shave them up, to complete the look. I’d already come that far. There was no sense in seeing an incomplete version of my female self.

And then I remembered the wig of a Halloween costume my mom wore one year. It was back when she wore her hair short, and she wanted to be a character from Clueless. So she bought a wig and the whole deal. That wig was still in the basement. It scared me from time to time when I was digging around looking for things, on its foam head, looking like a severed head when the lights were off. I decided I would slip downstairs to get it.

I crept down the hall to the basement stairs. I went down the stairs, hyper-sensitive to every creek and groan. I flicked on the light and found the wig. I put it on, using a dusty mirror to see how it looked. Surprisingly, it looked damn-good. I couldn’t believe how girly I looked. I couldn’t believe how much I looked like Lindy—and not just because I was wearing her clothes. I suppose we did share some of the same blood, after all.

And I was suddenly curious to see how I would look in the leather leggings, with the loose grey tank-top. I liked the idea of the loose tank-top showing off some of that leopard print side-boob. So I crept back up the stairs and turned towards the guest room.

But I never made it back to the guest room. Standing there and staring at me was my friend, Keith. I startled him. He jumped and grabbed at his heart. I was rendered completely frozen, caught, already humiliated. I’m sure my red cheeks showed through my makeup job. “I’m sorry,” he said, looking at me. He would realize it was me in any second.

Any second now…


CHAPTER III

But he didn’t recognize me. “My name is Keith,” he said. “I’m Donny’s friend. You must be his cousin. What did he say your name was? Don’t tell me. Lindsey. No—Lindy—that’s right. He told me you were visiting from the UK.”

My heart was pounding. My God, it was going to be so embarrassing as soon as he realized who he was talking to. I almost just wished he would realize to get the misery over with. How could he not see it already?

I cleared my throat. “Hi,” I said, using my girly voice with my fake British accent. I can’t believe he still couldn’t tell it was me. “Nice to meet you.”

“The pleasure is all mine. Is your cousin around? We were supposed to go to a movie. I’ve been calling him, but he hasn’t been picking up.”

My heart sunk into my gut. My phone was in my bedroom, on my bed. I’d forgotten that tonight was the night we were supposed to see that movie. And I was the one who picked that night, of all nights. How could I have forgotten? Was I so swept away by this cross-dressing curiosity that I failed to remember my own schedule? “He’s out,” I said.

I bit the edge of my tongue, trying to will myself to just admit that it was me. I’m sure I could have thought of a good excuse. I could have told him it was a joke, but why would I be joking around all by myself, so late at night? And what’s so funny about getting dressed up like a lady? It maybe would have been funny had I looked ridiculous, like some hairy macho man in a tight dress. But I didn’t look like that—I actually looked like a chick. There’s nothing funny about a convincing cross-dresser.

“He’s out? Do you know where? Damnit, he forgot about the movie. I had a feeling…” Keith said. He pulled out his phone, probably to text Lance that I wasn’t going to make the movie. “He had his chance. There’s no way we’re rescheduling again.”

I forced a smile. I was still waiting for his brain to click, for him to realize he was staring at his friend and not his friend’s pretty cousin. “Well, we’ve got three tickets. Do you want to come? I know you have no idea who I am, but a free movie is a free movie, right?”

I felt a cold shiver tickling my nerves. “No thank you. I think I’m about to head to bed,” I said, still using my fake voice, which was apparently quite convincing.

“Alright, well, if you see Donny, tell him he’s an asshole for me.” I stood in my rigid paralysis as I watched Keith leave the house. I should have locked the door before messing around with Lindy’s clothes and makeup. My friends were always letting themselves into my house—they’d been doing it for years. One time, a few years back, they were very close to catching me masturbating. I heard my door handle turning with enough time to zip up my pants and slam my laptop screen shut. Though I have a feeling they knew what I was doing from the red in my face when they walked into the room.

But this was worse than that—or at least, it had the potential to be worse. Catching your buddy masturbating is bad, but not nearly as bad as catching your buddy putting on makeup and a little dress.

I got undressed and out of my makeup as quickly as I could. The makeup was surprisingly hard to wash off. I ended up getting soap in my eyes, which burned like a motherfucker. Once I was back to my normal self, I ran to my room and was about to call Keith. I still had ten minutes before the movie started, which was enough time to get to the theatre (I would miss the ads). But I decided not to call Keith. I decided to stay home, and distance myself from Keith, worried he would see me and then the resemblance to the girl he’d met in the hallway would click in his brain. Plus, I wasn’t able to get all of the eye makeup off as clearly as I would have liked. There was still some eye shadow residue around my eyes that would need a good scrub in the morning.

So I stayed home that night, and I met up with Keith and Lance for lunch the next day.

Of course, they totally spoiled the movie for me. I tried covering my ears whenever Keith said, “Spoiler alert,” but my hands weren’t enough to stop his voice from reaching my eardrums. Also, I think he was purposely trying to spoil the movie, punishing me for wasting his money on a ticket, which I paid him for regardless—it was the moral of the waste that rubbed him the wrong way.

Once they were satisfied with their film analysis, Keith turned to me and said, “You never told us that your cousin was such a babe.”

I’d expected him to bring up his run-in with my cousin, but I was certainly not expecting that comment. A babe? He thought I was a babe in my cousin’s dress and makeup? “She’s not really that good looking,” I said.

He scoffed. “No way, man. She’s a fucking fox. Maybe you can’t see it because you’re blood-relatives or whatever, but she could be, like, a Vogue model or something.” At first, I thought he was messing with me. Did he leave my house the night before and then realize he’d been talking to me? Was he setting me up now for a big humiliation? Was Lance in on it, too?

“Do you have pictures?” Lance asked. “We tried looking her up last night on Facebook, but her account is set to private.”

I shrugged. “No,” I said.

“Damn,” Keith said. “It would be nice to get some validation from Lance.” He turned to Lance. “But I’m telling you—she was easily a nine out of ten. I wanted to throw myself at her in that hallway, and I would have if she didn’t look so startled. I kind of feel bad. Had I known she was there, I wouldn’t have just let myself into the house. She probably thought I was a burglar or something. Thank God she didn’t scream at the sight of me.”

I forced a smile. I could feel the colour draining from my face as I awaited the torrent of laughter and the big ‘gotcha!’ reveal. But it didn’t come. Instead, Keith just kept going.

“Do you know if she’s single?” he asked.

I shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said.

“You should ask her. I’d be willing to do the long distance thing, you know. Hell, for her, I would move to England. I could get into tea and biscuits. I don’t know about soccer and tennis—that might be a hard adjustment. Hey—are you friends with her on Facebook? Can you see her pictures?”

“No,” I said.

Keith was really being serious. He didn’t have this kind of patience, and he certainly wasn’t this strong of an actor. He really thought that I was a beautiful woman. He really was smitten by me. And I wasn’t sure what to think of that. No woman had ever been smitten by me before. No woman had ever called me beautiful, or magazine-worthy. But it wasn’t a compliment—if anything, it was an insult. I was discovering that I looked better as a woman than I did as a man.

And it’s not like I had a chick’s body. I’d never been mistaken for a woman before. I was a normal height and a normal weight (maybe a little bit thin). So how did I pass so well as a woman? Was that university experiment really true—was there really just not a big difference between the sexes?

“Do me a favour, Donny—have her add me on Facebook. I think she was into me, once the shock wore off. I could tell by the way she was looking at me. I think she might be interested. I’ll take her out—I promise to treat her well. Maybe we’ll end up being family, Donny. Can you imagine that? You and me, cousins?” He laughed.

“Yeah, I don’t know if I feel comfortable with that,” I said.

He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “What? Are you kidding?”

“Well, she’s just in town for a few more days. I don’t think she’s here looking for a boyfriend. Besides, I don’t know that you’re her type,” I said, feeling my heart pounding somewhere in the pit of my gut.

“Not her type? I’m everyone’s type. And she’s definitely my type.” It was another comment that caught me off-guard. The girls Keith went for were hot. He was always going on dates with thin blondes with big tits. He once dated Cara Delevingne’s stunt double. And to think that I was in the same ranks as those girls? It must have been a prank—he must have been trolling me.

But he seemed so sincere—more sincere than I knew him to be. “If I ask her to add you, will you drop it?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said, and that was the end of that. He didn’t bring up my pretty cousin any more that day. But I could tell, by that smirk that lingered on his face, that she was still on his mind—that I was still on his mind.


CHAPTER IV

Lindy had, believe it or not, actually left herself signed in on our home computer. I thought about taking her account, adding Keith, having a short conversation with him, and then deleting him, but there were a number of problems with that plan. First, there was a good chance Lindy would discover the message before I had a chance to delete it, and she would link it back to me—remembering that she’d used our computer, and seeing that I was a mutual friend of Keith’s. Second, I looked a bit like Lindy in her makeup and clothes, but we weren’t identical twins. Keith would have definitely noticed the differences, and I didn’t need to give him any reason to discover my secret.

I thought about ignoring him altogether, telling him the next day that Lindy wasn’t interested, and hoping he would just drop it. But there was a big problem there, too: what if Keith goes ahead and adds Lindy himself, and brings up the hallway interaction? And then what if Lindy tells him that she’d been gone for days? It wouldn’t take Keith long to realize what was up.

So I came up with another plan that was slightly complex, but it covered my bases. I decided to make a fake Facebook profile. The first thing I did was I went ahead and added a whole bunch of random people—people who came up first when I searched names, with the location set to the UK. A whole bunch of them added me back right away. It’s surprising how many people will just add someone without asking any questions.

Next, I filled out as much of the bio section as possible. Thankfully, Facebook had an option to ‘hide creation date’. I posted a whole bunch of pictures of dogs that I found on the internet, some cat memes, pictures of mountains. I found some pictures of a silhouetted girl in front of a sunset, which I uploaded to my page and tagged as myself. It took a good four hours to create the fake page, but I think I did a pretty good job. There was still something missing though—it still looked like a fake page, like a page belonging to someone who refused to show their face for one reason or another.

I knew what it needed: an actual picture of me dressed up in Lindy’s clothes and makeup. So I waited for my parents to head off to bed, and I started my transformation. I put on the makeup, trying out a different style—darker eyebrows, less eye-shadow, less blush. It was a more minimalist look, but I think it looked pretty good.

I went with the skirt and the sweater—both fit me perfectly (which I must say, I was quite embarrassed about). I stuffed some extra wads of toilet paper into the bra to give myself some extra bust. And then I took my first real profile picture: a mirror selfie.

As I uploaded it to my page, I realized the truth: I really did look sexy. That selfie looked just like the selfies you see from hot chicks—the curve of my hips, my thin waist, that perfect bust. I even had that flirty facial expression down perfectly, biting my bottom lip slightly, my eyes narrowed just perfectly. I’d never been much of a photogenic person, but all dolled up, it was a whole different story.

I took a few more shots. My favourite was the one I took of me laying on my bed, my hair sprawled out in every direction. I held the camera up and aimed it right down at my face as I blew a kiss. I looked hot—and the photo didn’t even show any of my body. It was just my face—and my face wasn’t getting any help from a padded bra.

I slipped outside. I looked around carefully to make sure none of my neighbours were looking, and then I hurried down to the park. The park was empty, lit orange by warm streetlight. I found a good tree branch to hold up my camera, which I set on a timer to take a photo every five seconds. And then I did a bit of modelling. I did pose after pose, giggling and feeling so silly. I tried to do poses that looked natural, as if I was caught walking in the park, poses where I pretended not to notice the camera, and the classic girl shots: flipping off the camera, that kind of thing. And then I noticed a man staring at me as he walked by. He had a perplexed look on his face, and I immediately felt embarrassed.

And those pictures were the best, once my cheeks were red and I looked so cute and innocent and shy. I went home and uploaded the best ones. I was starting to get comments from the strangers I’d added before. “Oh my God, cute skirt!” one girl said. “You single?” asked one of the men. I caught myself blushing in my monitor reflection. One of the strangers I added even sent me a personal message, asking me how I knew him. I lied and said that we’d met at a bar the year before, that I recognized his name on the list of suggested friends. He claimed he remembered, and then he started asking how I was doing, and eventually he asked if I was single.

I was having fun with it—too much fun. A couple of hours went by, chatting with guys, admiring my own photos, before I remembered why I’d set up the fake account in the first place. I searched for Keith and found his page. I hovered my mouse over the ‘add friend’ button, but I hesitated. I was essentially giving him another chance to recognize me. Now he would have photos to stare at, to show to Lance, to analyse. Was it worth the risk? Was this really the best solution I had to this whole mess?

I took a deep breath and then I clicked that ‘add friend’ button. And then I found myself waiting for that little ‘friends’ icon to turn red. I knew it wouldn’t be long. I had a feeling Keith was at home, staring at the friend request, letting a few minutes go by so he didn’t come off as too desperate.


CHAPTER V

He accepted my friend invitation that night, but he didn’t message me that night. I sat up and waited, with the message window open. I thought about messaging him, but I didn’t want to give him the wrong idea. At one point, I saw the flashing ellipses—for just a few seconds—letting me know he was typing a message. But the message never came. The ellipses disappeared and a few minutes later, he was offline. I did get a couple of messages from other guys though, a few of which I entertained.

I woke up to another slew of messages from the strangers I’d added the night before, some asking how they knew me, some with messages along the lines of, “Hey, haven’t heard from you in a while.” I don’t think any of them actually believed they knew me, but none of them wanted to ruin their chances with me.

In a crazy way, it was kind of fun. Every message filled me with a warm fuzziness that I’d never really felt before—maybe once back in junior high school, when one of the girls in my class told me that she liked the cartoons I was doodling in my textbook. But this was a whole different level. These guys were really complimenting me. I knew how hard it was to build up the courage to talk to a girl—even online—so I knew it wasn’t nothing. It meant something.

But it shouldn’t have brought a smile to my face, because it meant that I was better off as a woman, at least in terms of attraction. And it’s not like I could have done anything with any of these guys. Not only would they inevitably find out that I was a man, I wasn’t gay—I had no interest in sleeping with any of them. I had no interest in a relationship with any of them. I liked girls, and no matter how pretty I was as a woman, it wasn’t going to help me win over any chicks.

When I met up with Lance and Keith that next afternoon, Keith was showing Lance the pictures. “Isn’t she hot?” he said. But Lance was quiet, looking at the pictures with narrowed eyes. I considered turning around and leaving for a bit, until they were done looking at the pictures, before they noticed me. But Keith looked up and saw me and called me over. I didn’t want to stand next to the photos. Sure, I looked quite different with a face of makeup, but I was still me. That was still my nose and my cheekbones and my eyes.

“Are these the only pictures of her?” Lance asked, his facial expression still unchanged.

“Yeah, I guess she’s not much of a Facebook girl.”

Lance looked up at me. He looked into my eyes, making my heart skip a beat before bursting off into a frenzied battle against my ribcage. “That’s your cousin?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

He was still looking into my eyes, the same eyes he’d just been staring at on Keith’s phone screen. Did he know? “She’s hot,” he said, and then he looked back down at the phone. It was a powerful wave of relief. If he suspected it may have been me, he surely wouldn’t have said that—even if he thought it was true. No sane man would admit it if they weren’t entirely sure they were staring at a woman.

I had to fight the smile from taking over my face. “I don’t know. She’s okay,” I said. “But maybe you’re right. Maybe I just don’t see it because we’re related by blood.”

“It’s your loss,” Keith said, putting away his phone. “I’m going to message her tonight, maybe get a drink with her.”

“Well, if she shuts you down, let me know. Maybe I’ll take a shot at her myself,” Lance said. I took a deep breath. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. A little, harmless curiosity had turned into one of the biggest revelations of my life. It was settled: I looked like a girl. There was no longer a shred of doubt in my mind. And I had two options: I could find a way to put an end to it all, tell Keith I wasn’t interested, and let my Facebook account die off, or I could embrace it. For some reason, the thought of the latter got me excited, even though I had no idea what it meant.

We went for a walk to the pool hall down the street. On the way, we passed a couple of women’s clothing stores. There were little dresses hanging in one of the windows, and I caught myself staring. But I couldn’t help but wonder what they would look like on me. There was a little white dress that was so cute, I wanted to wear it so badly. A few stores later I spotted a pair of little white heels that would have gone so perfectly with that dress. In my head, I started to plan a course of action—could I get home with enough time to get dolled up and make it back before both stores closed? It would be the perfect little outfit to wear out on a date.

A chill ran down my spine. The perfect little outfit to wear out on a date? To wear out on what date? What date was I going on? Why was I even thinking of leaving the house dressed up like a girl? What was there to accomplish?

I knew I had a problem. The other guys were catching on, too. After playing the worst game of pool in my life, Lance asked, “What’s up with you? Something on your mind?”

I forced a smile and said, “I’m just really tired.” But the reality was, getting dolled up was all I could think about. It was like a disease that had infested my mind. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Every time a girl walked by the window, I found myself wondering if I could pull off her outfit. In most cases, I was convinced that the passing outfits would have looked even better on me. But for what reason? It didn’t matter if I was hot enough to be on the cover of the Victoria’s Secret catalogue—I wasn’t a woman.

This was quickly turning into a very big problem.

“I would be tired, too,” Keith said, “if I was around your cousin all the time.” He laughed. I did my best to act offended by the comment, but in reality, it felt like a compliment. But no matter how I looked at it, I knew it was an insult. If my cousin was real (and not just myself dressed up) then it was a downright rude thing to say. And if he was just complimenting me as a woman (which is exactly what he was doing), then he was saying I made a better girl than a boy—and that was worse than anything.


CHAPTER VI

I kept my fake Facebook page open that night, waiting for him to message. My heart would pound harder than usual when I looked down at the little message box that I kept open, as I waited for that ellipses to pop up. I felt like I was going mad, staring at a blank message box. What was I even waiting for? What was I worried I would miss? I was probably better off not responding to him, but still, there I was, eagerly awaiting his message.

It was around ten when that ellipses finally popped up. I perked up. I could hear my parents getting ready for bed, brushing their teeth in the bathroom across the hall. I watched the pulsing ellipses for five straight minutes, and then the message came up. “Hey, remember me?” he said. All of that typing, all of that waiting, and that was the message he came up with? I waited a minute and then typed my response. I found myself typing out words, deleting them, contemplating, and then typing them all over again. He was probably seeing the same thing I saw: that pulsing ellipses. And finally, I sent the message: “Yeah. What’s up?”

The conversation was casual enough. He started by apologizing for scaring me the other day, and then he started to ask about where I was from, how long I was visiting, what I was going to take in college, and so on, and so on. I asked him a series of similar questions. And then, out of the blue, he sent the message: “I hope I’m not being too forward, but you’re very beautiful.”

The message brought rigidity into my fingers. I took a deep breath as I stared at that message. I don’t know how long I sat there staring at it, but it must have been a while. Finally, he sent a follow up message, apologizing for the remark. “Sorry, but I just felt like it needed to be said.”

I took another deep breath and replied. “Thanks,” I said simply after another minute or two of trying to come up with the perfect response. I caught myself blushing.

He asked what I was doing. I told him that I was getting ready to go back to the UK. I lied and said that my plane left in the morning. “But we never got to hang out!” he wrote.

“Maybe when I’m in town next,” I said.

“When will that be?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. I felt like I was close to putting an end to the mess I’d gotten myself into. Soon enough, Lindy would be no more—at least the fake Lindy that I’d created would be dead and gone. Within a month, Keith would forget all about her, and it would be like she never existed, like I never put on those clothes, like I never came so close to being caught dressing like my pretty cousin.

“Send me a picture to remember you by,” he said.

“If you’re asking for nudes, you’re out of your mind,” I said.

“Nudes? Who said anything about nudes. Just a picture of your pretty face,” he said with a smiley emoji.

My heart stuttered. I found myself creeping over to the bathroom with that little makeup kit Lindy left behind. I moved quickly. I was able to get dolled up much faster, now that I knew what everything was and how to use it. It was some of my best work, actually, and it only took about fifteen minutes. I slipped into the leather leggings and that loose-fitted tank-top, and I returned to the computer. “Hello? You still there?” was the last message he’d sent.

With another deep breath, I sent him a selfie. “Wow,” he wrote. “You actually came through.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” I wrote.

“Well, if you didn’t like me, you wouldn’t have bothered. But you obviously like me.”

I felt that warmth rushing into my cheeks. I was flustered, but I had no idea why. It’s not like I was attracted to him, or any man for that matter. And it’s not like it was a compliment. But it was the idea, that he was putting himself out there, making himself vulnerable, facing potential rejection—and all for me. Surely he knew that if he made a fool of himself, Lindy would tell me, being related and all, and I wouldn’t let him live it down. But still, he was taking the risk.

“Let’s not jump to conclusions,” I wrote back. For some reason, I included a little winky face at the end of the message. I anxiously awaited his reply.

“Do you have to go back to the UK tomorrow?” he asked.

“Sadly,” I said.

“Well then come open the door for me. Let’s make your last night here count.”

My heart skipped a beat. I crept over to the window and peeked out the blinds. There he was, standing on the doorstep, dressed in a collared shirt, with his hair neatly styled. I’d only ever seen him like that once, at our high school graduation. And even then, he had a tuxedo t-shirt on underneath his dress shirt. Now, as far as I could tell, he was taking himself much more seriously, trying to make a serious impression.

I went down to the door, creeping slowly down the hall so I wouldn’t wake my parents. I looked through that peephole, to really make sure it was him before answering—to make sure there was anyone there at all, and I wasn’t just losing my mind completely. But he was really there, standing with an anxious look on his face—a look I’d never seen on him before. I’d only ever seen him with that confident smirk, that face that knew he could get any girl he wanted. There was something strangely mesmerizing about him now, seeing him in a whole different light, like he was a whole different person.

I opened the door and let him in. I don’t know why I did it. I should have just sent him a message and told him I was out with a friend, or that I was tired and going to bed, or that I wasn’t interested and felt uncomfortable with him showing up on the doorstep. “Hey,” he said, perking up as I poked my head out.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I wanted to take you out. I can’t believe you were going to spend your last night here cooped up in Donny’s guest bedroom.”

“My flight leaves early. I should probably get some sleep,” I said, creeping back, hoping to bring a swift end to the unwanted face-to-face. But he stepped forward quickly, stopping the door with his foot.

“So sleep on the plane. C’mon. Let’s have some fun.” He stared into my eyes and smiled. I was actually considering it. Had it been an actual stranger—had I really only known Keith from a few messages on Facebook—then I wouldn’t have done it. But I knew he was a more-or-less reasonable guy. I knew he wasn’t the kind of guy who would force himself on me, or hurt me, or drag me into the woods to kill me.

And maybe it was that slight peace of mind that made me cave. Or maybe it was the creaking I heard behind me, which I wasn’t entirely sure was just the house settling or my dad getting up out of bed. “Okay,” I said. I stepped outside, closing the door behind me. I was doing it. I was going on a date with Keith while pretending to be my pretty cousin.


CHAPTER VII

“You sure are quiet tonight,” he said when we finally reached Richard Park, which was about ten blocks from my house. It was a skate park back in the 90s, but it was closed down because of neighbourhood noise complaints. The city was too cheap to rip it out, so they just planted grass around the ramps and rails, and they put flower boxes on top of the ramps. But they did a shit job of up-keeping the grass and the flowers, so it was all overgrown, and it looked like a scene from some post-apocalyptic movie. “Pretty cool, huh?” he said.

I’d seen it before, but I obviously didn’t tell him that. “Yeah, pretty neat.”

He told me the history of the park, which I already knew. He sat down on the edge of the tallest ramp, which just peered over the treeline at the glowing downtown core. “Sometimes I sit here at night and I watch the lights,” he said. I wasn’t sure if that was true or not. If it was, he’d never mentioned it before. I took the spot next to him and looked out at the view. I’d never seen that particular view before. It was actually quite pretty.

He took me down to the pier, which was another lengthy walk away. It was all lit up and vibrant, and most of the shops were still open, though about to close. We were the last customers at the ice cream store. Keith bought me a double scoop of my favourite: chocolate chip mint. And then we wandered down the pier as the lights went out one-by-one. It was pretty all lit up, but it was almost more pretty in darkness, with the lights from distant cruise ship shimmering on the water.

We talked about everything—about school, about family, about career goals, and so on. A chill crept up my spine when I realized I hadn’t been lying—I’d been telling Keith about the classes I really wanted to take in school, about the career I really wanted to have, real stories about my own parents and aunts and uncles. He didn’t seem to notice the similarities to his best-friend’s life—or maybe he just didn’t know much about my life. I tried to remember if I’d ever told him about any of it, and I couldn’t seem to remember.

We sat on the edge of a long dock. The air was warm that night, and still. As we looked out at the water, I noticed him subtly nudging closer to me, one inch at a time. He did the classic arm-stretch into arm-over-the-shoulder move. “Sure is pretty, huh?” he said.

It was a strange feeling, having a man’s arm over my shoulders, pulling me gently into his body. I’d never really noticed how much bigger he was than me, and I’d definitely never noticed how strong he was. His body was hard and muscly. I felt strangely comfortable up against him, and there was another feeling too—one I’d never felt before: I felt safe. It’s the only way I can think to describe that feeling, like nothing could hurt me, like none of my problems mattered. I was safe from everything, from the world, from all of the bad people. For a minute, I even forgot that I wasn’t really who I was pretending to be. I forgot that I wasn’t actually on a date, that I still needed to find a way out of the mess I was in.

And it was during that minute of forgetfulness that he leaned over and kissed me, and I kissed him back. His lips were soft, and I kind of liked the feeling of his five o’clock shadow rubbing against my face. I really liked the feeling of his arm pulling me in tight, his other hand slipping onto my thigh. I couldn’t help but slip a feel of his abs. I had no idea he even had abs.

It was as his tongue slipped through my lips that I remembered he was my best friend, that I was really a man, and that I liked girls. I leaned back. “I can’t do this,” I said. My head was still swirling with a strange combination of lethargy and euphoria, still unsure of how to process what was happening.

“Why not?” he asked, that hand still on my thigh, that arm still around my back.

“I—I just can’t,” I said. “It’s not right.”

“Is there another guy?”

“No,” I said. My heart was throbbing. Why did I ever agree to go on this date? Why couldn’t I have just said no?

“You just need to relax. Have some fun. Live a little.” He leaned forward to continue the kiss, but I pushed him back.

“It’s just not right,” I said. “I should go.”

I stood up and started back towards home. He stood up and jogged up next to me. “What’s not right? Tell me and I’ll make it better.”

“I just… I don’t want to get attached before I leave.”

“I’ll visit all the time. And, you know, with Skype and everything…”

“It’s not that,” I said, but I couldn’t say what I wanted to say. The truth was, I didn’t want to get attached. I was already feeling emotions that weren’t welcomed emotions. The last thing I wanted was to have feelings for my male best friend. The last thing I wanted was a broken heart and an ex-friend who hated my guts. It was all just too much to process. “There is stuff you don’t know about me. And I know you’ll be hurt when you find out. So let’s just pretend like this never happened,” I said.

“I don’t care about that stuff,” he said.

“How do you know?”

“Because, there’s nothing you could tell me that would make me care. I like you, regardless of whatever stuff you think is so important.”

I laughed. “Yeah, right.”

“Try me.”

The truth came to the tip of my tongue. My heart stopped beating as I tried to push the words out into the open, but the sensible part of me held on tight to those words. I couldn’t possibly tell him—it would be suicide. “You’re better off not knowing,” I said.

“Just tell me. I promise I won’t care.”

“You’ll care,” I said.

“I’ll bet anything that I won’t,” he said.

“I’m not Donny’s cousin,” I said. “I’m Donny.” The words never processed through my brain. They just escaped, all on their own, before I could stop them—before I even knew they were coming. I also couldn’t stop the paralysis that followed. I wanted to run away, but my legs froze, my arms froze, my fingers froze. I had to strain to breathe, and I wasn’t entirely sure my heart was still beating.

And he was frozen, too, staring at me, into my eyes—eyes he was realizing belonged to his friend and not to the pretty girl he thought he’d been flirting with all night. To say I was regretting it all would have been the biggest understatement ever. I was waiting for that punch to the face. I was waiting to have the air knocked out of my lungs. I was waiting for him to pull out his phone and tell Lance and the rest of the world. I expected the absolute worse. But instead I got a kiss.

It lasted for five seconds before my brain turned back on and I was able to push him back. “I’m not lying to you,” I said. “I really am Donny. This is a wig,” I said. I even pulled the wig off and tossed it aside.

“And I told you I don’t care.”

“You should care,” I said. My heart was somewhere in the depths of my gut, burning away in my stomach acid.

“Well I don’t. I told you I liked you, and I like you.”

And for some reason, I threw myself at him. I couldn’t throw my arms around him fast enough. I couldn’t press my lips against his hard enough. I wanted him to squeeze me, to hold me. I wanted to be his, I wanted to let him do whatever he wanted with me.

We stumbled back. I tripped over a lip in the concrete, but he caught me. “Are you okay?” he asked. I hardly even noticed that he was holding me up, like I was a ragdoll at the end of a formal dance.

“I’m great,” I said, smiling, my cheeks red.

“Come on—this way,” he said. He took my hand and led me down to the end of the pier where there was a little waterside park. It was dark and quiet. We went into a little treed area and found a soft patch of grass. We both dropped down to our knees and continued our moment of passion, his lips against mine, my tongue in his mouth, his hands on my body, my hands on his.


CHAPTER VIII

Thankfully, I wasn’t in control of my own body. I don’t know what was—maybe some deeply buried subconscious. But with my timid sensibilities, I would have never been able to reach up his shirt to feel his hard pecs. I wouldn’t have been able to do away with his belt, or to rub his cock through the thin fabric of his boxers. He had a big cock, and I could feel it getting bigger and bigger. I didn’t quite have the courage to reach down the waistband of his boxers, so he took my hand and did it for me.

His dick was warm, and throbbing. I stroked it slowly, my heart racing. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I couldn’t even remember how we’d gotten into that situation. I had to keep reminding myself that he knew who I was, he knew what I was, and that he didn’t care. Still, the anxiety lingered in my nerves. What if he came to his senses and realized how crazy it all was?

“Just relax,” he said, lowering me to the ground. He lay on top of me, slipping my shirt off so my bare back was on the grass. He squeezed the pads of my bra, pushing down on my chest. It felt strangely nice. He tugged down my leather leggings and then he sunk down to do away with my panties. I really wasn’t expecting him to suck my cock, but that’s what I got. And I have to say, it felt damn good—his light stubble tickling my ball sack, his nose nestling into my shaved pelvis. The tip of his tongue moved slowly up and down the length of my rod, getting me harder and harder.

He held my package up and sunk his face lower, his tongue drawing little careful circles around my anus. Now that was a feeling I’d never felt before—strangely pleasant, making my heart slam into my chest. I was quickly being overwhelmed by euphoria. I let my body melt into the warm grass. I bent my knees, planted my feet down, and let my hips rise off of the ground so he had a better angle at my puckering hole. And he worked away, getting his tongue in deep, tickling all the right spots, making me tremble and moan. It was pure heaven.

I was so swept away, I didn’t notice him overtop of me until his eyes were looking into mine. We kissed again. I put my hands on his sides and let my fingertips dig in. I didn’t want the moment to end.

I felt the warm throbbing of his tip press up to my wet hole. He pushed firmly, and it took my anus a moment to let him in. But once he was in, he was in, sinking in deep, stretching me wide, filling me completely. My head fell back and my eyes shut tight. I let out a series of soft moans.  He seemed to slip in forever, deeper and deeper—deeper than I knew possible. And surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. It felt tight and full, but there was no pain—just a mounting euphoria that was quickly making the rest of my body numb.

He started to thrust in and out of me, coming down hard, making his pelvis slap against my butt. He was rough, but I didn’t want it any other way. I loved the feeling of his swollen tip as it teased my tight hole, and I loved the full feeling when he was completely inside of me. Whenever he pulled out, even for just a second, I couldn’t wait until he was back inside, as if my body was missing something. I ended up slipping my hands onto his butt to pull him down harder and faster. My knees were up in the air, my legs dangling at my sides.

“I want you so badly,” I said between moans.

“I want you,” he said, with as much of a smile as he could muster. His face was turning red. I could tell he was holding back. He was about to come in my ass. Each thrust was accompanied by a loud grunt through clenched teeth. I sunk my nails deep into his skin. I didn’t want him to come because I didn’t want the moment to end. But I wanted him to come so badly because I wanted to feel it, I wanted to feel his big dick blasting my asshole deep.

And then he came, and it was all I wanted and more. I ended up trembling all over, totally consumed by euphoria. I had enough energy to look down and see that my cock was spraying a hot load all over my bare tummy. He’d made me come without even touching my dick. And my God, did it feel fantastic.

When he rolled off of me, I could feel his creampie draining out of me. I felt empty, but strangely satisfied. It took me a few minutes to catch my breath before I was able to say, “That was amazing.”

“Totally,” he said. He looked at me with a smile. That smile was the highlight of my night. it was so genuine, so void of regret. He really did like me, no matter what. He really did want to be with me, regardless of who I really was. Instead of being sad that I wasn’t really Lindy from the UK, he was happy that I was going to be staying in town, close to him.

He landed one last kiss on my lips. “I guess we should get you home, huh?” he said.

“I guess so,” I said.

I probably would have assumed the whole thing was a dream, had it not been for the message that was on my phone when I woke up. “Let’s go see a movie tonight. Be sure to wear your cutest dress.”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip to stop my smile from turning into a big, stupid, uncontrollable grin. But it was inevitable. I got myself dolled up and I rushed down to that store where I saw the little white dress. And while I was there, I nearly emptied out my bank account. I was going to need a lot more than just a dress if I was going to make this whole girl thing a full time deal.

THE END


BEFORE I KNEW

Brian was starting to fall for Kate, but he could tell there was something she wasn’t telling him. They had a great time together, he kissed her, and they even fooled around a little bit. But that was all before he knew about her little secret.


CHAPTER I

I was running late for the movie and my friends weren’t answering their phones. The last I’d heard from them was in the form of a text message: “When the hell are you going to get here?” I wasn’t able to respond to the message right away, as I was sprinting to catch the bus that would bring me to the subway that would bring me to the movie theatre. When I left my house, I thought my timing was perfect. But the bus was two minutes ahead of schedule—something I forgot happened from time to time.

It had been a year since I’d last been on a city bus and longer since I’d been on a subway. When I turned eighteen, my parents bought me a car. It was serenity for eleven months, and then my parents found out about my dropping school grades, and they took the car away before I could drop to my knees and beg. It’s amazing how quickly you get used to something like a car, especially in a big city where the best movie theatre is on the opposite side of town.

I missed the bus that I wanted, so I ended up having to turn around and hike all the way back to the bus stop (I chased that damn bus for five blocks). When I finally got back to that bus stop, I responded to that text message. But I got no reply. It was too late. The guys were already in the theatre, with their phones turned off. It was the opening night of The Wonder, the big, new blockbuster that everyone in the country was dying to see. “Did you at least buy me a ticket?” I messaged, but I got no reply.

I had a feeling the answer to my question was a big, fat ‘no’.

But I was determined to make it. If I was lucky, I would only miss the first fifteen minutes, and nothing terribly important ever happens in the first fifteen minutes—nothing you can’t figure out by the end. Was it ideal? No. But I was already panting, sweating, with sore legs—I wasn’t going to give up now.

I sent my buddies a few more messages, all of which went ignored. I ran from the subway to the cinema. The lobby was desolate, save for a girl at the ticket booth and a Mexican guy mopping the floors. I hurried over to the girl at the ticket booth.

Her attention was down at her phone, her face was in the palm of her hand. She was kind of cute, with long brown hair, though she looked a bit dorky in her red collared shirt and matching baseball cap. She looked up at me as I walked up to the ticket booth. She stared at me for a moment with narrowed eyes before saying, “You want your money back or something?”

“No, I want to buy a ticket,” I said.

“For tomorrow?”

“No, for tonight. For The Wonder—ten forty-five.”

“Ten forty-five was fifteen minutes ago. That’s already started.”

“Yeah, so let’s not waste any more time, please,” I said, feeling increasingly anxious. Every second that went by was one more second of film I was missing—potentially important material that was necessary for the rest of the movie to make any sense. I didn’t want to be that guy in the theatre, whispering to his neighbours, asking everyone what the hell was happening.

The girl laughed and shook her head. “Sorry, that screening is sold out,” she said without an ounce of sympathy.

“Are you kidding me?” I said.

“Not kidding. But if you want, you can buy a ticket for tomorrow.” She was back to looking at her phone. I instantly hated the girl. She must have thought she was so cute with her sly smirk and her carefree attitude. If her manager saw her talking like that to a customer, she would have been fired on the spot.

“I’ll sit in the isle,” I said.

“No you won’t,” she said without looking up. That’s when I noticed the scar on the side of her face. It was as healed as it would get, with little dots around it where the stitches were.

“Is your manager in?” I said. I knew there wasn’t going to be anything a manager could do, but I wanted to scare some sympathy into the girl. I wanted her to learn a lesson, that you can’t talk to people like that—especially people who had just busted their ass across town.

“Nope,” she said.

“You’re lying.”

“Am I?” She looked up at me with a little smirk that said, ‘Yes, I am lying.’ But what could I do about it? Stand in the middle of the lobby and scream for the manager like some lunatic? I looked around for another employee. The mopping Mexican was gone, but the snack counter was still lit up. There were no employees behind the counter, but there was a little bell. The employees were probably in the back, washing the popcorn machines or something.

So I walked away from the ticket booth girl and I went to the snack counter. I leaned over, trying to see into the back room, but I could see nothing from my angle. So I rang the bell and I waited. I was going to talk to that manager—I was determined. I rang the bell again. And then out from the back came the same girl.

“You want some popcorn for the movie you aren’t seeing?” she said with that same annoying smile.

“Isn’t there anyone else working here?” I said.

“The cleaning people are still here. I think they’re just tidying up theatre four, for the eleven-PM Evil Doll screening.”

“Evil Doll? That movie’s still playing? Didn’t that come out, like, five months ago?”

“Something like that. So do you want popcorn, or what?” There was something about the way she spoke that made my nerves throb. She had no idea who I was, but she knew just how to push my buttons.

“I want to see your manager,” I said.

“Are we really going to go through this again?”

“I know there’s a manager here somewhere.”

“And if there was, what exactly would you tell her?” she asked.

“I’d tell her that she has a rude employee who isn’t being very helpful.”

“I’m sure she would tell you that her employees can’t change the rules to accommodate every dope that comes in fifteen minutes late for the biggest screening of the year. I’m not magic.”

“Actually, I’m sure she wouldn’t say that.”

“Well she just did,” said the girl, who was apparently also the manager. She looked too young to be the manager, but how the hell could I know for sure? Regardless of whether she really was the manager, she was technically right—there was nothing she could do for me. Rules are rules. But she could have been more polite about the whole thing. “So do you want popcorn or not?”

“I’m fine, thanks.”

“It’s free, seeing as I’m just going to throw it all out in five minutes. You can eat it while you watch Evil Doll, also for free, because the theatre is completely empty.” As I stood there in silence, trying to figure out if she was actually being nice or if she was somehow being insulting, she grabbed a popcorn bag and filled it up. “You want butter on that?” Before I could answer, she squirted a healthy dose of butter on the popcorn. She plopped the popcorn down on the counter in front of me. “Theatre four is that way, on your right,” she said, pointing down the hall.


CHAPTER II

I took the popcorn and went to the theatre apprehensively. Once I was settled, I felt kind of bad. After all of that anger I’d unleashed on her, she was being nice to me. At least, I was pretty sure she was being nice. Or maybe she wasn’t really the manager, and I really had given her a scare by threatening to rat her out. But I suppose she wasn’t being so bad—just unsympathetic and a bit condescending. Maybe she didn’t really deserve the hellfire I was ready to rain down on her.

The screen in the theatre was black, and the lights were already dimmed. I had to use my phone’s flashlight to find my seat. I didn’t get any reception in that theatre, so I just sat in silence, tapping my arm rest, wondering how people passed the time before the advent of smart phones.

I wondered why they couldn’t just start the movie. It’s not like there was anyone else coming. I don’t think anyone in the country even knew that movie was still running. It was terribly reviewed, performed terribly at the box office. Why was it even still running?

The movie finally came on. No trailers, no ads, not even the little message telling the audience to turn off their phones. It just went from pure black to the opening credits. Maybe the projectionist was feeling lazy. I don’t blame him. Why would he run fifteen minutes of ad reels for one customer who wasn’t even paying to be there?

But there wasn’t just one customer. Someone came in a minute into the opening credits. Through the corner of my eye, I watched his or her silhouette move up the stairs. I looked over quickly enough to make out that it was a woman. She slipped into the row right behind me, and then she took the seat right behind me. I rolled my eyes. In the entire empty theatre, with hundreds of seats to choose from, that was the one she picked? I thought about getting up to move, but I didn’t want to be rude. She was being quiet so far. Once she was settled, I couldn’t even hear her chair squeaking.

The first scene of the film was a tense one. The main character was awoken by a noise downstairs, and she was going to investigate. The score ramped up and then became totally silent—that moment you know something is about to jump at the camera lens. I was ready for it—it was a painfully overused horror cliché.

“Boo!” the woman behind me said, right into my ear, making me scream and jump forward, sending half of my popcorn flying. She started to laugh hysterically. It was the ticket booth girl.

“Oh c’mon,” she said, “please tell me that you’re tougher than that!”

“What the hell is the matter with you?” I said, my heart still pounding. I wiped the spilled popcorn off of my legs.

“You’re not a very relaxed person, are you?” she said, slouching into her seat and turning her attention back to the movie.

“Not when someone is shouting in my ear, no, I’m not,” I said. I moved a few seats over, so I could keep an eye on her in case she tried to pull any similar nonsense. “Aren’t you supposed to be working?”

“I’m done my shift.”

“So now that you’re done, you just came to torment me?” I said. I was already planning on making a phone call, first thing in the morning, to her supervisor.

“No, I wanted to see this movie. I didn’t get a chance to see it while it was running, and we still had an old copy lying around. So in a way, you should be thanking me for inviting you to this exclusive, private screening.” She smiled.

I forced a smile back, but I made sure it looked forced. Then I turned back to the screen, hoping she’d had her fun and was satisfied and would let me watch the rest of the movie in peace.

It was a scene where the mother was remembering the death of her husband. She was crying and looking at old pictures. And as they went in for a close-up of a tear running down her cheek, a piece of popcorn flicked the side of my face. “Sorry,” the theatre girl behind me said.

I forced another obviously forced smile.

After a short silence, the theatre girl said, “She’s not the best actress, is she?”

“I don’t know, I’m having a hard time paying attention.”

“Because she’s so flat, right?” she said.

“No, because there’s popcorn hitting me in the side of the face.”

“Her husband died, and you’re worried about popcorn hitting your face?” She put her feet up on the seat in front of her.

“You think you’re really funny, don’t you?” I said, looking at her. It was clear that I wasn’t going to make it through the movie without constant interruption.

“I like to talk during movies. I know it’s not the most acceptable pastime, but it’s way more fun than just sitting in silence like a robot. There’s no reason people shouldn’t be able to discuss a movie while they watch it. I mean, I get it in a packed theatre—if everyone was talking, you wouldn’t be able to hear anything. But with just a couple of people…”

“I still can’t hear anything,” I said.

“Really? Well you aren’t missing much?”

“I wouldn’t know.” I took a deep breath and considered leaving. I was hoping to make it through the movie—not because I wanted to see it, but because it would end at the same time as The Wonder, so I would be able to reconvene with my friends. And I had nothing else to do while I waited. But right now, nothing seemed better than this torture.

“So you’d really rather watch in complete silence?” she said. “Just, all by yourself, so you can contemplate all of the profound themes in the masterpiece that is Evil Doll?” She laughed.

“Yes,” I said.

“Okay, fine. Have it your way.” And she slouched into her seat and turned her attention to the screen. I was expecting more popcorn to hit my face, but it never did. I was expecting her to yell in my ear at the next jump scare, but she didn’t. Surprisingly, she remained perfectly quiet, respecting my wishes. A whole twenty minutes passed, and I was starting to believe that she was being honest—that she really was going to remain quiet.

But a particularly bad scene came along. The acting was just terrible, and the special effects were hilariously bad. A creature reached through a doorway, and the gloves of his suit didn’t connect properly, so you could see the skin of the actor’s wrist. And I just had to say something. “Why did they let that slide?” I said.

She perked up, leaned forward, over the seat in front of her. “It’s so bad, right? When they zoom out, you can see his neck, too. Look—right there.” The camera zoomed out, and she was right. You could see the actor’s neck under the terrible creature mask, like it was some low budget crap from the 60s.

“Oh man, that is bad,” I said.

“And look at the other actress—she keeps looking down at those wrists. Even she knows the suit is crap.”

It really did look like the actress was looking down at the exposed wrists. “You’re right,” I said.

So maybe she was right. Maybe, for that particular movie, it was more fun to talk than to just observe. There were so many bloopers, it seemed like a shame not to point them out. And the lines we were missing when we were talking—it’s not like we were missing any lines to be considered by the Academy when choosing the next round of Oscars.


CHAPTER III

The girl jumped over the seat, taking the seat right next to me. She reached over and stole a handful of popcorn. “At least they got the jump scares right. You have to admit, they come out of nowhere,” she said.

“Eh, I’ve seen better,” I said.

She laughed. “I saw you jump at that one, a few minutes ago.” I felt my cheeks turning red. She saw that? To be fair, it wasn’t the content of the story that got me, or even the lame jump—it was the sharp, loud music, almost like having someone yelling in your ear. “It got me, too. I’m a wuss when it comes to horror movies. Do you watch a lot of horror movies?” she asked.

I shrugged. “The odd one, yeah,” I said.

“I like them. I like movies that are supposed to be fun. I don’t like the boring dramatic crap that’s supposed to make you think. I can’t stand all of those pretentious filmmakers and actors who think they’re doing something meaningful. I want to see a stripper getting her head cut off by a pair of garden sheers.”

I laughed. I couldn’t decide what I thought of this girl. Did I like her or did I hate her guts? Her spunkiness was kind of fun to be around, but had this been any other movie, I would have wanted to throw her down the stairs towards the emergency exit.

A scary scene came next. The mother heard another noise, this one coming from her garden shed. She was going to investigate, armed with nothing. But why did she have nothing? She’d already seen the evil doll—she knew there was something out to kill her. “Don’t do it, lady!” the girl next to me yelled. She grabbed my arm and cowered up close to me. She smelled nice. Her body was so warm. I became totally stiff. She really was cute, I’ll admit. Now that I didn’t want to strangle her to death, I could see that she was really quite pretty. She had the brightest green eyes, and the cutest little nose. I wondered if she was single. How could she not be single? Only a single girl would cuddle up to a man she didn’t know like that, right?

I saw it as an opportunity. I reached over her shoulders and put my arm around her. She snuggled in closer. It felt nice. I wanted that scary scene to drag on for a bit longer, so the moment would last longer. I got a good minute before the film jumped to the next morning, and the tension was gone. My theatre girl came out from hiding. She sat up straight and then she looked at my hand, on her arm. “What’s all this about?” she said. “You got a crush on me or something?”

I took that hand off of her as fast as I could. “No, I just thought you were scared, or whatever.” Heat filled my cheeks.

She laughed. “Scared? Hardly.” Her cheeks were a shade of red, too. “I just hate those loud jump scares. They’re annoying, more than anything.” We watched the film in silence for a minute. “I’m Kate, by the way.”

“Brian,” I said.

“You’re a weird guy, Brian,” she said with a cute smile. She turned back to the screen. “How much do you want to bet that this chick dies next?”

We were silent for a moment, and then I asked, “So how did you get that scar on your face?” She didn’t look over at me and she didn’t say anything. “If you don’t mind me asking,” I added.

“I do mind,” she said. And we both became silent again.

I didn’t touch her again that night. She didn’t snuggle into me again. In fact, it seemed like she was making an effort to avoid snuggling up against me. For the rest of the scary scenes, she turned the other way and covered her face. She spent the rest of the film leaning up against the opposite arm rest, keeping some distance between us. Was it something I said? Was putting my arm over her too much? Was it really that big of a deal?

When the movie ended, she sprung to her feet. “I better get home. Nice to meet you, Brian!” she said, and then she left as if she was suddenly in a big rush. I sat for a moment, trying to figure what the hell had just happened. Did we have a moment? Did I really scare her off with my arm move? I went out to find her, but I couldn’t spot her. The Wonder was over, and the lobby was now flooded with people, all spilling their minds with spoilers. I managed to find my friends. “Hey, there you are,” Roger said to me. Roger was tall and skinny with glasses. “Did you end up making it?”

“No, I saw something else instead,” I said.

“By yourself?” he asked.

I wanted to tell him about Kate, about the date-like night we had together, but I had a feeling he wouldn’t believe me. And I wasn’t even sure how to begin to describe the night to him, without making myself sound like an asshole, and without making Kate sound like a huge bitch. So just said, “Yeah, by myself.”

“What did you see?”

“Evil Doll. I don’t recommend it, by the way.”

“I didn’t even know that was still playing.”

I laughed. “Neither did I.” We all went back to Roger’s place. I kept asking them not to talk about the movie, but every few minutes they would forget and let another spoiler slip. By the end of the night, I felt like I knew the entire film, front to back, and I no longer had any interest in seeing it. But I wasn’t too hung up over it. I was too busy thinking about Kate to be hung up over it—trying to figure out what the hell had happened that night. It was such a peculiar encounter, with such a bizarre ending.

I tried looking her up on Facebook, on my phone. But I didn’t know her last name. I searched through pages of Kates, but couldn’t find her. It’s a popular name, so I don’t know what I was expecting. But I couldn’t help but wonder if she maybe gave me a fake name, if she wanted nothing to do with me after I’d put my arm over her.

Oh well, I thought as I went to bed that night. It’s not like I would have gone out with her. It’s not like I was interested in her. She was too much of a wild card for me. She’d already pushed all of my buttons in one night together. I couldn’t imagine spending anymore time with her without going completely insane. So it was probably for the best that she just disappeared.


CHAPTER IV

It was three weeks later when we returned to that theatre to see another movie. The newest movie out was an action flick called Doom Fist Returns. Believe it or not, it wasn’t a sequel. There was never a first Doom Fist movie.

My friends got there early, and of course they didn’t buy me a ticket. But thankfully, I wasn’t running late, and the movie wasn’t nearly as over-hyped as The Wonder, so I wasn’t too worried about not getting a ticket. My friends promised to save me a seat regardless.

And I got to the theatre with ten minutes to spare. The lobby was already thinning out as everyone made their way to the final screenings of the night. The cleaners were all emerging from the empty theatres they’d just finished cleaning.

I went up to the ticket machine and selected Doom Fist Returns, the 11:00 PM 3D screening. It was a twenty dollar ticket, which seemed steep. It was eight bucks more than the non-3D screening. Was I really supposed to believe that those cheap paper glasses were worth eight bucks? Give me a break…

Before I pressed the purchase button, I looked up and saw her there behind the ticket booth. It was Kate, slouched in her seat, on her phone. She’d just finished dealing with the last person in line, and now the long line was empty. I pressed cancel on my ticket order.

My heart was pounding. I was afraid to face her, but I felt like I needed closure. Even three weeks later, it was still bugging me. I wanted to know what I did wrong, and then I wanted to tell her why she was wrong. If she really thought I was trying to make a move on her that night, then she was sadly mistaken. “Hey, you,” I said, getting her attention. She looked up with wide eyes.

“Hey, what?” she said, looking back down at her phone.

“What? Are you pretending like you don’t remember me?” I said.

She looked up at me and her eyes narrowed. “Should I remember you?”

“I’m calling bullshit,” I said.

“You do like a little bit familiar. Aren’t you that spaz that got all mad after I gave you free popcorn?”

And just like that, I remembered how angry she was able to make me. It wasn’t so much what she said, but the way she said it, as if it was just a fact, and not a joke. I wasn’t a spaz—I had just finished rushing across town, only to be treated like a complete idiot. “A spaz, huh?”

“Can you think of a better word?” she said without looking up.

“You’re the one who got all weird and ran off.”

“I didn’t get all weird,” she said, looking up at me with those narrowed eyes. “You made some creepy move on me.”

“No offence, but I really didn’t. I thought you were scared.”

“It’s a movie, not an earthquake.”

“You were the one that snuggled into me,” I said. My heart was pounding hot. My whole body felt hot.

“Snuggled?” She started to laugh, tilting her head back to make it especially dramatic. “I snuggled into you?”

“Yeah, you did.”

“I think you’re delusional,” she said.

“I think you’ve got some serious self-esteem issues that you need worked out.”

She stopped smiling. “You want a movie ticket or what?”

“One for Doom Fist,” I said with a triumphant smirk. Though I felt kind of bad. That smile of hers had turned into a strangely vulnerable look, like I hit a nerve. Did I cross a line? Did she actually have some self-esteem issues?

“There’s no such movie as Doom Fist,” she said, looking back at her phone.

“You know what I mean,” I said, tapping on the counter. I looked up at the clock. The movie started in five minutes.

“Nope, I have no idea,” she said.

“Doom Fist Returns. One for Doom Fist Returns, starring Ryan Frost and Felix Addison.”

She looked at her little monitor and then back to her phone. “It’s all sold out.”

I tried to lean over to see her monitor, but I couldn’t see it. “I know you’re lying. I was just at the machine. It said there were still seats left.”

“Well now it’s all sold out. If you want there’s a screening of Butcher Face in ten minutes. Otherwise you’re welcome to play around in the arcade until we close.”

“Butcher Face?” I said. I’d never even heard of it.

“Yeah, Butcher Face.” She said, looking up at me.

“You’re lucky I don’t go and find your boss. You may be the manager, but you don’t own the theatre chain.”

“Maybe I do,” she said with a smirk.

I walked away. I’d had my fill of rage for the night. I went back to the machine. And sure enough, Doom Fist Returns was not sold out. She was just lying to me. And it made me wonder if The Wonder was really sold out a few weeks before, or if that was just a lie as well. I picked my show time and waited for the checkout screen to pop up. And then, out of curiosity, I went back to the movie selection screen and looked for Butcher Face. There was no Butcher Face. So I looked it up on my phone. It was an old horror movie from the 70s.

And then it clicked in my head. I looked back up at her, slouched into that seat, mindlessly tapping on her phone.

I went to the snack counter and rang the bell. I waited for a minute, and then she emerged from the back. “So I guess you were right, huh? There were tickets after all? My bad,” she said. “You want popcorn?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Do I still have to pay for it if I go to see Butcher Face instead of the Doom Fist one?”

She looked up at me, her eyes shining for just a moment, before she looked back down at the counter. She shrugged. “I guess so,” she said.

“Then I’ll take the free popcorn,” I said.

She filled a bag, loaded it up with butter, and then she poured an unhealthy amount of cheddar-flavoured popcorn salt on top without asking. “I like it really cheesy,” she said, and then she handed me the bag. “Theatre four.”


CHAPTER V

She showed up five minutes into the movie, taking the seat right next to me. “What did I miss?” she said, reaching over and grabbing a handful of popcorn.

“They showed the accident that made him into Butcher Face,” I said. “He fell into the meat grinder, and it took off his face. So he took the face off of a pig and now he uses that. And now he’s angry about something but I can’t figure out what. I think he’s angry at the doctors that couldn’t fix his face? Or maybe he’s angry at the government for not providing him with healthcare? He already killed a senator.”

“I missed that much already?” she asked.

“They aren’t screwing around with this one,” I said.

Normally, I would have lost my mind if one of my friends came into a movie late and asked me what he’d missed—I certainly wouldn’t have entertained a conversation.

“And who’s that chick?” she asked.

“That was Butcher Face’s nurse. She did her best to help him, but the doctors told her to go home for the night because Butcher Face didn’t have the right insurance.”

“She’s pretty,” Kate said. She looked over at me. “Don’t you think?”

“She’s alright, I guess. She’s not my type.”

She looked back at the screen and we watched as the police investigated the scene of the crime. “So what’s your type?” Kate asked as she grabbed a handful of popcorn.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Well, do you prefer blondes, redheads… brunettes?”

“Whatever,” I said.

“Quit being a weirdo and answer the question.”

I shrugged. “I guess if I had to pick, I would go with blondes,” I said.

She became silent. “Blondes, huh? I didn’t peg you as a blondes kind of guy. But I guess it makes sense.”

We watched in silence for a couple of scenes. “So do you do this with all your latecomers,” I asked. “Do you trick everyone into watching crappy movies with you?”

“No, I only like to torture you with my bad taste,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Because I enjoy hearing you whine like a little girl.”

I tried to stop the scoff from slipping out, but I failed. I was starting to realize that she didn’t really mean the blunt comments that came out of her mouth. She just had a sort of quirky, unconventional way of saying things.

“I usually watch these masterpieces by myself,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. I was suddenly feeling nervous. For some reason, I suddenly cared what Kate thought about me. “So why invite some whiny baby like me all of a sudden?”

She shrugged, her gaze glued to the screen. “Entertainment, I guess,” she said. “Everyone knows the best episodes of American Idol are the first episodes, where people fail and cry and make huge fools of themselves.”

I forced a smile. “Well aren’t you a gem,” I said. The film’s second scary sequence started up. The nurse’s lights went out, and then she heard heavy footsteps clunking up the stairs. She called out ‘hello’ but no one answered. It’s obviously Butcher Face. “Are you going to get all weird again if I put my arm around you?” I asked without looking at her.

She shrugged. “Do whatever you want. It’s a free country.”

So I reached over and I put my arm around her. She flipped up the armrest between us and she snuggled into me, pressing the side of her face against my chest. “Just do me a favour and don’t make a big deal out of it,” she said, putting her hand on my abdomen.

“Big deal out of what?” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. Now, we were watching the movie in silence. It was still early in the flick, lots of time left to enjoy the moment, revel in the feeling of her pressed up against me, revel in the floral scent of her perfume. She was so soft, so fragile, so vulnerable. My heart raced the whole time she was against me, and she could probably feel it.

“Do you think you could survive Butcher Face?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Probably not. He seems to move around pretty quickly, and he always knows where everyone is.”

“Well of course he does, he has no eyes. Everyone knows that blind people have superpowers like that,” she said.

I laughed. She looked up at me and I looked down at her. And then we kissed. I initiated it. I couldn’t help it. But in that moment, it didn’t seem like there was anything that made more sense. Besides, she kissed back. Her lips were so soft. I loved the way her nose nestled up next to mine. After the kiss, she leaned back gently. “Your phone keeps vibrating,” she said.

It was my friends in the other theatre. I never messaged them to tell them I wasn’t going to make it. They were probably getting in shit from the rest of the audience for saving a prime seat for a no-show.

“You were supposed to turn your phone off. You know I could throw you out for that,” she said with a smirk.

“Throw me out. I dare you,” I said.

“Maybe later,” she said, and then we kissed again. Her hand slipped under my shirt, onto my bare chest. She gently ran her nails down my skin as her tongue carefully penetrated my lips. I was so happy that I skipped out on Doom Fist Returns.

I ran my hands up and down her sides, moving closer and closer to her breasts. I wanted to squeeze her tits badly, but I wanted to take it slow. I didn’t want her to think I was just some horny creep. But once her tongue was in my mouth and she was fondling my nipple, I couldn’t help it. I squeezed her breast firmly, eliciting a moan from her soft lips. She had nice, perky tits—though a little bit firmer than I was expecting.

She leaned back and shook her head. “Goddamnit,” she said.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“We can’t do this,” she said.

“What? Why not?”

“Because I like you. Damnit, you made me like you.” She sat up. Her cheeks were red and she was glowing all over. She ran her fingers through her hair.

“I don’t get it. Isn’t that a good thing?” I asked.

“No, it’s not a good thing. I can’t like you, and you can’t like me. It’s just not right.”

“You have a boyfriend or something?” I said. My heart was still racing. I wanted to kiss her again so badly. I wanted to feel those breasts again. I wanted to get under that shirt and suck her nipples and make her moan.

“No, I don’t have a boyfriend. There’s just… stuff you don’t know about me. And it wouldn’t be right if we… you know—did any of this. Let’s just watch the movie, okay?”

“Okay, sure, whatever you want.” We both sat up in our seats. I took a deep breath, trying to collect myself. The desire to pull her over was still strong. I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, and to be honest, I didn’t care. I couldn’t think of anything that would turn me off of her—unless she had some horribly contagious disease or something.

“Goddamnit,” she said, shaking her head. “I can’t do this.” She stood up, shuffled in front of me, and then dropped to her knees. “I swear I’m not a slut. I’ve never done this before.” She reached for my fly and unzipped. “And if you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell them that you had the world’s tiniest penis and you couldn’t get it up.” She reached into my pants and pulled out my half-erect dick. She stared at it for a second with glowing eyes. “Wow, it’s definitely not the world’s smallest though.” She looked into my eyes and smiled. “Oh God, what am I doing?” she said, and then she bent forward and slipped my dick through her lips.

Her mouth was warm. Her rhythm was perfect. She bobbed her head up and down, sinking my whole member into her mouth until I was too big and too hard to fit entirely. Then, she started stroking my rod with her hand. I slipped my fingers into her hair. Her hair was soft.

And my God, did she know how to work that tongue. She had it slipping up and down and all around my member. She managed to tickle and massage all the right spots, making my legs tremble and my body tense with euphoria. “Fuck,” I muttered more than once. She was a pro. I ended up pulling her head down, pressing her nose into my pelvis, my cock into her throat. I was close to coming. I pushed her head up and down, gagging her slightly. I let her go when she started to choke.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Fuck my face.” So I kept doing it—I kept pressing her face down, I kept gagging her with my cock, until I felt it coming. “I’m going to come,” I said. She took my rod in her hand and lined my tip up with the flat of her tongue. She started to beat me off, ready to take the whole thing in her mouth.

And I came with a loud groan. Thank God that theatre was empty, because nothing could stop me from groaning and moaning in total euphoria. She swallowed my load, even sucking the last drop out from my dick. Then she sat up in her seat, cuddled back into me, and said, “Just do me a favour and forget that ever happened.”

I watched the rest of that terrible movie with a lingering smile on my face.


CHAPTER VI

We left the theatre together. I went to use the bathroom, and when I emerged, she was gone. I looked around for her, but I couldn’t find her anywhere. I asked one of the cleaners if he’d seen where she went, and he just shrugged his shoulders and said, “Her shift ended two hours ago.” Did she run off on me? I tried asking the cleaner if there was any way I could get her number, if it was written down somewhere in some staff room, but again, he just shrugged his shoulders. I was going to have to come back another time.

And I did come back the very next night, but she wasn’t there. There was a pimply-faced teenaged boy working the ticket booth, and a new set of employees working the snack counter. I stood in line at the ticket booth and once I was at the front, I asked the kid when Kate was working next. “Kate?” he said. “I don’t know, I’m new here. I don’t know a Kate.”

I stood in line and asked the snack counter employees the same question, and I got different versions of the same answer.

A couple of days later, I returned to the theatre again, hoping she would be there. But again, I was out of luck. And none of the employees knew who I was talking about. It seemed like there were different people working every single night, as if the theatre employed hundreds of part-time employees instead of a handful of full-time employees. Maybe they got some sort of tax break for having more people on staff.

So I decided I would come back a week from the day I saw her—Thursday night, the same night I’d seen her both of the times I’d seen her. That gave me a few days to work out what I wanted to say. And what did I want to say? Did I want to ask her out? Did I want to chew her out for disappearing? Did I want to tell her how I felt about her? And how did I feel about her?

In those days leading up to our next visit, I came up with nothing. In fact, I felt more confused than ever. But still, I felt like I needed to see her—I wanted to see her. I wanted to watch another movie with her and I wanted to get her phone number and I wanted to see her outside of the cinema. And luckily, she was there that night, serving a long line of customers, all wanting to get into the opening night screening of Death Kill, the latest big-budget action movie.

I stood in that line, anxiously trying to figure out what I wanted to say before I got to see her. But still, I came up with nothing. She looked at me as I walked up to the booth. “You want a ticket for Death Kill?” she asked.

“Nice to see you, too,” I said.

“Well?”

“What else is playing?”

“Everything you see up on the board,” she said, pointing up at the board above her head.

I looked up at the board and then back down at her. “Anything that isn’t listed—maybe later tonight?” I asked.

She gave me a weird look. “That’s not how a movie theatre works, sir. Now if you don’t want to buy a ticket, I’m going to have to ask you to move aside for the other customers.”

I didn’t know what to say. She was talking to me as if she had no idea who I was, or as if she really didn’t want to be talking to me. I didn’t know her well, but I knew her well enough to know that she didn’t give a damn about the other customers. But I had nothing else to say, and I could feel the anxiousness behind me as the theatre filled up. Soon, all of the good seats would be taken, and people would be happy to blame me for it. So I stepped aside, went to one of the little tables next to the pizza stand, and I waited for that line to dwindle down.

It was a long wait, but I was determined to get to the bottom of whatever was going on. She wasn’t even looking at me. I was sitting there, off to the side, perfectly in her line of sight, but she never looked over at me. It was almost as if she was making an effort not to look over at me. And I couldn’t help but wonder once again if there was something I’d said or done to make her so uncomfortable. But unlike last time, I could think of nothing. There were no unwanted moves, no uninvited arms over the shoulders. This strange hostility seemed to come out of nowhere. Hell, maybe she was bipolar or something…

It was close to eleven when the line was finally through and the theatre was quiet. I made my move. She didn’t look up at me while I made my way to the counter. Without looking up, she said, “One for Death Kill?”

“What the hell is going on?” I said.

“With what?” she said.

“With you? You just disappeared last week, and now you’re acting like you don’t know who I am.”

“Why are you being such a spaz?”

I did my best to hold back my frustration. I was starting to think that I was wasting my time with this girl. She was playing hard to get, but she was playing too hard to get. “I want to see another movie,” I said.

“Well, they’ve all started, but you’re welcome to buy a ticket and miss—”

“—I want to see another movie with you.”

“No you don’t,” she said. “Believe me. You don’t.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you know nothing about me, and if you did, you certainly wouldn’t want to see a movie with me. In fact, you might even want to beat me up. So let’s just pretend like we never saw any movies together and you can go home and find a nice girlfriend on Tinder.”

“I don’t want some random chick off of Tinder. I just want you—I mean, I want to spend the night with you. Not that I just want to sleep with you—I’m not saying that—but you know what I mean.” I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I was making myself vulnerable, throwing all of my feelings out with no idea of how they would be taken. But I had no idea just how vulnerable I was making myself.

“Brian, I’m not who you think I am,” she said. “Can’t you just accept that and go away?”

“No.”

“Okay, fine. I wasn’t born a woman. Are you happy now? You got a blowjob from a trans chick. Now unless you’re going to buy a ticket to a movie, I’m closing shop. No? Okay, see you later.” She reached up and pulled down the metal gate. Before she disappeared behind that cover, I saw her eyes watering. And I just stood there, frozen, wondering if I’d heard correctly, if it was true, and what the hell any of it meant. I’d been obsessing over a man for the past week?


CHAPTER VII

I wasn’t sure whether I should be angry or not. I wanted to be angry. I wanted to feel sick about the whole thing—a biological man had sucked my cock, after all. But I wasn’t able to muster up any rage. Maybe I just didn’t believe it. It was hard to believe, seeing as she looked and sounded and felt just like a woman. I wouldn’t get the feeling of her snuggled up against me out of my head. She was so soft, so gentle. That was a man? Was it even possible?

I did lose sleep over it, though. My brain refused to shut off as I lay in bed over the next few nights. I just kept thinking about her face, trying to muster up the clearest mental picture, trying to pluck out masculine details that I may have overlooked before. Had I not been in such a deep state of shock, I would have gotten a close look at her throat before she pulled down that metallic gate. Did she have an Adam’s apple? I certainly couldn’t remember any.

But she was right—had I known she was a man, I would have never let her suck me off. I would have never kissed her, and I wouldn’t have even put my arm over her. Hell, I would have told her to screw off the moment she cowered her face into me. I really would have, had I known. But would I do the same now? If I found myself alone in a theatre with her, would I treat her the same way?

It was three weeks later when my friends called me up and invited me out to see a new movie. I tried convincing them to try out a new movie theatre, one closer to me. I even tried to convince them to try out another new theatre, one even further away from me than the one we always went to. But they were set on that theatre where Kate worked. And it was Thursday night. I was about to bail on them, and then I realized it might be a good opportunity to get another look at her, to see if she was telling the truth. I just needed one clear look at her throat, or even just a good look at her face again, now that I knew the truth. Plus, there were the self-serve machines, so I wouldn’t even have to interact with her.

So I went. I got on the bus that would take me to the subway. I made sure to leave early, so that I would get to the theatre while it was at its most busy, so I could blend into the crowd. The bus was right on time, and traffic was light. The subway came right on time, as soon as I stepped onto the platform, and things were looking good—until the lights on the subway started flickering and the train suddenly stopped in the middle of a tunnel. We were stopped for nearly five minutes before there was an announcement. “The train will be back up and running shortly. We are experiencing a harmless technical difficulty. Thank you for being patient.”

I checked my watch. I was starting to lose my early advantage, which wasn’t the end of the world. It would still be fairly busy when I got there—still easy enough to blend in and slip by. But then another ten minutes passed. People on the train were starting to get antsy. Strangers were whispering to one another, spreading rumours they were reading on their phones about power outages. One guy even suggested there was a bomb threat, and a whole bunch of people started to freak out. They had to make another announcement assuring everyone that there was no bomb threat—just a computer reset that was taking longer than usual.

When the train finally started to move again, the start of the movie was just five minutes away, and we were about ten minutes away from the theatre. So as my luck would have it, I walked into that cinema late, and the place was empty, save for Kate behind the ticket counter, with ten minutes still left on the clock before her shift was over. As I looked over at her, she looked at me. I looked away quickly, but I knew it was too late—she’d already seen me. When I finally built up the courage to look back up at her, she was looking down, her head turned away from me. She didn’t want to see me just as much as I didn’t want to see her.

I got a text from my friend, letting me know he was saving me a seat. “Hurry up because there’s some angry dude here who wants it,” the message read.

“Give me five minutes,” I wrote back.

I looked back up and Kate was gone. The ticket booth was closed, and the cleaners were coming out and making their rounds. I bought myself a ticket at one of the little terminals and then started towards the theatre. Even the girl who rips the ticket stubs was done her shift. I guess I didn’t really need to buy a ticket, but oh well…

Before I went to my theatre, I slipped into the bathroom—I always go to the bathroom before going to a movie, especially a crowded movie. There’s nothing worse than having to squeeze past a whole row of people who want to strangle you out, particularly after you’re already late.

I stared at myself in the mirror and then I started thinking about Kate again. What if she was lying about the whole being born a man thing? What if that was just something she’d said so I would leave her alone, so she could be sure I wouldn’t bug her anymore? She really didn’t look like a man—not at all. In fact, she was one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen. And if she really was a woman, then I was missing out, maybe even falling for some ‘if you really like me, you won’t care if I’m a man or a woman’ test. But was it worth it? Was it worth the gamble, if she really was a man? And if not, was it worth the constant game of cat and mouse?

I washed my hands and took a deep breath. And then I thought, does it really change anything? I enjoyed that movie the week before more than anything—it was one of the best nights of my life, and not just because of the blowjob. It was so nice, holding her, her body snuggled up against mine. I even enjoyed chatting with her—during the movie, which was something I’d never enjoyed doing with anyone. And should I suddenly enjoy that less if she was once a man? It’s not like she was still a man—or was she? How does that work? Is it true that they’ve scientifically proven that a trans chick’s brain is more like a real chick’s brain than a man’s? And does that really mean anything?

The real question was, what was I afraid of? Was it the stigma? Was I afraid what others would think of me, or was I afraid of what I would think of me?


CHAPTER VIII

I emerged from the bathroom and started towards theatre ten. I could hear the booming bass as an action sequence was underway. I’d already missed the first ten minutes, but I knew I would be able to catch up. But as I walked by theatre four, I heard a different sound. It was eerie music, like you would hear in a horror movie. I looked over at the door where the poster should be, but the door was blank. The theatre was supposed to be empty.

I stopped and stared at that blank door. I knew she was inside, watching a movie by herself. For some reason, I felt like I needed to know for certain. I carefully opened the door and slipped in. I tiptoed into the theatre and poked my head over the staircase. And there she was, sitting in the back by the projector, by herself. I quickly ducked down. And why did I want to know if she was in there or not? What was I planning on doing with that information? It’s not like I had any interest in talking to her. It’s not like I had anything to say to her.

But still, I stood in that dark entrance, trying to think of something to say. I needed closure, somehow, but I didn’t know what that even meant. Maybe I needed to tell her I was angry, that she should be ashamed for what she’d done. But I didn’t really feel that way… Besides, she already was ashamed. I could see it on her face the moment I walked into that cinema. If she wasn’t ashamed, she would have told me the moment she realized I had the slightest bit of interest—but she didn’t say anything because it was embarrassing, because she didn’t know how I would react. Hell, I didn’t even know how I would react. I still didn’t know how I was supposed to react.

“Are you going to say something or are you just going to stand there like a weirdo?” she said. I poked my head up. She was looking right at me. Damn it—I thought I was being sneaky. I thought I’d gone unnoticed. “If you’re here to beat me up, just get it over with.”

“Why would I beat you up?”

“Because a man touched your dick, blah, blah, blah,” she said.

“So is it true? You aren’t just screwing with me? Because I’m not going to lie, it’s hard to tell with you.”

“It’s true.”

“So why did you do it?” I asked.

“Why did I suck your dick?”

“Why did you transition?”

She just stared at me in silence for a moment, and then she looked down at her feet. “That’s a dumb question,” she said.

“Is it?”

“Yeah, it is.”

“Why?”

“Because I felt like a woman. Why does anyone transition? You think I did it to skip the bathroom line at hockey games?” She looked at me with narrowed eyes and red cheeks. “You think I was just trying to find a way to get men to hold doors open for me?” She was starting to raise her voice. “Or to get cheap drinks on lady’s night? I just wasn’t a man, Brian. Okay? If you don’t get it, then you don’t get it.”

“Well if you wanted it so badly, why do you act like you’re so ashamed of it?”

She stared at me for a moment, her eyes watering, and then she looked down at her feet. “You should probably go,” she said.

“No,” I said.

“Fine, then I’ll go.” She stood up and grabbed her coat. She started walking towards me, her head down. She tried to pass me but I stopped her. She flinched, as if I was about to smack her. And she held that pose, bracing herself for a strike. But I didn’t plan on hitting her.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I said.

“Just do it if you’re going to do it,” she said. She stood there for another silent moment, and then she tried to pass me again. I stepped in her way, putting my hands on her arms. She flinched again.

“You’re insane. Why can’t you just accept that I like you? Why do you need to push me away and sabotage yourself like this?” I asked.

She looked up at me as tears began to stream down her cheeks. “You don’t like me,” she said. “You’re lying.”

“I’m not lying. I’m just really, really confused.”

She took a deep breath. “Six months ago, I kissed a guy. He actually looked a lot like you, and we met here. He asked me out on a date, and I went with him. He seemed nice. The day after we kissed, he came to my house. When I answered the door, he charged me, pushed me to the ground, punched me in the face more times than I could count. I had to go to the hospital. And now I have this big, nasty scar. It’s from his class ring. He went home and talked to one of his friends who knew me from high-school, and he found out I was born a man.” She looked down at her feet, wiping her eyes with her sleeves. “A month later, a guy was hitting on me at the ticket booth. He asked me out on a date. I told him I would go out with him, as long as he knew that I was born a man. His friend overhead and started laughing. The guy told me he would be in the parking lot, waiting for my shift to end. He told me he was going to kill me. He wasn’t there, but I still worry that he’s going to be there one day when I’m not expecting him. Long story short, just because I think I’ve transitioned doesn’t mean anyone else thinks I’ve transitioned, if you know what I mean.”

I looked down at her as she wiped another round of tears from her eyes. She really didn’t look like a man. No one would ever know unless someone told them. But that was inevitable. Even in a big city, people know people, and news like that gets around. If I really did go out with her, how long would it be before one of my friends caught wind—and how long before all of my friends knew, and my family? It would just take a single Facebook post, a single tweet, a single text message—someone out to get her, someone out to get me, someone who just thinks the whole thing is funny…


CHAPTER IX

But as I stood and stared at her, so fragile and beautiful, I wondered: who cares? Who cares if everyone knows? It doesn’t affect their lives. It doesn’t change anything for them. And if they think it’s funny, what difference does it make? If they don’t want to be in a relationship with a trans chick, that’s their loss. If they all think they’re too good for Kate, then I’m not complaining. Besides, if that loser who beat her up didn’t care, then I wouldn’t be standing there with her in my arms. Everything has its silver lining.

But I didn’t know what to say to her. There was nothing I could say to make her feel better about her life’s hardships.

So I tilted her head up, looked into her eyes, and then I kissed her. Sometimes actions hold more weight than words. I slipped my arms around her and I felt her body relax. And the kiss was different than our first kiss. She was relaxed and passionate; she wasn’t holding back. I could feel her holding back a smile while I held back a smile of my own.

Who cares what anyone thinks. I was trying to convince myself that I was making a big mistake, but that was all I could think: who cares? To me, she was a woman. She looked like a woman, felt like a woman, sounded like a woman. And as far as I could tell, she had the soul of a woman. She did have a little bit of man left in her, between her legs, which I would discover soon—but even then, I didn’t care.

I slipped off her shirt and I unclipped her bra. Her tits were beautiful—better than most of the tits I’d seen on naturally-born women. Did that not mean anything? Her face was more beautiful than any face of any woman I’d ever seen—did that not mean anything? And the way she slipped her hand down my pants and massaged my rod—no man can do that. It takes a special kind of woman to work that kind of magic. And I’m sure that accounts for something.

“One second,” she said, and then she ran away from me, to go and lock the theatre door. She ran back to me with a big smile on her face. “I just have one question for you,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked while cupping her breasts again, feeling her perky nipples with my thumbs.

“Do you want me to warn you what’s between my legs, or do you want to find out for yourself?”

“I honestly don’t care,” I said. And strangely, it was true. I couldn’t bring myself to care one way or the other—and I didn’t care what she decided to do in the future. Keep the pole or make a hole—it made no difference. I just wanted her, and I had her.

I spun her around and pressed her up against the felt-covered wall. I undid the button of her skirt and then I slowly slid it down, revealing her long, smooth legs. I ran my hands down her thighs. I didn’t care what she was carrying, but I will admit that I was nervous as hell as I reached down between her thighs. I slid my fingers slowly from her abdomen, to her pelvis, and then over her thick bulge. So she really wasn’t lying—she really was born a man. And she was hard.

And still, I didn’t care. I pushed my fingers down the front of her panties and I wrapped my fingers around it. I stroked it gently, pulling back her foreskin. She was warm and throbbing hard. My heart was racing fast.

“That feels good and all, but are you going to fuck me or are you just going to mess around with my dick like a homo?” she asked with a giggle.

I pulled down her little panties, revealing her bare ass. I sunk to my knees, spread her cheeks, and circled the tip of my tongue around her puckering hole. My heart was really pounding now. I couldn’t wait to get inside of her, to pump that ass, to make her moan and scream. I couldn’t wait to make her mine. I got her back door nice and wet, and then I stood up. “Ready?”

“I don’t think I can wait any longer,” she said.

So I pressed the tip of my rod up to her tight hole and I pushed in. She gasped loudly as I sunk in deep—so deep, my pelvis was pressing up against her soft bum. I was inside of her. I was inside of a trans chick, and I couldn’t have been happier. I leaned over her shoulder and I gave her earlobe a playful nibble before starting to thrust in and out of her.

I watched as her fingers curled against the felt wall. Her body was tense one moment and then relaxed the next, and then it was tense again—in waves, as euphoria surged through her body. Her dick was rock-solid, her tits were bouncing hard. After saying, “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” a few times, she pressed her forehead into the wall and she started pushing her tush back into my crotch. “Don’t stop,” she said. “I’m going to come.”

I succumbed to the urge to jerk her off. I wanted to get her off so badly. I wanted to make her scream while warm cum blasted out of her hard dick. I watched from over her shoulder as her dick throbbed and stiffened, ready to blast. “Do it,” I said. “Come for me.” And then I watched as it erupted like a volcano, spewing warm jizz up into the air. One shot even hit her tit. The rest ended up on the floor and on my clenched fist.

And the sight alone was enough to bring me to my own climax. I sunk my fingertips into her sides and I groaned loudly. I unloaded inside of her, making her tremble all over. I had to hold her up as her body nearly went limp. And then I pulled out, letting my big load fall out of her.

“Holy shit,” she said, stumbling, nearly falling over. She had a big, goofy grin on her face. “That was fun.”

“We should do it again sometime,” I said. “Maybe after dinner and a movie, or something.”

“Really?” She looked into my eyes with an apprehensive look, as if she wasn’t quite sure I was telling her the truth—not sure whether or not I’d just used her for sex or if I really wanted her.

“Really,” I said.

And that goofy grin became a big, beaming smile. She covered her mouth with her hands in a failed attempt to contain her excitement. “Do you want to watch the rest of this terrible movie with me?” she asked.

“I’d love that,” I said. We went up to our usual seats. She quickly flipped up the arm rest and cuddled into me. “You’re going to hate this actor. He’s just the worst. And you can clearly see that he’s reading his lines off-screen.”

I put my arm around her and pulled her in tight. And the happiest thought ever crossed my mind: this was just the third of many, many movies to come.

THE END


CHECKSTOP

Eric is the only one who managed to escape the heist-gone-wrong. One of his partners got caught when he chickened out, the other one got shot. But somehow, Eric managed to get out of the city, partly thanks to the female disguise his boss insisted he wear for that particular heist.

And just when Eric thinks he’s in the clear, two hours from town, he sees the flashing blue lights in his rear-view mirror. Now he has to think of a way to convince the officers to let him go.


CHAPTER I

I had a terrible feeling about the heist before I even stepped foot in the bank. There was just something in the air—a tension that just didn’t quite feel right. But it was too late, the wheels were already in motion and we had some really scary people counting on us.

I’d forgotten the gun I usually worked with at home that morning, and I had no time to go and get it. It’s not like I planned on using the gun, but I always felt more comfortable having it, in case I needed to scare off some loser who decided to try and be a hero. My two partners, who were supposed to come into the building one minute after me, were armed with shotguns, but they were new guys, and I had no idea whether they even knew how to use the heavy firearms. They looked as nervous as hell when we pulled up to the bank. I don’t think they’d ever pulled a heist before.

I kept trying to check my watch, forgetting that I wasn’t wearing one. Ben, the dude who organized the whole thing (including my outfit), didn’t get me a watch, and he insisted that my chunky gold watch was too masculine, that it would give me away. And maybe he was right. It certainly wouldn’t have gone with the little skirt or the tank-top or the long blonde wig. I felt so stupid in that outfit, but at least I was about as unrecognizable as a man could possibly be. Though I think the strappy high-heels were probably a bad call. I only had an hour to get used to them before we shipped out, and when I walked into that bank and the anxiety set in, I was already starting to wobble.

Ben assured me that my voice sounded fine. I really didn’t think so, but it’s not like I had much of a choice. He made that very clear. “Fuck this up and you’re dead. It’s as simple as that,” he said to me. I wasn’t in the mood to argue. I was already lucky to be alive, lucky he’d spared my life after he caught me robbing his house a few years back. He stuck the barrel of a shotgun in my mouth and told me he would pull the trigger if I didn’t work for him. I didn’t want to taste that residual gunpowder again, so I wore whatever he wanted me to wear. That afternoon, it was high-heels and lipstick.

He slapped me hard on the ass when I left his place to make my way down to the bank. “You actually look pretty sexy,” he said, laughing. I caught my reflection a few times. He wasn’t wrong—I didn’t look terrible. But it was obvious that I wasn’t really a woman. Thankfully, the New York streets were crawling with trannies and cross-dressers, so I basically fit in perfectly.

It was supposed to be a simple heist. I would let the teller know to fill a bag up with unmarked bills. I would let her know there were two men outside with shotguns if she didn’t listen. They were supposed to come in once the robbery was underway and tell everyone to hit the floor, threaten anyone who even thought about calling the police. And then we would leave in the getaway car, which would take us ten blocks to another car. And that was the whole plan—get the money to Ben the next morning at the airport, before his plane left for Panama. He was going to make a deal with some big-time drug lords, taking with him all of the cash from all of the heists we’d pulled in the last month—the biggest deal he’d ever made in his criminal career.

But the whole plan went south right away.

I was walking up to the teller with a smile on my face. She smiled at me. “What can I do for you today?” she asked, and then the loud blast behind me made me jump and left my ears ringing. I froze in my place. My partners were early, and they’d made the ridiculous mistake of firing their guns. And then I watched as the teller in front of me pressed the emergency button under the counter. In sixty seconds, the police would be inside that bank.

“What the fuck are you waiting for?” one of my rookie partners shouted at me.

It took me a second to free myself for the paralysis. Every heist I’d done before then had gone perfectly, all according to plan—no shots fired, no alarms pulled. This was different. This was a mess. The tellers were already cowering under the desk. Bells were ringing. I’d lost track of the seconds since she’d pressed that button.

“The cash,” I said quietly, but as loudly as I could.

“What?” the teller said, covering her head.

“Fill this with cash.” I dug into my pocket and tried to fish out the sac I’d brought with me. My hand was shaking. The bag was caught on my zipper. “Unmarked bills. Hold on. Um—just wait. Okay, now fill it with cash. Get up? What are you doing?” She was slow to rise to her feet. It was the perfect time to show her my gun. I reached for my holster and only touched my fake tit, remembering that I’d left it at home. Shit.

The teller was moving so slowly. My idiot partner fired another shot into the ceiling, making everyone scream. I looked over to my left, where my second partner was supposed to be. In his place was a swinging door. He’d taken off. The heat was too much for him. My remaining partner wasn’t taking it so well. He started screaming expletives and then he fired another shot towards the security guard, intentionally missing by a narrow margin.

The teller still hadn’t put a single wad of cash into the bag. Her hands were shaking. “C’mon lady,” I said. It was hard to hold onto my female voice. It’s amazing I did at all under that pressure. I looked back to that side door that was now unguarded. And out of the corner of my eye, I saw the dim blue and red flashing of police lights. “Just fill it up and give it to the guy with the gun,” I said. While my partner was staring out the window at the approaching police cars, I took off for that side door.

And I ran as fast as I could. I took a turn down an alley, pulling off my wig and stuffing it into my bag. I would have ditched it, but I was worried the police would find it and somehow trace it back to me. I had a police record after all—my DNA was in their system after a failed burglary when I was eighteen.

I ran through a park, stopped for a few seconds at a water fountain to clean off my makeup. Thank God there was no one around watching me. I watched as my dark mascara swirled down the drain. And then I started sprinting again once that water ran clear. I probably looked pretty crazy—a man sprinting through the streets, wearing a skirt and a tank top. I stopped running and did my best to act casual as a police cruiser ripped by. And then I ran again. I don’t know where the stamina came from, but I ran the whole ten blocks to the car that we’d left in the parking garage. It was still there, and the keys were still under the wheel well, where we’d left them.

I revved up the engine, put it into drive, and then I said to myself, “Now what?”


CHAPTER II

I couldn’t go home. Ben would find me at home. In fact, Ben would find me no matter where I went in that city—a city which he practically owned. And he would probably find me in that state. And it wouldn’t be long before the police caught one of my heist partners—if they hadn’t already—and gotten my description from them. Luckily, neither of them knew my name, but once the description circulated around all of the police offices, and the news stations, I was screwed. Mexico was too far away—a few days of driving. I would never make it. Canada was close—almost too close. They would expect me to go to Canada.

Maybe I could stay in the country, lay low for a few months—maybe a few years. Start a new life in some small town. I could get a job as a farmhand, maybe in Montana. The idea wasn’t terribly appealing, but in that moment, it was irrelevant. I just needed to get out of New York.

So I started driving. A series of police cruisers zipped by me. Even a SWAT van filled with armed officers rushed by. The city was a symphony of sirens. I had a feeling my rookie partner was holding that bank hostage. Hopefully he wasn’t hurting anyone. Being a part of an armed robbery was bad enough—I didn’t need to be a part of a deadly armed robbery. If that idiot shot someone, I would face the charges too, you know.

My heart didn’t stop pounding, even once I was outside of the city, even once I was a whole hour down the Newark Expressway, two miles outside of Morristown. Every black or white car that looked even a little bit like a police cruiser sent my heart into the pit of my gut. I should have skipped town a long time ago—before the first heist. Why did I wait this long? It was bound to go south eventually. How did I not see this coming?

I pulled over on the side of the road and got changed into my normal clothes, which were stuffed deep into my bag. I stuffed away the skirt and the tank-top. I would have tossed the bag into the woods, but I figured I would burn it in a fire at whatever campsite I ended up stopping at that night. Being back in my regular clothes gave me a bit of relief. Once I was back on the road, I turned on my radio and scanned through the stations until I found the news. It wasn’t long before they were reporting on the attempted bank heist.

“Police have arrested two men and are looking for a female in her mid-twenties, blonde hair, smaller build,” the reporter said. I smiled. So my rookie partners didn’t rat me out—thank God for that. At least they hadn’t yet. I kept my radio tuned to that news station for updates.

The sun was starting to set. It was time to start looking for a campsite. There were plenty of motels, but motels want credit cards. Campsites are fine with cash. And seeing as I didn’t want to leave a trail behind me…

I saw a sign that read, “Willow Creek Camping: 15 miles ahead”. Perfect. I would stay the night at the Willow Creek campground, ditch the car in the morning, hitchhike my way to Minnesota by the next nightfall. My escape was a success so far. I was finally free from—

Blue flashing lights filled my rear-view mirror. It was the police. I was being pulled over. Shit. Was it the car? The car was clean, but maybe someone ratted, told the police where we were parked. Maybe they found footage of that parking garage and got the plate number.

I thought about stomping on the gas pedal. But where would I go? The car was a piece of shit—there was no way it could outrun a police cruiser. And the road was perfectly straight for the next hundred miles. It’s not like I could outmanoeuvre them. So I was caught. I was at the end of the line. I pulled over with a churning in my gut and I awaited my fate, with my hands on the wheel.

And my head filled with regrets—so many regrets. I started by regretting the heist, then I started to regret ever agreeing to working for Ben, and then I started to regret ever trying to rob Ben’s house, and then I started to regret ever trying to rob anyone’s house, and the regrets just kept piling on top of one another until—

The police officer tapped on my window. I opened it slowly and carefully, not making any sudden moves in case they had guns drawn on me. But they didn’t—she didn’t. It was just one woman, in her mid-thirties, her hair tied into a tight bun. She was wearing a brown police shirt with a grey tie. The flashing blue of her cruiser gleamed off of her badge. And of course I noticed the pistol in her holster. “You know why I pulled you over?” she asked.

It took me a second to break through my rigid anxiety. “No, officer,” I said, making sure my hands were back on the wheel.

“You were going ninety in a seventy.” A wave of relief washed over me. But it was short-lived. I wasn’t in the clear yet. I knew the car was clean, but I had no idea who it belonged to. And they were going to ask me whose car it was and what I was doing with it. And then they would run the plates. If it wasn’t listed as wanted already, it would be soon, and my name would be attached to it.

“Sorry officer. I was just trying to get to my campsite before dark,” I said.

“Going camping?”

I smiled. “Yes sir—I mean ma’am.”

“Kind of cold for camping, no?”

“I prefer it when it’s cold. You get the whole campgrounds to yourself.” I forced the best smile I could. If I could get off with a warning, and keep my license out of that system, then I was in the clear. If she ran my license through her little machine, then I was toast—maybe not right away, but soon enough. I cleared my throat. “There’s nothing worse than trying to set up a tent in the dark. But I guess that’s no excuse for speeding, right?” I bit my tongue in an attempt to quell the anxiety that was pounding inside of me.

“I suppose that’s true,” she said. “Can I see your license and registration?”

I took a deep breath and then I reached over for my bag. My wallet was at the bottom of the bag, below the skirt and tank top and wig and makeup kit. And I forgot all that stuff was there until I had the bag zipped open. My heart skipped a beat. I tried to fish my wallet out as quickly as I could, but it was too late—she saw into the bag. She didn’t comment, but her eyes narrowed.

I handed her my license. “Just let me grab that registration.” As I reached for the registration, I pushed the bag over, so she couldn’t see inside of it. I’m not sure whether the move was smooth or if it just made my situation more obvious.

She was silent, staring at my license and then back at me with those narrowed eyes. I handed her the registration. She looked at it for a moment and then she looked back at me. “Who’s Ben Peterson?”

“A friend—he let me borrow his car for the weekend. Mine’s in the shop. Exhaust leak.”

“Exhaust leak, huh?” She looked at the registration again. “I’m going to ask you to sit tight for a minute. I’ll be right back.” She took my licence and registration with her as she turned and began walking back to her car.

I leaned out the window. “Is that really necessary officer? I really need to be getting to my campsite. The sun will be down soon. You understand, right?” My heart was pounding harder than it ever had before. She turned and looked at me.

“I promise this won’t take long, sir,” she said.

“Neither will the sun. You know what—never mind. Forget I said anything. Do what you have to do.” I forced the biggest smile I possibly could and then I retreated back into the car. I was doomed. She was running my licence. She was going to run the registration, look up Ben, see our combined criminal history. Maybe I hadn’t been linked to the bank heist yet, but what about Ben? I looked over at the woods. I could run. I could slip out from the car while she was busy with her little computer, and I could run into the woods. It would only take me a couple of days to reach Canada. I was what—thirty miles away from the border? Could I beat the police dogs that would inevitably show up?

I reached for the handle and slowly looked up at my rear-view mirror. That’s when I noticed a second officer, sitting in the passenger seat of the cruiser. He was looking up at me. He was a younger guy—he couldn’t have been a year older than twenty-two. His outfit looked like it was a size too big on him. I watched and waited for him to look away. And after a few seconds, he did. So I reached for my door, opened it carefully and slowly, and I took a step out. And that’s when I realized I was still wearing the heels.

I tried to kick them off, but the little straps were done up too tight. I tried reaching down to get them off, but the damn steering wheel was in the way, making it awfully difficult. So I closed the door. I was stuck. There was no way I was going to make a run for it through the woods in a pair of little high-heels.

Oh God, but what if they ask me to step out from the car? What will I tell them? That I’m just a cross-dresser? Would they buy it? It would at least explain the wig and outfit in the bag. But in reality, it was just one more piece of evidence against me. Surely these cops knew there was a big attempted bank robbery just a few hours ago, and if they knew that, they knew that anyone fleeing west would be around that exact spot. And they’d probably been told to be on the lookout for a blonde in her mid-twenties. The officer saw the blonde wig. Oh God, I was doomed.

I looked up at the rear-view. The female officer was walking back towards the car. I tried one more time to get the heels off of my feet, but I was unsuccessful.


CHAPTER III

“Where are you coming from today, sir?” the female officer asked me. Her male partner appeared in my passenger window, making me jump. They had me surrounded.

“My apartment is in Queens.”

“Queens, huh?” she said. It was true, my apartment was in Queens—but for some reason, I still felt a cold blast rush though my nerves, as if I’d just told her a big fat lie, and she knew it.

“That’s right, ma’am,” I said.

“And you said this is your friend’s car?”

“That’s right.” I pushed my feet as far forward as I could, to hide the black, strappy shoes. But I had a feeling she’d already seen them.

“And you said that you’re going camping. Is that right?”

“That’s right,” I said.

“All your camping stuff is in the trunk then, I take it?”

I was silent for a moment as the cool night air began to chill my skin. “Um, no. It’s actually already at the site. I dropped it off earlier.”

“But you didn’t set up your tent?”

“No, but I really should have, huh?” I said. I forced a laugh.

“Are you camping alone,” she asked. There was a subtle smirk on her face, as if she knew I was lying to her, as if she knew she had me caught. “Oh, do you mind handing me your keys, sir?” With reluctance, I handed her the car keys. “Thank you. And sorry, you said you were camping alone?”

“Um, tonight, yes. Some friends are meeting me here tomorrow morning.”

“So you’ve got friends who also like camping in the cold?”

Her partner was bending over now, looking right into my window. His eyes moved from me to my bag. Maybe it was time to give in—time to surrender. They clearly knew more than they were letting on, trying to poke holes in my story. And they were doing a good job. My stupid story was full of goddamn holes. “I guess I do,” I said with another fake laugh.

“Okay, so let me get this right. If we were to go down to the campgrounds, there would be a site with a pile of camping gear at one of the sites. I’m assuming you were heading down to the Willow Creek campgrounds?”

“Uh,” I said. Were they just trying to call my bluff? They wouldn’t really go down and check the site, would they? “Is that the name of the site? I can’t remember. It might be a different one. I would recognize the turnoff. But yes, all of my stuff would be there on the site—all ready to be set up. Though it’s looking like I’ll be sleeping in the car tonight. It’s probably going to be too dark to set up a tent by the time I get there.”

“Roger, why don’t you head down the road and check out the campsites? See if you can’t find the gear our friend here is talking about… Oh, and do me a favour, take my bag out of the trunk. Just leave it on the side of the road for me. Thanks.”

“I’m on it,” said Roger, the rookie cop. He hustled over to the car, hopped into the driver seat, and drove off down the road, blue lights flashing. I could feel the cool breeze teasing the sweat on the back of my neck. It felt like tiny needles jabbing into my skin. I was suddenly dizzy. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had anything to eat.

The lady cop was still standing by my door, looking down at me with that smirk on her face. She knew she’d caught me. Maybe she didn’t know yet what she’d caught me for, but she knew damn well that she’d caught me. “What’s in the bag?” she asked, bending over.

I thought about attacking. She was in the perfect position. Her partner was gone. I was pretty sure they didn’t have my face on camera—the highway patrol officers didn’t even have body cams, and I never looked straight back at the cruiser, so my face was never captured by the dashboard cam. So all they would really have was the officers’ descriptions of me—and thankfully, I looked pretty generic.

But if my attack didn’t work—if I couldn’t get away before she was able to get her gun out—then it wasn’t going to be jail I would be looking forward to. It would be my funeral. And how could I know if she was well-trained with that pistol in her holster? “Sir—I asked you a question. What’s in the bag?” she said again.

“Um, nothing. Why does it matter?” I said. I needed to do something. But my mind was blank. My only idea involved risking my life, but I knew I could come up with something better than that. I’d gotten out of a bunch of a close calls in my life. I just needed to think. But goddamn, it was hard to think while trying to keep those strappy heels out of sight.

“Because it matters. Pass me the bag,” she said. I didn’t do it. I just sat there, staring forward, trying to think of an out. “Sir—the bag…”

“No,” I said, my heart pounding. I wasn’t sure if I was refusing because it would link me to the crime, or if I was just afraid of taking a hit to my pride—revealing to the officer that I dressed up like a girl. It almost seemed like a better option to just admit that I was part of the heist, instead of lying about being a cross-dresser. Just the term ‘cross-dresser’ made me cringe.

“I’m not going to ask again. Pass me the bag.”

“Don’t you need a warrant or something?” I said.

“I can get one by the time we’re at the station,” she said. “And something tells me that’s not where you’d like to be right now.”

I bit down on my tongue. It wasn’t a battle I was going to win. I handed her the stupid bag, and I watched—seemingly in slow-motion—as she pulled out the wig and the little skirt. “This is quite the little outfit,” she said. “Or would you call it a disguise?” My heart plummeted into the depths of my gut. It was all over. She knew.


CHAPTER IV

She held up the skirt and stared at it with that smirk on her face. “Sure is short. Can’t imagine it does a very good job of covering your bum. So what’s it for, sir?”

I could feel the colour draining from my face, along with the last of my pride. “I like to get dressed up.” I couldn’t believe I was saying it. Why couldn’t I just let her take me away to prison? Why did I have to force myself to suffer through the humiliation? “Is that a crime now? Getting dressed up like a lady?”

“I don’t think it’s a crime, but I imagine it would be a good disguise if one wanted to commit a crime. Don’t you think?”

“I don’t appreciate the accusation, officer. I just… On weekends, I like to come out here alone and pretend to be a lady. I have an important job in the city, you understand? So I have to keep it a secret. You can laugh all you want, but I assure you I’m not committing any crimes.”

And she did laugh, looking at the little skirt again. Finally, she leaned through the window again and looked down at my feet, seeing my heels. “Well look at that,” she said. “Maybe you are telling the truth. Maybe—but I have my reservations.”

That cold sweat wasn’t just on the back of my neck anymore. Now, it was everywhere. I took a deep breath. “Can I just have that speeding ticket, ma’am?” I said. I couldn’t let her arrest me. It wasn’t prison I was afraid of. If they sent me back to New York City, I wouldn’t make it to prison. Ben had friends at the police department. He would make sure my fate ended up in his hands, and not in the hands of any judge. “Like I said, I didn’t commit any crimes.”

“Can I ask you a question?” she said.

“I’m assuming I don’t really have a choice here,” I said.

“Do you really look like a lady? When you get all dressed up, I mean.”

And how was I supposed to answer that question? I couldn’t tell her no—then my whole story made no sense. But if I said yes—that was a whole new level of embarrassment. “I like to think so,” I said, and then I bit down on my tongue. I really was desperate to stay away from the police department.

“I’d really like to see that. Do you mind getting dressed up for me? So I can see how you look. I have to say, I’m mighty curious.” There was that big smirk again.

My stomach turned. “Look, if you’re just going to arrest me for something I didn’t do, then just arrest me. Okay? At least tell me what this is all about and stop torturing me. You know, this is starting to feel an awful lot like discrimination.”

Her eyes narrowed and she leaned in close. “Discrimination huh? You think I’m discriminating against you because you like to dress up like a little hussy out in the woods? Maybe you go around sucking off truckers or something, I don’t know, I don’t care. But I have my doubts. Especially because I’ve got orders to be on the lookout for a little blonde gal in her mid-twenties—could be about two hours out of the city by now, and I’d say one-hundred miles is about two hours, wouldn’t you?” And there it was—she really did know. My escape really was over. “But here’s the deal, I don’t really care one way or another. I don’t think I’m a bad cop, I’m just concerned about keeping the highways safe from reckless teenagers and drunks. In my opinion, prisons are overcrowded and I don’t think they do much good for most people. And I’m also not a big fan of paperwork, or having to drive into the city to appear in court when lowlifes like yourself plead not-guilty when it’s painfully obvious you are guilty, and now they need to bring in all the witnesses and waste everyone’s time.”

The sun was finally hidden behind the treeline. The shadows took over and the light was dimming fast. I had to strain to hear the officer’s voice over the pounding of my heart into my ribcage.

“Now seeing as you’re in quite the rush to get away from the city—and I know you’re in a rush because you didn’t even bother to change out of those heels, which I can’t imagine are very comfortable—I’m going to guess you’re hoping I don’t send you back. And if you don’t want to be sent back, I’m going to urge you to get dressed up for me. Entertain me—make the last couple hours of my shift a little less dull. How does that sound?”

I swallowed whatever was left of my ego. “It sounds just fine, officer,” I said. My voice was low and weak. She handed me the bag of clothes.

“Okay, great. Now go ahead,” she said, and then she walked away, pacing slowly up and down that strip of road. I thought once more about running, but now I knew it was more hopeless than ever. If she didn’t stop me with a bullet, then it would be a matter of minutes before those woods were swarming with cops, police dogs, and the powerful search lights of helicopters.

So I pinched myself and I got changed, slipping my jeans off, slipping that skirt on. She made me jump when she appeared in my window again, now holding up a little pair of panties. “They’re clean,” she said. “I always keep a spare change of clothes in the cruiser—comes in handy on rainy days. Put them on. I think they’ll look cute on you.”

I took the little panties from her. They were red and lacy, with the thinnest strip of fabric to cover my asshole. I cringed at the thought of putting them on, but I could handle a heavy dose of humiliation if it meant staying far, far away from Ben. So I pulled down my boxers, tossed them aside, and I wiggled into the tiny panties. They were tight, hugging my cock firmly in place. The thin back strip went straight up my butt, giving me a wedgie, and no matter how much I tugged at it to keep it out, it just went right back up. But again—a little discomfort beat prison.

I put on the tank-top, then the wig. Then I leaned out the window and called to the officer. “I’m all dressed up.” She walked over to me with narrowed eyes, obviously unsatisfied.

“You didn’t do your makeup, and what is that voice? Are you even trying to be a lady right now?”

With reluctance, I cleared my throat. “Excuse me. Is this better?” I said, using the voice that Ben assured me was good. It brought a smile to her face.

“Wow, that’s actually pretty good. I have to say, with a voice like that, I almost believe your little cross-dressing story. Maybe a good makeup job would be enough to convince me entirely.” She smiled and wandered back over to her car.

So with another hefty dose of reluctance, I grabbed the little makeup kit from my bag and I started dolling myself up.


CHAPTER V

The officer’s rookie partner wasn’t back yet once I was in my makeup—surprising, as it took me a good twenty-five minutes just to get my eyeliner right. It took another fifteen minutes to perfect my eye-shadow, my lipstick, and my mascara. But I thought I’d done a pretty good job—the best I’d ever done, though I’d only done it a couple of times before. I’d spent the whole previous week watching makeup tutorials on Ben’s orders, as well as female voice tutorials. So I had a pretty good idea of what I was doing. A good makeup job is surprisingly hard to get right, but it’s also surprisingly satisfying, seeing the final transformation.

The first time I did my makeup, I was shocked at how feminine I really looked—though I could still see the man behind the powder. The second time, that morning before the big heist, I was surprised again, feeling like I’d done even better (but still not perfect). Going into that heist, I still thought it would be immediately obvious that I was a man. It was shocking that everyone in that bank bought the disguise. And now, I’d outdone myself again. Now, even I believed what I was seeing in the mirror: I was staring at a woman’s face. I actually had a woman’s face.

Had I always had a woman’s face? Well my face hadn’t changed, so it must have been true. Or maybe everyone has a woman’s face—at least, everyone has the potential to have a woman’s face. Maybe the secret is makeup. As I stared at my reflection, I thought of the women I’d mistook for men in the past—girls with short hair and boyish clothes.

“Well look at you,” the officer said, making me jump. I hadn’t noticed her sneaking up to the window. “You look like a real lady. Step out of the car and let me get a better look at you.” She opened the door for me. As I stepped out, my legs wobbled. It had been a few hours since I’d last been on my feet, and much longer since I’d had anything to eat. In fact, I’d completely lost track of time—how long had I been stopped on the side of that road? Had it been over an hour? Two hours? Longer? It was mostly dark now, just a touch of lingering cobalt in the sky. “Let’s see you walk to that sign and back,” she said.

So I did the walk. But I didn’t get more than a few steps before she stopped me.

“You had me until that walk—I really thought I was mistaken about you having anything to do with that crime in the city,” she said. “But that walk—no self-respecting lady walks like that, clunking around like a caveman.”

My cheeks became warm as a cool breeze tickled my exposed bum and my shaved legs. I kept tugging the little skirt down, trying to get it to cover more of my ass, but it just kept riding back up the moment I took a single step. “How should I walk then?” I asked in my best female voice, straining the best smile I could muster.

“One foot in front of the other. And try to keep your weight on your toes, not on your heels. When your weight is back like that, your posture is just terrible.”

So I did the walk again, this time carefully placing one foot in front of the other, as if I was walking on a tightrope. I almost lost my balance a few times, but I never fell. On my toes, I felt like I was constantly on the verge of face planting, but she was right—I caught my reflection in my car window a couple of times, and I was much more convincing, as if the one little mannerism made all the difference in the world. And maybe it did—maybe that’s what being a woman was all about: the makeup, the posture, the mannerisms, the attention to detail. Maybe men are just too busy staring at tits and asses, and the subconscious is busy taking in the rest of the information.

Sometimes you just know if someone is a man or a woman. You can be three blocks behind them, see nothing but jeans and a puffy jacket and a beanie, and somehow you know their gender without seeing their bust, their hips, their hair, or their face. Even if you’re staring at a small, thin man, you can always tell.

And as I walked back and forth with the officer’s tips, I tried to think of women I’d passed in the streets. Did they walk like this, too?

The officer was right about my posture—it made a hell of a difference. Even just the way I felt—I felt way more feminine. I could feel my bum jiggling firmly, I could feel my thighs rubbing together just the perfect amount. It actually felt kind of nice, like there was a sort of elegance to my stride.

“Okay, put your hands on the hood of the car. I’m going to pat you down,” the officer said.

“Is that really necessary, officer?”

“Hands on the hood.” She pointed at the hood of my car with a smirk on her face. I took a deep breath and followed the order. What other choice did I have? I walked over to the car and pressed my hands on the cold metal of the hood, having to bend over slightly to do it. She stepped up behind me and started patting me down. She started with my arms, and then worked her way down my sides. I don’t know what the point was—I hardly had any clothes on. There was nowhere to conceal anything.

She ran her hands down my bare legs. “So soft. Do you moisturize?” she asked, running the hands back up. She cupped my ass, slid her hands around, and then got a good handful of my package. I perked right up. “That’s quite the weapon you’re concealing, darling,” she said, running her fingers down the length of my shaft. “With a skirt like this, you’d better be careful.” She took a step back. I stood up.

“Are we done here, officer?” I asked. “I really should be getting to my campsite.” Though I no longer had any intention of getting to that campsite. My plan was to drive through the night, find somewhere to ditch the car by morning.

“Hands back on the hood. We’re done when I say we’re done,” she said. “Now I have to say, you’re impressively ladylike. I’m not sure what to think anymore. But if you are telling me the truth, that you like to come out here alone and pretend to be a lady, well then I can only imagine you must fantasize about being fucked like a little slut… Am I right?”

My stomach turned again. I tried to respond but there was a thick lump in my throat. So I just shrugged my shoulders.

And then I felt something dull and hard slip up between my legs, under my skirt. I perked up. I had to strain to keep my hands on the hood of the car. She had her police baton up against my ass, sliding it up and down, teasing my asshole. “Well? Am I right?” she said.

“I don’t know,” I said. Now I was really starting to wonder: how badly did I want to get away from New York City?


CHAPTER VI

She pressed the tip of that baton right up to my asshole. Thank God for that tiny strip of fabric guarding my anus. “Well if you fantasize about being a lady, then you have to fantasize about being with a man—feeling his big, hard cock inside of your body. I think every girl dreams about being with a big, hard policeman. No?”

“I guess so,” I said. My heart was pounding, throbbing against my eardrums.

She reached down and pulled my panties out from my crack, moving them aside to make way for her police baton. “And you must fantasize about sucking warm, throbbing cocks in your slutty little skirt and those stripper heels of yours. Right?” She brought that baton around and up to my lips. “Open up,” she said.

I took a deep breath and I opened up. She slid the baton into my mouth. And like the desperate criminal I was, I sucked on that baton.

“Close your eyes and imagine it’s a big, hard dick.” I closed my eyes, but I tried to push the image out from my mind. But somehow, it made its way in. I imagined myself on my knees, with a big, long shaft pressing through my lips. He has his fingers in my hair, and I’ve got my nose pressed into his pubes. I could almost feel his veins throbbing against my tongue.

She pulled the baton out from my mouth. “Pace yourself, slut,” she said. She brought the slobber-covered baton down to my asshole. I clenched tight as she teased my hole. “Just relax, beautiful. You do want to be a lady, right?” I have to admit—though it’s painfully embarrassing to do so—that it felt kind of nice, her circling that wet baton around my asshole. And I will admit—an admission even more humiliating—that when I first tried on the clothes that Ben had picked out for me, I fooled around a little bit in my apartment bathroom. I stood in front of the mirror and watched as I penetrated myself with a sharpie—just the dull back tip, just to see how it felt. And it felt nice, strangely euphoric, though I don’t know why. Of course I quickly stopped myself as soon as I realized how ridiculous it was.

I remembered that particular euphoria now as she teased my hole with her baton. “Don’t you want it?” she asked, putting her chin on my shoulder.

“I want it,” I said softly, my face a shade of dark red. I let myself relax and she started to press the baton in. She only pressed in about an inch before she started to pump it, spinning it, fishing around at different angles. And damn, did it feel good. It was only a few seconds before my legs were trembling.

“Well look at that,” she said with a grin in her voice. “Looks like you can take a cock, just like a real lady.”

“I can take it,” I said, wanting her to push that baton in deeper. I was forgetting what I was so worried about, what any of this was about. My head was spinning. I just wanted her to get me off. I wanted to feel her deep inside of me. I wanted her to make me moan.

“You want it deeper?” she asked.

“Please,” I said. I tried pushing my bum back, but she was quick to react.

“Hold on, now. I’ll push it deeper, but first, you have to tell me about the owner of this here vehicle.”

I wanted it badly, but did I want it that badly? Did I want word getting around the police departments that I ratted out Ben? It wouldn’t take long for that information to reach Ben’s ears. I wasn’t too worried about the police coming to look for me—they would never find me. Ben’s people on the other hand…

But my God, did I want that baton pushed further into my ass—just a little bit more. Maybe I really was a filthy slut. “His name is Ben Peterson,” I said.

“I know that. Who is he?”

She teased me a little bit, pushing the baton in for just a second before pulling it back. “He runs an organization—drugs and guns and heists and that kind of thing. I’m just trying to get away from him.”

She pushed the baton in a little bit deeper, sending a pulse of euphoria through my body. “How does that feel?” she asked.

“So fucking good,” I said, letting my forehead press against the hood of the car. Just a little deeper and she would be right on the sweet spot. I tried pushing back, but she was quick to react again. “Oh God, that feels good.”

“I can see that,” the officer said. “But this Ben Peterson guy, why would he be after you? Why are you trying to get away from him?”

“Because I work for him—I mean, he makes me work for him. He said if I stopped, he would kill me. So I need to get far away from New York City. He’s got cops, too. NYPD is full of his guys. You don’t want to get involved in this—believe me. Just stay out of it. He’s had cops killed before. He’s probably going to have me killed, too.”

She gave me that little bit extra. She pulled the baton out and thrust it back down a few times, giving me a taste of what I really wanted. But my face was still red and I was still horribly humiliated. I was still dressed like a little slut in front of a police officer, on the side of the road, getting penetrated in the ass. I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating, in fact.

“You’re getting hard, beautiful,” she said.

I looked down. She was right. My cock had sprung free from the tiny panties.

And then I heard the crunching of distant gravel. A car was coming. She pulled that baton out from my asshole and put it back in its holster. “Stay where you are,” she said. I looked over. It was her partner, back with the cruiser. “My partner’s a rookie. Rookies tend to stick to the books, so you’re going to have to give him a reason to let you go.”

My heart stuttered. And what exactly did that mean?


CHAPTER VII

As he pulled up behind my car, the female officer took my arms and brought them behind my back. She cuffed me just as her partner stepped out from the cruiser and said, “There isn’t a site booked for the next twenty miles. So unless this fella knows—” He stopped talking and looked at me. “What’s going on here? Who’s she?”

I wasn’t sure whether my heart was still beating. My gut was full of nausea. “You remember that notice we got about the bank robber gal on the loose? Well, here she is. She was hiding in the trunk. When I went to check, our boy ran off into the woods.”

“No shit,” the rookie cop said, looking over at me.

“She won’t say who the guy was—I’m thinking he was her brother. We’ll catch him. I’ve already sent the notice out to dispatch. They’ll be here in half an hour or so.”

“So this is that bank robber, huh? Who would have thought a bank robber could be so pretty?” said the rookie.

The female officer smiled. “Thing is, she’s got a lot to say—knows some people we’ve been trying to catch for a long time. But she said she isn’t going to say anything if we bring her down to the station. What do you think?”

“I think she can take that up with the DA. That’s not our problem. Let’s book her.”

I was starting to think I should have ran when I had the chance. This young cop wasn’t playing along. He was only interested in doing his job, only interested in following the rules.

“You sure about that? Like I said, she said she wasn’t going to say anything unless we let her go. She’s already told me about her boss—sounds like a big player.”

“Like I said, she can take it up with the DA when he’s back from vacation next week.”

I bit my tongue. I couldn’t believe what I was about to do, but people do stupid things when they’re desperate. “I know where he’s going to be tomorrow morning, and he’s going to have all the evidence you need to bust him—thirty million in stolen cash,” I said.

“And where’s that?” the rookie cop asked, but I didn’t answer.

“And now you see the dilemma,” the lady cop said.

There was a silence for a minute. The officers stepped aside, but not out of earshot. “And what if she’s lying? Why wouldn’t she lie?” he said.

“If she’s not lying, this is huge,” she said.

“But if she is, then we just let a serious criminal slip through our fingers.”

“We’ll say she got away. We’ll say her brother came back and fired at us—we had to retreat.”

There was another silence, and then the rookie said, “No, I can’t do it. Let’s bring her in.” I felt my body become weak. The hood of that car suddenly felt like ice against my skin. I was so close to getting away—just a few miles from that campsite. Why did I stop paying attention to the odometer? Why did one little slip have to bring my whole life down on me? Or was that just karma, for all the crimes I’d committed in my life?

The rookie came up behind me and grabbed my wrist. “Let’s go. You can either tell the DA everything you know, or go to prison for a long time. Either way, it makes no difference to us,” he said.

“Sorry, darling. You heard the man. Let’s go,” the female cop said. I wished she would have tried harder, though I suppose she had no real reason to. She probably thought I was lying about having information that could lead to Ben’s arrest. It was true—he really was going to be at the airport the next morning with all of the cash we’d stolen from every bank. And surely there was at least one marked bill in the haul. There must have been at least one teller in one of the banks who was brave enough to slip a marked bill into the bag—maybe even by accident.

But it didn’t matter. I couldn’t actually rat Ben out once I was at the station—even if it did lead to his arrest. His people would just come for me, to get their revenge. And I would be in a jail cell like a sitting duck, waiting to have my teeth kicked in.

“I’m not lying—I really know where he’s going to be,” I said.

“Then tell the DA, next week,” he said.

“It won’t matter next week. You’re making a huge mistake.”

“I’m far from convinced,” he said.

He tugged me towards the cruiser. In case it wasn’t bad enough, they would strip me down at the station and realize I was a man in drag. Pictures of me all dolled up would be all over the internet by the next morning. I would be the laughing stock of the country: the cross-dressing bank robber—in a pair of panties and everything…

“How can I convince you?” I said.

“You can’t.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely sure.”

“What if I let you fuck me in the ass?” I said, and he stopped. He stared at me for a second and then he looked over at his female partner.

“What the hell did you just say?” he said.

“You heard me,” I said.

“Are you bribing an officer of the law?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

He looked back at his partner. His face was white, his lips parted. It almost seemed like he was really considering the offer. And I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. The offer was a complete shot in the dark, but I’m not sure I really thought there would be any consideration.

“Don’t look at me,” she said to him. “I just want that information. You already know I’m happy letting her run off if we can catch her boss.” She had that smirk on her face. This was fun for her. She was getting a kick out of the whole thing. I wondered if she really believed that I had real information that could lead to Ben’s arrest, or if she was just in it for the laughs.

“You really won’t say anything?” the rookie asked his partner, his young voice cracking slightly.

“My lips are sealed,” she said.

And he looked to me, his face white, his eyes glowing. He wanted it. He was taking the offer.


CHAPTER VIII

“Against the cruiser, ma’am,” he said, leading me up to the driver-side door. I stumbled into it. It was hard enough keeping my balance in those heels without my hands tied behind my back.

“Just go easy on her, Daniels. She’s a small gal,” the female partner said.

He had a chuckle. “If she can rob a bank, she can take a dick. She should just consider herself lucky that we’re thinking of letting her go.” Thinking? I was putting out for a chance to escape? “Now tell us miss, where is this boss of yours going to be tomorrow? And why should we care?”

“Take off the cuffs and I’ll tell you,” I said.

“We’re not taking these cuffs off until you’ve given us everything we want.”

“How’s about this: give it to her, then we’ll get the info, then we’ll let her go,” the female officer said.

“Okay, fine.” The rookie looked up at his partner. “Do you mind walking down the road for a few minutes?”

“I think it’s important that I stay and watch—as your superior and all,” she said.

His cheeks turned a shade of dark red. He cleared his throat. “You want to watch?”

“I think it would be best, yes,” she said. “Now get your dick out, Daniels. That search party is going to be here soon. You wouldn’t want them seeing you ramming a suspect in the ass now, would you?”

“I suppose not, no,” he said. He reached down and started to unzip his fly. This was really happening—I was really about to be fucked in the ass by a policeman. And strangely, I was excited. If those few inches of baton felt as good as they did, how would a big, warm, throbbing cock feel? It would probably feel pretty good, knowing it would also come with my freedom—at least my hopeful freedom. But right then, hope was better than anything.

The girl stepped up behind me and flipped up my skirt. She pulled aside the fabric of my panties, exposing my butthole, which was still wet from the saliva-covered baton. Daniels didn’t notice. He was too busy getting himself hard, stroking his cock, keeping his body turned away from his commanding officer as his face filled with embarrassment and excitement. He was discovering a perk to his job that was probably better than all of the insurance and quarterly benefits.

The lady cop spat into her hand and reached over for her partner’s rod. “Here, maybe I can help speed things along.” She started to jerk him off, coating him in her warm spit.

“Oh, shit,” he said.

“I didn’t think you’d be so big, Daniels,” she said.

I could see his cock from my angle. But the conversation was enough to send my heart aflutter.

“No?” he said.

“You’ve got quite the dick. Let’s see if you know how to use it. C’mon, now. Get up behind our little lady here.”

He stepped up behind me. His lady partner lined his cock up with my asshole for me while he used both of his hands to reach around and squeeze my tits. He couldn’t seem to tell that he was squeezing gel inserts. Luckily, they were the inserts with the fake nipple bulge. He squeezed hard enough that I could really feel it.

“You’ll have to relax, now,” the female officer said to me. “Or this is going to hurt.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. It wasn’t easy to will myself to relax. But somehow I managed, thought I clenched as soon as that dick was inside of me. He was a hell of a lot thicker than the police baton. He was stretching me wide with just an inch of cock. “Holy shit,” I moaned through clenched teeth. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. Maybe I should have thought this plan though more than I did—

But it was too late now. He was exhaling a euphoric breath, his hands now down on my hips. And he was pushing in deeper, despite my clenching. He’d already come this far—he wasn’t turning back now. So I did my best to relax my body. I managed to do it for a second—long enough for him to slide in deeper—but then I clenched again. He was deep inside of me—deeper than I knew possible. I could feel the tip of his erection into my belly. It didn’t hurt, but my God, did it feel strange. I could feel his thick veins pulsing, and I could feel him getting harder—almost as hard as that baton. “She’s tight,” he said with a deep exhale.

“So stretch her out,” his partner said. She put her hand on my back and rubbed gently, as if she was trying to console me. And maybe I was going to need it once he was through with me.

He started to thrust. He pulled out completely before plunging down fully. He pressed his pelvis into my butt and then he tried to press ever further. I was completely stuffed, nearly gagged. My body went limp against that car door, and he just went wild. “Get an ETA on that search team,” he groaned.

“Just finish fast. We’ll worry about that after,” she said.

So he started pumping me harder and faster. My legs started to tremble. It was starting to feel good—too good. I tried to strain away the euphoria, so I wouldn’t lose control of myself, but it was a failed effort, especially once he got the angle just right and he was rubbing against that sweet spot. My whole body was trembling now.

And I was getting hard. I tried to adjust so he wouldn’t see, but I had no idea what he could see with my skirt flipped up. I felt the flimsy grasp of my panties give way as my cock sprung free. My God—what would he do if he saw? Would he kill me? Would he lie and say that I attacked him, that he killed me in self-defence?

I could hear his pelvis slapping against my ass. It felt so fucking good. “Harder,” I said, though I don’t know why I wanted it harder. I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to handle harder.

He leaned forward and put his chin on my shoulder. But before he could look down to see my bouncing dick, his partner reached down and covered it with her wrist, my balls with her hand. She started to rub my ball sack, pretending as if she was rubbing my clit. And it actually felt incredible.

“She’s so wet,” she said with a smirk.

Daniels laughed. “Really? She likes it?”

“She loves it.”

It was true—too true. It felt too good—so good, I couldn’t hold back. I tried biting my tongue, I tried straining, flexing, anything I could—but I couldn’t stop myself from coming. I came all over her wrist, blasting shot after shot. And thankfully, she kept me covered up, pretending not to notice.

Once Daniels’s chin was off of my shoulder, and his focus was back on my ass, she slipped my package back into my panties and she subtly wiped my cum off on my skirt. She winked at me as her partner said, “Fuck, I’m going to come.”

“Come inside of me,” I said, and again, I don’t know why I said it. He followed the command, grunting loudly, coming down hard, and filling me up deep. I could feel his hot goo inside of me, stuffing me even more than I knew possible.

I must say, it was a strange feeling when he finally pulled out, leaving me empty, as if there was something missing inside of my body. His creampie was quick to follow. I was too stretched out to clench it back. It dribbled down my legs.

And he stumbled away to catch his breath. I needed a minute to catch my own breath. “That information—tell us what you know?” he said between deep breaths.

I told them about Ben’s trip to Panama, about the airport meeting that was supposed to take place in just six hours. I told them about the money, about how I was forced to take part in the heists. Of course I didn’t tell Daniels that I was really a man—that would have been suicide.

And sure enough, he told his partner to undo my cuffs. “Get out of here,” he said. “Before the search team comes. Run west, we’ll say you went north.”

I looked at the woman and she looked at me. She’d saved my life. I owed her everything. But I didn’t have time to stick around and thank her. So I grabbed my bag from the car and I started running. And I ran and ran and ran for the better half of the next hour, on the side of the road, ready to jump into the trees as soon as I heard tires on distant gravel.

I found a creek where I was able to wash off my makeup. I changed back into my male clothes. And strangely enough, I felt like I was now in disguise, as if the skirt and tank top and wig and makeup were the real me. At least my sneakers were easier to run in.

And I kept on running until I was too tired to carry on. I slept for a few hours nestled between two mossy logs. It was far from ideal, and it was cold as hell, but I slept with a smile on my face, knowing I was free.

First thing in the morning, I heard a big truck coming down the road. I sprung to my feet and I flagged it down. He stopped for me, asked me where I was headed, and he gave me a ride all the way to Montana. He had the radio on the whole way, listening to music. Between songs, he would turn the volume down. He turned it down once while the radio host was describing my appearance—the man who got away from the cops two hours outside of New York City. I don’t think the trucker was listening, and if he was, he didn’t put two and two together. For the next twenty hours on the road, I listened to the radio carefully. They never described the twenty-something blonde that robbed the bank again. Now, they were only interested in finding me. It was right before I got out of the truck that I heard the breaking news—

“Police have arrested crime boss, Ben Peterson, at the JFK Airport.” The story brought a smile to my face. He was going to prison, facing more charges than Ted Bundy. And thank God for that. And I knew I would be safe, even if he sent his goons out to find me. They would never think to look into little blonde farm girls in Montana.

THE END


DESPERATE MEASURES

It’s one week until the last day of school, and Henry couldn’t be more excited. He can’t wait to get to his family cabin on the lake, and he can’t wait to start applying for colleges. But his hopes are crushed when he gets the results of his English exam back. Unless he wants to spend his summer upgrading his mark at the local community college, he’s going to need to convince his teacher, Mr. Lathery, to bump up the grade. And as they say: desperate times call for desperate measures.


CHAPTER I

It was the last week of school, and it couldn’t have been a better week. I’d spent the last month busting my ass to get my grades up, and I’d finally done it—at least, I thought I’d done it. We’d just finished our last big English exam, and for once, I felt like I’d nailed it. I had a smile on my face as I handed it over to Mr. Lathery. He smiled back at me.

He was a new teacher, probably the youngest in the school. He was the sub who filled in for Mrs. Belland after she had her baby at the start of the year. Apparently she decided that she wasn’t coming back, that she wanted to be a stay-at-home mom from now on, so they upgraded Mr. Lathery to full-time. And it sucked.

New teachers are the worst. They care too much, and they take their jobs way too seriously. With every assignment I submitted, he ruined me. One paper I submitted had six typos. He docked 5% for each typo—but it was the same typo five times. It should have only counted as one, in my opinion. No one ever told me that ‘its’ doesn’t need an apostrophe in its possessive form…

And with tests, he was especially bad. With written answers, you could get the answer totally correct, but if you spelled one word wrong, he marked the whole answer as wrong. He wanted perfection or nothing at all. So my grade fell from almost 80% down to 55%. My parents were furious. I tried to explain to them what was happening—that it was the teacher’s fault and not mine—but it wasn’t enough for them. “If you don’t get your grades back up above 70%, then you aren’t coming with us to the lake this summer. Simple as that,” my mother said to me. She was convinced that I wasn’t properly doing my homework, that I wasn’t paying attention during class. Nothing I said would change her mind.

I loved the lake. It was all that I looked forward to every year. We had a little cabin that overlooked the water. There was a little strip of beach, a rope swing, and a couple of canoes. I’d spent every summer on that lake since I was too small to remember. Sometimes I even dreamed about that glittering water, the sound of the forest birds waking up and singing. It was a magical place—and it was looking like I would miss it.

But I was determined to make one last stand. I stayed up late every night, studying, perfecting my grammar and spelling, learning all of the stupid poetry terms. I don’t know why I needed to know the difference between a metaphor and a simile, but I learned it by heart regardless. Goddamnit, I was going to that lake.

If I was going to get my grades up to 70%, then I needed to get 95% on my final English exam. I’d never gotten 95% on any exam, but that didn’t stop me from trying. And I really thought that I’d done it, too. When I was burning through that exam, I felt like I knew every answer. On the multiple choice page, I didn’t even have to read all of the available options—I read the questions and immediately knew the answers. It was a fantastic feeling. I wrote that whole exam with a smile on my face. And I couldn’t wait to get the marks back.

We got our grades three days later. Mr. Lathery walked up and down the rows of students, placing the marked exams facedown on the desks. I immediately flipped mine over, heart racing. And then I nearly threw up on my marked exam.

66%. I thought for a moment I had the wrong exam. I checked the name, and it was definitely my name. I opened it up to see if there was some mistake. Maybe the grade was written upside-down—maybe I’d really gotten 99%. That must be it, right?

Nope.

Almost half of the questions were marked with exes. I’d done quite well with the multiple choice—but that was about it. “No, no, no…” I mumbled under my breath as I flipped through the pages, hoping to find a note at the end that said, ‘Just kidding!’ but there was no note.

I wouldn’t be going to the lake that summer. My hopes and dreams were crushed with a single number written with red ink. And to make matters worse, I would have to retake English the next year—at some nighttime community college. I couldn’t get into any decent university with this grade. I wanted to cry—and I almost did. I had to bite my tongue until the school bell rang, and then I got out of that school as quickly as I could. I went into the little wooded area down the street, went in deep, and then I screamed as loud as I possibly could. It wasn’t fair. I hated Mr. Lathery’s guts. I wished Mrs. Belland wouldn’t have had that stupid baby. Then, I would be going to the lake, applying to my dream colleges—and I would be avoiding the shit-storm that was going to be my mother.

My mother wasn’t home when I got home. I wished she would have been, to get the reaming over with. So I just sat there and waited for her to come home from work. And my God, was I dreading that moment.

And then I had an idea: what if I could go in and change the grade in his computer? They did it all the time in movies—how hard could it really be?

My mom came home shortly after the idea came to me. “How did you do on your exam?” she asked.

“We haven’t gotten our grades back yet,” I said, forcing a big smile. Maybe it was impossible, but I wasn’t ready to give up hope just yet.


CHAPTER II

I wasn’t the only one reeling over the exam grades. Half the class showed up to school the next day with long faces. The other half didn’t show up at all. Classes were silent. I had a feeling there would be a few of my classmates sitting next to me at the community college that summer. I felt bad for them—I knew that pain. I’m sure there were a few among them who would be missing their summer vacation, just like me.

One of my friends, Andy, looked especially depressed—surprising, as he was one of the smarter guys in the class. He liked to tinker with computers in his spare time, and he was always writing little computer codes for fun. He even programmed his calculator to solve every trigonometry problem we faced in math. “Kill me,” he said when I took the seat next to him.

“Did you bomb the English exam, too?” I asked.

“What gave it away?” he said without lifting his face from the desk. “My parents are making me get a landscaping job this summer. When I showed them the exam, my mom said, ‘Well I guess it’s time to get some work experience on your resume!’ I’ve never seen so much disappointment on one face before.”

“Brutal,” I said.

“What did your mom do? I can’t imagine it was pretty,” he said, still with his face on that desk.

“I didn’t tell her,” I said. “How hard do you think it would be to break into Mr. Lathery’s computer?”

He perked up and looked over at me slowly, eyes wide. “What did you just say? You aren’t really thinking about that, are you?”

“Desperate times call for desperate measures. I thought about it all night. Mr. Lathery is new, and right now he’s swamped with exams. Have you seen his desk? And he’s actually going through and looking at every single letter on every single answer. There must be three-hundred exams on his desk. So there’s no way he would ever notice a couple of changed grades in the system, right?”

“You’re insane, Henry,” Andy said. “But now that I’m thinking about it, it wouldn’t be hard at all. I mean, all of the computers in the school are equipped with NetOp…” His gaze turned inward. “So really, you would just need to get onto the NetOp server. You could easily do that by brute-forcing the system—it might take a couple of hours—but once you’re in, you could hypothetically do anything. I mean, as long as his client is turned on and he’s connected to the internet.”

I stared at him, understanding maybe half of the words that just came out from his mouth. “In English, Andy,” I said.

“NetOp is remote access software. It’s for IT departments, so they can take control over your computer to fix issues, so that they don’t need to physically travel to your computer. We would just need to sign into the school’s NetOp server and connect to Mr. Lathery’s computer. Wait, are we actually doing this? My God, we could get into so much trouble. We’ll have to use an encrypted VPN, but that’s no problem. And to be safe, we should do it from a public computer, that can’t be traced to us. But what if he notices the changed grades? He’ll know it was us for sure.”

“Can’t we just change a few more grades, so there are more suspects if he notices?” I suggested.

“More changed grades means more chance of him noticing. We’ll have to find a balance.”

For the rest of that day, Andy was perked right up, his eyes glowing. His brain was developing the plan at a mile-a-minute. I didn’t even have to do anything—it was perfect… Too perfect.

Andy showed up at school the next day with a big smile on his face. “I’ve got it,” he whispered to me.

“Got what?”

“The password. I ran a brute-force program on the NetOp server login and got the password in just five minutes. You won’t even believe it—it’s just ‘123456’.” I didn’t know what brute-force meant, but I didn’t care. Judging by the giant smile on Andy’s face, we were in, and the plan was going to work. “Now we just need to go in and change the grades before he submits them to the school board.”

We met up after school, after the bell rang. We went up to the school library. The place was totally empty. Even the librarian was nowhere to be seen. I guess no one uses the library a week before school ends. No one in the school had any assignments due, no book reports, just a few upcoming tests. So the library was useless for most people. But for us, it was perfect, giving us the anonymity we needed to infiltrate the school’s grading system.

My heart was racing as Andy stuck a thumb drive into the computer and opened up a VPN program. “This is for extra anonymity,” he said, and then he booted up NetOp. The username was already filled in as ‘Clark County High School’. I watched as Andy typed in ‘123456’. A loading wheel began to spin. And a few seconds later, a long list appeared. It was a list of teachers and school staff. Some of the names had red dots next to them, some had green dots. “Red means that they’re either turned off or that they aren’t connected to the internet,” Andy explained, pointing at the screen.

There was a green dot next to Mr. Lathery—Ken Lathery (who even knew his first name was Ken?). I grabbed the mouse and went to click on his name, but Andy stopped me, grabbed my wrists and squeezing. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he said.

“Going in to change our grades,” I said.

“Don’t touch anything. You’re going to get us in some serious shit. Look…” He navigated over to a settings menu and he clicked a few buttons. “It’s currently set to notify the client when you access their device. You nearly ruined this whole thing.”

I scooched back slightly, feeling tense and hot. I would just let him figure it out. He was right—it was a close call. I’m glad he knew what he was doing. He unclicked the notification option. And we got a notification in red letters: ‘It is against the law to remotely access a computer without notifying the user. You MUST notify the user before accessing their system.’ Andy clicked a button that read ‘ACKNOWLEDGE’. “We have to change that back once we’re done.”

Now we were looking at that list again. And Mr. Lathery’s icon was still green. “What if he’s currently using his computer?” I asked.

“We can’t know until we establish remote connection,” Andy said. “So we need to be careful not to press any buttons or move the mouse until we know that he’s not using his computer.”

My heart was on the verge of exploding. I took a deep breath in, and then I found myself holding my breath. Andy clicked on Mr. Lathery’s name, and then he pulled his hands off of the keyboard and mouse as a loading wheel began to spin.


CHAPTER III

We both stared at that screen, neither of us blinking, neither of us breathing. It was the make-or-break moment. We both leaned closer, and then the screen went black—but just for a couple of seconds before it came back, onto a Facebook page. It was still. The cursor was in the middle of the screen and there was a chat window open at the bottom of the page.

There was a little red dot on the far right side of the taskbar. “If he notices it, he’ll know the remote server is on—assuming he even knows what it means. But it’s so small, I doubt he’ll notice,” Andy said, but despite his doubts, there was still a chance, and a chance was enough to give me heart palpitations.

Nothing was moving, but it was definitely his page. In the top corner was his picture and his name. And on the bottom of the screen were all of his document tabs—one of which was titled ‘ENGLISH 12 GRADES’. We both sat in complete silence, staring at the motionless screen.

“I don’t think he’s there,’ Andy said.

We gave it another second, waiting for it to move. It definitely wasn’t frozen. His friend list on the right side of the screen kept changing every few seconds as his friends logged in and out. “Okay, let’s do it then,” I said.

Andy reached for the mouse, but before he touched it, that cursor on the screen moved. Andy retracted his hands quickly. “Shit!” he said, his body becoming tense, his face pale. It was a damn-close call.

Mr. Lathery brought the cursor down to that open chat window. He clicked on the speech box and then typed, ‘Sorry, just had to use the bathroom.”

The friend he was talking to replied, ‘No problem. I probably should be heading out anyway. I’ll talk to you later, Ken. Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow at Kilkenny’s?’

‘Count me in,’ Mr. Lathery wrote. ‘See you.’ He closed the chat window and then he went to close Facebook, leaving just a blank internet page open. And then it went still again.

“If he leaves his computer open, we’re golden,” Andy said. “This might be our chance.”

But it wasn’t our chance. The cursor started moving again. It went up to the top left corner. He opened up an internet page with ‘private browsing’ turned on. Then he brought his cursor over to the web address box and started typing. Andy and I watched in complete silence, and that silence became deafening when he finished typing out ‘Tranny porn’.

My lips parted. A lump grew in my throat. My eyes were suddenly dry. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. He scrolled down a page of search results and then clicked on one of the links. And then we were inundated with pornographic images—women with big cocks participating in sexual acts. Andy was completely frozen. I at least had enough sense to turn and look around the room to make sure no one was watching.

“Is this real?” I managed to say.

“I think so,” Andy said.

But it got crazier. Mr. Lathery clicked on ‘SIGN IN’ and he filled out the username and password fields. The new page that loaded said, ‘Welcome, Premium User!’. He wasn’t just curiously navigating over to the tranny porn website—he was a premium user. He paid for it, and he knew his way around it like it was his own Facebook page. My God, it was too crazy to be true. “What do we do?” I asked. “We should close it, right?”

“I don’t know. I mean, he must be about to jerk off, right?” Andy said. “And if he jerks off, maybe he’ll go and take a shower after—maybe that’s our chance.”

“Well can’t we just sign back on once he’s done?” I said.

“And how will we know when he’s done? Don’t get me wrong, Henry, I don’t want to see this shit, but this might be our only chance before he submits the grades. This was your idea, after all.”

He was right—this may have been our only chance. We had no idea when those grades would be submitted, but it would likely be soon, seeing as we would be getting our report cards in just three days. We knew he was planning on going out to a bar the next night, but would that be too late? And would he even leave his computer open? So I guess we were stuck watching his crazy porn videos.

But it wasn’t videos he was interested in. Instead, he went over to the ‘WEBCAM’ section of the site, scrolled down a list of options, and picked one tranny without any hesitation. Her video feed loaded up, and he was quick to send her a message. ‘Hey beautiful,’ he wrote.

We watched as the lingerie-clad tranny leaned forward to respond. ‘You’re back!’ she wrote with a big smile on her face. She was surprisingly pretty, considering she was a man—and she really was a man, I think. The bulge of her dick was obvious, and she had no tits at all, just lingerie over her flat chest. So was she really a tranny, or just a cross-dresser? And what’s the difference? Implants? She had the long hair (maybe a wig) and the makeup, and she had the lingerie. Her nails were freshly painted pink, and she had big shining eyes like pretty girls have.

But she had a dick—so she was a guy. At least that’s how I saw it.

He sent her a decent tip, and then he moved over to a private chat with her. ‘What do you want today, big boy?’ she asked in the chat box.

‘I just want to see you get off,’ Mr. Lathery wrote. Andy cleared his throat. His face was completely white. The trans chick said something aloud, but we had our volume turned off for obvious reasons. She smiled and winked. She was kind of cute, considering the circumstances. I mean, I’d never seen a tranny that was convincing. Was she convincing though? Not entirely—but more than I’d ever seen. If I didn’t know, and if I couldn’t see the bulge of her dick, it would have taken me a moment to realize—that’s all I’m saying.

She leaned back and she spread her legs. Then, she reached down and started to rub that big bulge of hers. I could read her lips when she said, ‘You like that?’. Mr. Lathery wrote back, ‘Yeah, don’t stop.’ She brought her knees up and kept rubbing, rubbing all the way down until her fingertips were teasing her butthole, which was hardly covered by the lingerie. That bulge was getting bigger.

And then Mr. Lathery wrote, ‘I wish you were one of my students. I would make you stay behind after class.’

She winked, acknowledging the comment. Then she leaned forward to type in a message. ‘Would you pass me? Even if I’d been naughty?’

‘You’d be getting straight-As,’ he wrote.

I thought I heard a noise. I spun around to make sure no one had come into the library. As I spun, I accidentally knocked the mouse, sending the cursor across the screen. Andy grabbed me. “Dude!” he said. And we both stared at the screen in completely still silence.

‘Is that your fantasy? You want to fuck one of your students?’ the trans cam whore wrote.

‘If she looked anything like you, then absolutely.’ He didn’t seem to notice the cursor move—and if he did, he apparently didn’t think anything of it. Andy and I both let out a deep breath.

“Be more careful,” Andy said.

I spun around slowly to make sure we were still alone. And we were. The noise must have just been the settling floorboards in the old school.

The tranny whore leaned back and she started rubbing her dick again. She carefully fished it out from the thin strip of lingerie. Andy was now watching through the slits of his fingers. “Gross,” he said. I pretended to be just as grossed out. But I don’t know what was so gross about it. She was pretty good looking for a man, and she had a nice dick. It didn’t seem that strange to me. In fact, I could almost see whatever it was Mr. Lathery saw in her. There was an excitement to it—a taboo excitement that I’d never really felt before.

But still, I covered my eyes and watched through the slits between my fingers.


CHAPTER IV

We watched that trans cam whore cum all over herself, and then we watched as Mr. Lathery typed into the box: ‘I came so hard.’ Luckily we didn’t have to watch that.

‘Glad I could help,’ his trans date replied. He said his goodbye and then he closed down his internet browser. Then, he closed his whole computer, making the screen go black.

“Damnit!” Andy said, throwing his head back. “There goes all that hard work.”

“Is there no way to access his computer now?” I asked, my heart still pounding from the pornographic last twenty minutes.

“Not remotely. Looks like he’s the kind of guy that turns off his computer when he’s not using it. Who even does that anymore? Goddamnit…” Andy was shaking his head. My heart was sinking into the pit of my gut.

At least he’d already told his parents about his grade—he’d already suffered that wrath. I still had the wrath of my mother to face. And now it was looking like I would have the wrath of summer school on top of it.

“Well, at least we tried,” I said.

“What if we blackmailed him?” Andy said, staring blankly at the screen.

“With what? With the tranny porn thing?”

“Yeah.”

“How could we?”

“We could record the screen the next time he does it.”

“But who will believe it’s even him? There was nothing there to suggest that was him and not just some fake account we created. Besides, if we released that footage, wouldn’t he then know that we hacked into the remote thingy, and you saw that message—what we just did was illegal.”

Andy looked over at me. “It’s called anonymous blackmail. And he had his Facebook page open, remember? His name was right there, signed into his account…”

“He could claim it’s Photoshopped—a fake,” I said.

“Then he can claim that. It doesn’t mean anyone will believe him.” Andy smirked. I suppose we could have taped his screen, sent him the footage with an anonymous e-mail address, gave him a list of students and demand he give them all 99% grades… But it didn’t seem right. It already felt like we’d done something terribly, terribly wrong. Blackmail is a whole new level of wrong, especially seeing as Mr. Lathery didn’t technically do anything wrong. Sure, he was overly strict when it came to marking papers and tests, but he never wronged anyone. And to humiliate him for liking tranny porn seemed mean, especially since it really wasn’t so bad. It’s not like he was watching kiddie porn or weird torture stuff…

“I don’t think it’s a great idea,” I said.

“I was supposed to go to Yale, Henry. Now I’m looking at local colleges. This man ruined my life. Hell, instead of blackmailing him, we should just release the tape so that everyone can watch and laugh. We can ruin him the way he ruined us.” Henry’s face was red.

“Calm down, man,” I said. “We’ll figure this out. I’m sure there’s another way.”

And I spent the rest of that night alone in my room, trying desperately to think of another way. There must have been another way—after all of that, after the whole last month of constant studying, it couldn’t just end with a summer at community college.

My mom was starting to worry about my grades. I still hadn’t told her about my crappy exam mark, and she was starting to wonder whether she should give the school a call. I couldn’t keep the rouse going. And in case the bad mark wasn’t bad enough, if she called, she would certainly find out that I’d known my grade for days already—and then my punishment would be even worse.

And it just kept getting worse. Right before school the next morning, I found myself online, looking into the community college upgrading hours. I wanted to see what exactly I had to look forward to that summer. And of course it was five days a week, six hours each day, starting from the beginning of the course, covering everything we’d already covered that year. The thought of going through it all again made me nauseous. And what if I got a teacher just like Mr. Lathery? What if I just ended up with another crappy grade, and I had to do it a third time? I don’t think I could do it—I think I would have to drop out, forget my dreams of college, start looking into bartending jobs. You don’t need a good English grade for that, right?

Then I saw the teacher, listed on the website. It was Mr. Lathery. He was teaching the upgrading course that summer at the local community college. A whole new nausea hit me hard. I looked into other upgrading courses, looking into nearby towns. I would make the hour-long drive each day if I had to… But they were all booked solid—no more availability. There was only the class with Mr. Lathery. I was doomed. Taking the class would be pointless—I would never get that grade I needed with him as my teacher. But I knew my mom wouldn’t give me the choice.

I had to close down my computer and go for a walk. I needed fresh air before I passed out. And I almost did pass out. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I tried to think of some sort of solution—maybe I could see Mr. Lathery after class and beg. I could drop to my knees and cry and kiss his feet. I would do anything. He quite literally had my fate in his hands. And surely he must have had an ounce of sympathy somewhere in his body. Surely he wouldn’t ruin my life if he knew just how much power he had.

And that’s when I remembered that comment that he wrote to the tranny cam whore: ‘Would you pass me? Even if I’d been naughty?’ she asked.

‘You’d be getting straight-As,’ he told her. Was it just pillow talk, or did he mean it? Could I make him want to give me straight-As? Could I look like that girl with a little outfit and some makeup? The idea was completely insane, but I was desperate—and desperate times call for desperate measures.


CHAPTER V

Before I left for school, I snuck into my parents’ bedroom. They were both at work, unknowingly saving up for my expensive and hopeless upgrading class. I knew my mother had some skimpy lingerie (I wasn’t proud that I knew that) because I’d found it once when I was much, much younger, trying to find hidden Christmas presents. It was stuffed into the back of the closet, in a box—and sure enough, it was still there now. The box was covered in dust, as if it hadn’t been opened since I opened it all those years ago while looking for Christmas gifts.

It was a red lace one-piece. I felt so stupid stripping down in my parents’ bedroom to try it on. But I was so desperate that I didn’t even care how stupid I looked. If I could pull it off, it would be worth it. It’s not like I planned on sleeping with him—just some harmless flirting. I just wanted to get his hopes up so I could ask him to go in and change my mark—maybe tell him that I would be at his summer upgrading class. I could promise him some action at a later date, and then I would never have to hear from him again once that mark was updated on his computer. Was it a long shot? Hell yeah, but it didn’t seem like I had too many other options.

And there was a second potential positive to my plan. If he didn’t go for me in my mom’s lingerie and makeup, then he would at least know that I knew about his little tranny porn obsession. And maybe upgrading my mark would be enough to keep me quiet about it. I wasn’t proud of that silver-lining, but again, I was desperate.

Embarrassingly, the lingerie fit perfectly. Even my mom’s high-heels fit my feet perfectly. I found a couple of bra pads in the back of my mom’s closet, which fit perfectly into the cups of the lingerie, giving me a bit of a bust that didn’t look too silly. I found a pair of black stockings as well. But my thighs were still exposed and hairy, so I went to the bathroom to shave my legs smooth. My hands were shaking slightly while I ran the razor down my legs. I was actually doing this—I really must have lost my mind.

In our basement was a feathered blonde wig, from a costume party my mom went to years before. It was a 70s-themed party, and my mom went as Farah Fawcett, with the red bathing suit and everything. I put the wig on. It looked silly, with the hair all flipped back, but I needed to make it work. I ran upstairs and plugged in my mom’s hair straightener. I spent the next half an hour styling that wig. I couldn’t get all of the little flips out, but I at least brought it from the 70s to the 90s. And more-or-less straight, it looked more natural on my head. Though I still just looked like a guy in a wig and lingerie. Though when I covered out my face as I looked into the mirror, I didn’t look bad. In fact, the longer I looked at myself, the more I started to buy it.

Standing in the heels helped quite a bit, even though they were already starting to hurt my feet. They forced me onto my toes, which forced my butt to perk out, giving me a curviness that brought the whole thing together. But as soon as my hand wasn’t in front of my face, the illusion fell apart. Maybe it was just makeup that I needed, but there was no time. I only had fifteen minutes before my first class, and school was a fifteen minute jog away. So I put my pants on over the stockings and I put a shirt on over the lingerie.

And even though the sexy little outfit was covered up as I walked into the school, my heart was still pounding. I was wearing lingerie at school. There was just a thin layer of fabric stopping my classmates from seeing tight red lace. I would just have to bend over to pick up a pencil and the whole thing would be ruined—my shirt would ride up to expose my lace-clad back. So I had to be extra careful.

As you can imagine, I got nothing done at school that day. I’m not sure I was able to pay attention for more than a straight minute before my mind wandered away and I started to question what the hell I was doing. Was I really going to walk into Mr. Lathery’s class after school to try and seduce him, while dressed like a chick? And did I really expect him to go with it, just because of a comment he made in a porno chat box? How could I even be sure that comment was written by him? Maybe there was someone else using his computer.

It was around lunch when the reality of the whole scheme came rushing back to me. It was too insane. I couldn’t go through with it. And then I saw Andy sitting alone in the back stairwell. He had his face in the palms of his hands. “Hey man, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“My parents are sending me to a military summer school. I leave next week. My life is over,” he said.

“You’re eighteen—you can just say no.”

“That’s what I said—and then they told me that my other option was to go find somewhere else to live. And if I did that, I would have to get a full-time job, and the only full time job I can get right now is at McDonald’s. And where can I go from there? It’s a dead-end. At least the military pays for college… not that there’s any point in going anymore…” He was totally devastated. His face was pale, his eyes red. It looked like he’d been up all night crying and throwing up.

And the sight of his defeat alone was enough to make me reconsider. What did I really have to lose? Even if I failed miserably at seducing Mr. Lathery (which was very possible, if not probable) then it’s not like he could tell anyone without his little secret coming out. Though I suppose it would be an awkward summer in his classroom if the whole thing failed—but it would be an awkward summer for both of us in that community college classroom.

As I left Andy in the stairwell, I saw two girls emerge from the girl’s change room next to the gymnasium. They were going to the last volleyball practice of the year—the last game was that night. I had the crazy idea of slipping in to steal their clothes. I didn’t even really think about how crazy it was until I was in the room. I even found myself saying, “What the hell am I doing?” aloud to myself as I went from locker to locker, trying to find their clothes. It’s not like I planned on keeping the clothes—I was just going to borrow them for the afternoon. I needed something more than just the lingerie, seeing as I would have to make my way from the change room to Mr. Lathery’s classroom after school, which meant I would have to walk the whole length of the school, which meant I would almost certainly pass at least a janitor and maybe another teacher… Hopefully none of my fellow classmates.

I found a pile of clothes in one of the lockers. I didn’t stop to make sure it fit. I didn’t even stop to see what it was. I was just satisfied with having some female clothes to complete the disguise. I stuffed the clothes into my bag where my mother’s wig and makeup kit was hidden, and I got the hell out of there before anyone noticed me.

There were two periods left before school came to a close—just two hours of lecturing. Though it felt like ten hours of torture. I found myself staring at the clock, watching it tick by in super-slow-motion. As the hour of insanity drew closer and closer, the rumbling in my gut became stronger and stronger. Soon, I would be in my teacher’s classroom, dressed like a little slut, trying to seduce my male teacher. And if it worked, I would be the biggest hero the school had ever known. I would get him to change my grade, Andy’s grade, and maybe more grades—or maybe I would just find myself in a horribly humiliating situation.


CHAPTER VI

My legs were shaking when the school bell finally rang and I stood up. I looked over at Mr. Lathery, who was walking over to his desk where there was still a small pile of papers waiting to be marked. Once that pile was through, the grades would be submitted, and it would be too late. It was now or never.

So I left the classroom and I went to my locker. I moved slowly, and I just stared blankly into my locker as I waited for the other students to filter out of the school so there would be no witnesses when I slipped into the change room. I walked very, very slowly over to that change room, and then I pretended to stare at the bulletin board while I waited for a clear coast. It didn’t take long. I slipped into the men’s change room, as the women’s change room was being used again by the volleyball girls. I locked the door behind me.

My heart was pounding, but I had to go through with it. I’d come that far. If my plan worked, then my summer would begin in just three days—a beautiful summer at the lake, free from the stresses of academia, free from the wrath of my mother.

I took a deep breath and then I started to unload my bag. I laid everything out along the bench. Apparently, I’d stolen a short skirt and a white blouse from that change room during lunch. The outfit was a little bit small on me, but with the top buttoned down, it was more-or-less fine. It was a bit slutty, but I suppose that’s what I was going for.

The door rattled. Someone was trying to get in. I froze. A more appropriate reaction would have been to hide, or to get changed back into my male clothes before the person went to get a key to open the door. But instead I just stood there in a rigid paralysis. “Are you sure this is even where you left them?” a voice said from the other side of the door.

“Positive,” said another voice.

“Well, I guess you’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”

“Damn, oh well. Maybe I can just borrow my brother’s sneakers.”

The pair walked away, and my heart finally started beating again. Thank God I locked that door.

I kept going with my transformation. I got my wig on, which took a bit of time to get just right, and then I migrated over to the mirrors. I set up my makeup supplies on the edge of the sink, and I got started. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I knew I could figure it out. How hard could it be?

It turns out, it’s pretty hard. The parts you’d think would be easy turned out to be especially difficult—like lipstick. My God, why is it so hard to put on lipstick? I had to wash my face and restart five times before I didn’t look like a clown. There’s a real art to getting dolled up. Getting the eyeliner on nicely wasn’t hard, but it was damn-hard to get my eyes to match. Maybe it was too ambitious to go for the little flicks on the sides of my eyes. One flick always seemed a little bit bigger than the other, no matter how many times I wiped and restarted. I finally settled with a ‘close-enough’ attempt.

But after an hour in that change room, I still looked like a boy. I took out my phone and brought up a picture of a girl. I stared at both pictures, trying to figure out what was so different about her face. There was nothing about my face that was distinctly male. I didn’t have a chiselled jawline, and I didn’t have harsh features.

After staring at the image (and many others) and my own reflection for long enough, I realized the big difference was my eyebrows. All of the women in the pictures had thin, carefully shaped eyebrows. I couldn’t find any pictures of girls with natural, bushy eyebrows (except for a few, who happened to look more like men). So I took the tweezers from my mom’s makeup kit and brought them up to my brow.

But I paused. Was I really going to shape my eyebrows? That’s not exactly something you can wash off afterwards… But what other choice did I have? I had to be convincing, or this whole thing was a waste of time—the whole school year was a waste of time. I had to do it for my summer, for my future, for Andy’s future. I took a deep breath, and I started plucking. It hurt at first, but I got used to it quickly. I tried to match a picture I pulled up of a girl who had a similar face to me. And hell, I did a pretty good job. Sadly, my phone died as I kept the picture up with my screen saving mode turned off.

But now, I really looked like a chick. I looked so much like a chick that I caught myself grinning like an idiot. This whole crazy scheme might just work. I sprayed myself with a bit of perfume for an added touch.

I stuffed my things into one of the lockers and I started towards the door. As I reached for the lock, I realized I didn’t have a voice. I never practiced my girl voice. I tried saying a couple of lines out loud, but I had no idea how the hell I sounded. I didn’t have a phone to record myself or a friend to tell me if I sounded like a chick or a chipmunk. In my head I thought I sounded okay. But I could still remember the first time I heard my voice in a recording, and it sounded nothing like what I thought I sounded like. Now was probably no different. I thought I sounded like a girl, but I probably sounded more like Elmo.

But did I have time to look for a recording device? Did I even have time to practice? What time was it? My phone was dead and I didn’t wear a watch. There were no clocks in that change room, no clocks in the school hallways. And soon, those exam grades would be submitted into the system. I had to ride on faith. So I took a deep breath and I opened that change room door. The light from the desolate school made me wince. Or maybe it was the rush of anxiety—the moment I’d been dreading all day was finally upon me.


CHAPTER VII

I peeked into the window of his classroom. I couldn’t see his desk from that window, but the lights were on, so I had a feeling he was in there. I reached for the handle and noticed my hand shaking. There was still time to turn around. But my body refused to accept defeat, no matter how hard I willed myself to walk away from that classroom, to return to that change room, to forget I’d ever even thought of doing something so crazy.

I turned the knob, but the door was locked. My heart sunk into my stomach. Was he gone for the evening? Did he finish his stack of papers and leave, forgetting to turn his classroom light off? And were the grades submitted? Was I too late? I tried knocking, but there was no answer. “Shit,” I muttered under my breath.

I turned around and started to walk away, and then I heard the lock flipping behind me. I turned around, and there he was, standing in the doorway, his cheeks a shade of red. “I’m sorry about that. Can I help you?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to speak. I didn’t anticipate crippling anxiety in my original plan. But the fact of the matter was, I had no idea how to seduce a man. I’d never even been able to get a girl to go on a date with me—how was I going to seduce an adult male? “I, uh, was wondering if I could talk to you about my grade,” I said before the lump in my throat was too big to push words past.

“Um, yeah, sure,” he said. He cleared his throat. “But I don’t believe I have you in any of my classes. Sorry, what’s your name?”

My legs were trembling slightly—but it probably didn’t look slight thanks to the heels I wasn’t used to walking in. “I’m in your last period class,” I said. I wanted to turn around and run but I was completely frozen. It was a miracle I was able to speak.

He stared at me with narrowed eyes. “Are you sure?” he said. Did he really not recognize me? Could he really not tell that I was a dude in a skirt and a wig?

“I’m sure,” I said.

He stared at me for another moment, but it just didn’t seem to click. “And your name?” he said.

I had to tell him my name sooner or later if he was going to change my grade. But my God, it was impossible to bring that name to the tip of my tongue. I took a deep breath. “Walsh,” I said, just giving him my last name.

“Walsh?” he said. “I have a Henry Walsh, but no…” Finally, it clicked. His eyes widened and his face flushed. He cleared his throat again and looked up and down the hall. “Um, okay, come on in. Uh, is this… I mean… what are you doing with that…” He couldn’t finish a sentence to save his life as he zipped over to his computer. He couldn’t even look me in the eyes. “I mean, let’s have a look at your exam. So you aren’t happy with your grade?” His cheeks were dark red now. He was probably starting to wonder if I knew about his secret, or if this was all just a coincidence. He looked at his computer screen. “Oh weird, how did this get here? Did I leave this open?”

I walked over to his desk slowly.

“So you got, um, 66% on your exam.” He looked up at me, but only for a second before his eyes darted back to his screen. He couldn’t look at me for more than a second without becoming terribly uncomfortable. He kept clearing his throat, sitting upright, and fixing his collar.

“I think that I should have gotten a much higher grade,” I said sheepishly. I felt so damn stupid. I didn’t have the balls to try and seduce him. It was taking all of my willpower just to stand in front of him like that.

“Why do you think that?” he asked, clearing his throat yet again.

“Well, I got most of the questions right, but you docked me grades for misspelled words,” I said. “I just think you could have been a bit more lenient with me.” I took the seat across from him.

“But it’s important that you get the whole questions right—and that includes the spelling.”

“Right, but the answers were right,” I said. I put my hands on my lap, so he couldn’t see them trembling.

He stared at me for a few seconds—a record since realizing who I was—and then he said, “Well, I can’t just change your grade. I marked everyone with the same standard. I’m sorry.” His eyes darted away again.

“Well can’t you just give us all a break—just this once?”

He smiled. “I’m sorry. There’s not much I can do for you. But if you don’t mind, I’ve still got about eight exams left to grade.”

I looked down at that pile. It was tiny now. In an hour, the grades would be final. “There must be something I can do to change your mind,” I said.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t help you.”

“Anything,” I said, my heart pounding.

He was slower to respond this time. His face reddened slightly. “Um, well, I—well, I’m sorry. But I can’t do anything for you. See?” He turned his screen to me, to show me the inputted grades. They weren’t submitted, still just on a document on his computer.

“Can’t you just change the number?” I asked.

“No,” he said, and he was lying—hoping it would get me out of that classroom quicker. I would have believed him, too, had Andy not explained the whole process to me. But what could I do? Could I call him on his lie? All he would have to do is tell me that I was wrong, and there was nothing I could say. I didn’t exactly have any evidence to use against him.

But then I noticed the little red dot on the bottom right corner of his screen. It was the NetOp icon. Someone was monitoring his system, and I had a good feeling it was Andy. And it must have been. When Mr. Lathery sat down at his desk, he’d said, “Oh weird, how did this get here? Did I leave this open?” While we were talking in the doorway, Andy must have gone in to try and quickly change the grades.

So even if Mr. Lathery didn’t want to change the grades, there was still hope. I just needed to distract Mr. Lathery for a few minutes, so Andy could make the changes.

“If there’s nothing else, I really need to get back to this,” Mr. Lathery said.

I swallowed the last of my pride. It was all or nothing. “There’s one more thing,” I said.


CHAPTER VIII

He stared at me with those wide, nervous eyes. “What’s that?” he asked.

“Well, I probably won’t be going to college next year now, which means that this is my last week of school—probably ever,” I said. My heart was pounding so hard, I was worried it was going to break through my ribcage. I took a deep breath. “And, well, I’ve always had this little fantasy.”

His eyes lit up, but he did his best to keep his cool. “I’m not following you,” he said, lying obviously.

“Well, I guess you could call it a teacher fantasy, if you know what I mean…” I said, looking into his eyes. “Your door is locked, right?”

He swallowed and smiled nervously. “Um, not right now, no. But, uh, if you’re saying what I think you’re saying, this is, um, highly inappropriate.”

I got up and walked over to the door. I flicked the lock. “No one has to know,” I said. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. It was like a foreign entity had taken control of my body and I was now acting completely against my own will. It’s amazing what a person can do when they’re absolutely desperate.

He tried to reply, but he was too overwhelmed.

“Come here,” I said, hopping up onto one of the desks, letting my legs dangle over the edge.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said.

“Am I being too naughty, Mr. Lathery?” I asked.

He cracked a grin for just a second—enough of a grin to let me know I was making progress. He wasn’t throwing himself at me, but there was still hope. I just needed to get him away from that computer for a couple of minutes, long enough for Andy to realize it was left unattended so he could make the changes to the grades.

And it worked. Mr. Lathery stood up and walked towards me. I smiled, holding back an elated scream of joy. But then he walked right by me, to the door. He unlocked it and said, “I think you should go home.”

I brought my heeled feet up onto the desk. “Don’t you want to see what’s under my skirt first?”

He cleared his throat. “I can’t change your grade,” he said. “I’m sorry, but I just can’t do it. My mind isn’t changing.”

“If I can’t change your mind, can I at least get you off?” I asked. I spread my legs slightly, turning myself towards him just enough that he could see up my skirt. I smiled. I felt like such a filthy slut, and for some reason, I was into it. It was so exciting. I felt so sexy. I’d never felt sexy before, but my God, was it a great feeling!

“Are you recording this or something?” he asked.

I smiled. “Only if you want me to,” I said.

He finally let a smile slip. “Yeah?” he said.

My heart stuttered. I didn’t actually expect him to cave. I really just thought I could get him to falter for long enough in the doorway, so that Andy could change the grades. But instead, he zipped over to his computer, minimized the grades document, and he turned on his webcam. He pressed the record button, and then he turned to me. “Are you serious about this right now?” he asked.

The monitor was facing me. I could see myself on his screen, in a little box as I sat up on the desk. “Totally,” I said. My heart was aflutter. If Andy was watching—and seeing as that little red dot was still on, it was likely—then he was now staring at me, dressed as a girl, on Mr. Lathery’s desk.

“I had no idea you were such a naughty slut,” he said to me with a big grin as he began to unbutton his shirt.

“Me? I’m the naughtiest slut you’ll ever put your hands on,” I said. “Even if you won’t change the grades, I’ll still be your filthy whore.” I tried to say it loud enough that Andy could hear it—so he knew to change the grades. I didn’t want him to think that I was getting Mr. Lathery to change the grades. What a disaster that would be—to get down and dirty with Mr. Lathery and have Andy think he didn’t need to change anything because of it.

I kept an eye on that screen. It was the perfect time for Andy to make the changes. Mr. Lathery’s back was to the screen. But the screen remained unmoved. My heart was racing. I wanted that cursor to move so badly. Why wasn’t he doing it?

Mr. Lathery let his shirt drop on the floor. He started walking towards me. I smiled, looking up at him. He put his hands on my arms. “You smell nice,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said, looking up, into his eyes. I only looked away for a second, to see if that cursor had moved. It hadn’t.

He leaned forward and started kissing my neck. “Don’t ever tell anyone about this,” he said. “It would be a disaster for both of us.”

“Okay,” I said. His stubble was tickling my neck. It felt kind of nice, aside from the horrible anxiety that came with it. My male teacher was kissing my neck and caressing my arms, thinking I was going to get him off. And if Andy didn’t hurry the hell up, I might have no choice…

He came up from my neck, looked me in the eyes, and then he kissed me on the lips. I really didn’t want to kiss back, but I had to do it. I’d come that far, and I needed to keep his attention on me, and not on that screen behind him. His hands slipped down, onto my legs. He started caressing my legs, pushing up my short skirt. He pulled me forward, so my butt was on the edge of the desk. Now he was pressed against me, holding my legs up at his sides. I could feel his bulge right up against my bum—the desk was the perfect height. And he was getting bigger.

I couldn’t see past him now. He was blocking my view of the screen. All Andy could see was Mr. Lathery’s back and my dangling heeled feet. He undid his belt, unzipped his fly. I tried to lean to the side to see the screen, to see if the grade changing was almost complete so I could get the hell out of there. But I couldn’t see anything. Mr. Lathery noticed me trying to look at the screen. He looked back and then he looked at me. “What’s up?” he said.

“I, uh, just thought I heard something outside.”

“The blinds are closed and the windows are locked. Don’t worry about that,” he said. “Now give me your hand.” I gave him my hand. He took it and brought it down to his crotch.


CHAPTER IX

I bit my tongue to stop myself from resisting. I had no choice—I had to do it. If I started resisting now, the whole thing could fall apart. He pushed my hand down the front of his boxers, and then I felt it: his long, warm cock. “Rub it, baby,” he said.

Reluctantly, I wrapped my fingers around it. It was so big—way bigger than mine. I started stroking it, closing my eyes as I counted the seconds in my head—the seconds until the whole thing was done and over with. He was already rock-hard, throbbing powerfully. I was jerking off my teacher. And I wasn’t even guaranteed the grade I was hoping for…

“Just like that,” he said through clenched teeth. He let out a long sigh of relief. I fished his cock out from his boxers, bringing it out into the open. “You like that dick, baby?” he said.

I smiled. “I love it,” I said. I have to say, it wasn’t as bad as I would have thought. I didn’t cringe as I held it, and I didn’t wince away at the sight of it. It was actually strangely mesmerizing, the way his bulbous tip looked as it was constantly covered and uncovered, the way it was slowly turning a shade of red.

He bent forward to kiss my neck again. It was the perfect opportunity to lean over to see that computer screen. But he noticed again. He looked into my eyes with a narrowed gaze and said, “You’re trying to see yourself, aren’t you? You really are a dirty slut. You want to see yourself sucking my dick?”

I forced a smile, my heart pounding. “Yeah,” I said.

He tugged me off of the desk. I nearly lost my balance in those tall heels. “On your knees,” he said.” I looked over at the computer screen. Goddamnit—it still hadn’t moved. I sunk down to my knees, finding myself face-to-face with his big pulsing erection. “Go ahead, slut. Suck it.”

We were profile to the camera. If Andy was there—and I was starting to wonder—then he was about to watch me suck our teacher’s cock. I took a deep breath and then I leaned forward, opening my mouth, closing my eyes, hoping it wouldn’t be so bad. His warm throbber slipped through my lips, onto my tongue. His fingers nestled into my hair. “Oh yeah,” he said. “Just like that.”

And I sucked his cock. What I couldn’t get into my mouth, I stroked with my hand. And it really wasn’t so bad. In fact, it was kind of satisfying every time he groaned in pleasure. I was actually getting him off. I was hot enough to make him hard as stone, hot enough to get him to break every rule in the teacher’s handbook. And that felt strangely nice. And not to mention, his cock sliding on my tongue was a strangely pleasant feeling, feeling all of his pulsing veins, tasting the sweet tinge of his pre-cum.

But it was all pointless if Andy didn’t wake the hell up and do his part of the job. I did my best to look over with that cock in my mouth. My heart skipped a beat. The grade document was now covering the video window. Andy was doing it! He was actually going in and changing the grades!

I kept sucking and slurping, massaging his ball sack, making him groan and moan. “Stand up,” he said. Before I could stand, he grabbed my arms and pulled me to my feet. I wasn’t expecting him to drop to his knees, or to sink his head under my skirt. I didn’t know what to do. He was fishing my cock out from my lingerie. I flinched when he touched it, and then I went totally stiff when I felt his warm, wet mouth around my rod. He was sucking me off.

I looked over at that screen. I could see the cursor moving, the numbers changing. Just another minute, and it would all be done.

A warm shudder pulsed through me. My legs trembled. Suddenly, his sucking felt really, really good. I looked down at him. “Whatever you’re doing, don’t stop,” I said. My God, it felt so good. He was tickling my tip with the tip of his tongue, massaging my shaft with my lips. I have no idea how he was doing it, but shit, it felt great. I slipped my hands behind his head and pulled him tighter into my crotch. “Oh God, don’t stop.” He got me so hard. My crotch was tingling with euphoria. I was starting to worry he was going to make me come, but I think that’s what he wanted. The euphoria became so overwhelming, I ended up stumbling back into one of the desks.

He stood up with a big smile on his face. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he said. “Turn around.” I followed the order. As soon as my back was to him, he bent me over. I clutched the edge of the desk before falling on my face. He flipped up my skirt and stepped forward, pressing his throbbing, wet erection up between my butt cheeks.

My heart was slamming hard into my chest. “Not too hard,” I said. “I’m a virgin.”

“Not for long,” he said with a grin in his voice.

I looked over. The screen was back to the video window. I could see Mr. Lathery mounting me, his cock in his hand, pressing it into my anus. I took a deep breath and hoped that Andy wasn’t watching anymore. And then I felt him slide in. I was so tight, but I bit my tongue and powered through. I thought about stopping him. There was no need to carry on anymore—the grades were changed. But I was curious to see it through. I wanted to see if I really could get him off, if I was really sexy enough.

He slid in deeper and deeper. It didn’t hurt, as long as I wasn’t clenching—which wasn’t easy. Once his pelvis was finally up against my bum, I swear I could feel the tip of his cock up in my chest. I took a deep breath. So much for being gentle.

He started to thrust himself in and out of my body. He was pounding my ass so hard, the desk I was on would scooch an inch with every penetration. His pelvis made a swift slapping noise every time he came down. And it felt so good. I started moaning, unable to hold it back. My cock was rock-hard, tingling, throbbing as if I was about to come, even though I wasn’t touching it.

And he was grunting, his fingertips digging into my sides. I’m pretty sure I heard him call me a whore a few times, and a slut a few more times. And as he stuffed my butt, I started thinking about the lake. There were always a few cute guys at the lake in the neighbouring cabins. I wondered if I could seduce them as well. I started picturing myself laying on that little strip of beach, in a bikini, the warm sun on my body. Maybe this was something I could get used to. Maybe I felt sexy in that little skirt and blouse for a reason—maybe that was my soul trying to tell me something.

“I’m going to fucking come,” he groaned, coming down harder than ever.

“Do it. Fucking come in me, baby,” I said. “I want your hot load deep inside my little asshole.” I pushed my butt back with each of his thrusts. I wanted it so badly. I wasn’t just playing a part anymore. Now I was into it. I didn’t want it to end, and I couldn’t help but think it didn’t have to end. Maybe this was just the beginning.

He came. I became tense, gasping. I’d never felt anything like it, like a blast of pure ecstasy surging through my veins. I was completely tense one moment, then a limp puddle the next, squirming and moaning on that desk as the last few blasts filled me full.

I left that classroom with the biggest smile on my face, and I left him with the biggest smile I’d ever seen. My smile probably broke the record the next afternoon when the grades went out. My final grade was 81%, not just back to where it was before Mr. Lathery took over, but it was even higher.

Andy’s face was glowing as he looked at his final grade. He looked over at me with a big smile and said, “I owe you big time.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said. I didn’t even care that he knew, that he saw the whole thing. He seemed to think that I just did it for the grades, but that’s not entirely true. I could have stalled Mr. Lathery in one-hundred different ways. I could have teased him for long enough, or I could have just gone into that classroom with my regular clothes on and asked him to help me with some assignment. But I chose to seduce him, and I chose to go through with it, because deep down, I really wanted to. I could see that now, and I was fine with it.

My mom was ecstatic about my grade. So were the colleges I applied to. And that was all fine and good, but what I was really excited about was my new little cross-dressing secret—which probably wasn’t going to stay a secret for much longer.

THE END


PHOTOSHOOT

Nathan has wondered about his photography-student-wife’s sexuality for years, but when he finally finds a box of photos from his wife’s previous relationship, the debate is over: his wife once had a sexual relationship with another woman. The question now is, does she still think about being with women?

The answer to that question starts to become clear after his wife’s boudoir model drops out the day before a big assignment is due, and the lingerie just happens to perfectly fit Nathan.


CHAPTER I

My wife, Jennie, had no idea that I knew about her secret past. I couldn’t believe it stayed a secret for so long—it really shouldn’t have. The clues were everywhere, for years. I guess it was just too hard to believe that my wife was once in a lesbian relationship.

The first clue should have clicked in my brain a few weeks after we got married. We’d just gotten a new television for our bedroom, and she had the idea of watching porn while we had sex. I let her pick the porn, and she picked a lesbian video. “I thought it would turn you on,” she said, and she was right. It was a while before I started to realize she was putting on lesbian porn more often than not when we made love.

One time I jokingly pointed it out. She laughed and said, “I guess I just really like their outfits. And they do their hair so pretty.” I assumed it was a girl thing.

And then I found the photos online. I don’t know whether I can call them damning, but they were damn close. We were out for lunch and she’d let a name slip: Veronica. I’d never heard the name before. I asked who Veronica was, and she said, “Oh, just a friend from photography school.” I did some digging online that night, after Jennie went to sleep. I thought it was strange that we’d been together for eight years and she’d never mentioned any Veronica.

After a good amount of searching, I found a Veronica that went to the same photography school as Jennie. And Veronica’s profile picture was of her kissing another woman. Her sexual preference was set to ‘women’, and all of her pictures were set to public. I honestly thought I had the wrong woman, until I found a picture of her with my wife. It was a ten year old picture, and there were a few more to go with it. One of the photos was my young wife and this Veronica woman kissing. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of the photo.

I decided not to mention it. I convinced myself that it was nothing—that most women go through a ‘messing around’ phase. Girls kiss girls all the time, right?

Though I was starting to have doubts about my wife’s sexual preferences—but I wasn’t convinced. After a while, I forgot about the whole lesbian thing—until my wife enrolled into a new photography class that specialized in boudoir photography. My wife had always been into photography, but I never knew she had any interest in taking photos of almost-naked women. She was excited about the course, and when I asked her, “Why boudoir?” she told me that she just really liked the elegance of it.

I didn’t say anything—though I wanted to, and I almost did when she showed me a picture of the model she had coming over for a shoot. “Do you think she looks like a small or an extra small?” she asked me before making a run down to the lingerie store to buy the outfits for the shoot.

“I’d say a small,” I said.

I hadn’t seen my wife that excited since our wedding day. And I wouldn’t have been so nervous about it had the model not looked almost exactly like Veronica. If my wife was secretly a lesbian (or bisexual), then she definitely had a type.

“Do me a favour while I’m at the store,” Jennie said, “Go into the basement and look for my old tripod. My new one has been acting funny lately.” So I spent the better half of that afternoon in the basement, digging through our storage room for a tripod I’d never even seen before. I dug through box after box, getting deeper and deeper into that dark, cobweb-riddled room.

Finally, I found a box labelled ‘MISC. PHOTOGRAPHY 2008’. I opened up the box, and stuffed inside was the tripod. I pulled it out, and then I noticed a pile of photographs. I looked at them. Most of them were super artsy—probably old projects for classes. Then I found an unmarked envelope. Inside were photos of Veronica and my wife—sometimes together, sometimes alone, all taken on the same bed. The photos started in lingerie and ended up naked. This Veronica chick had a tight body, with small perky tits.

There was even a photo of my wife spreading her legs, showing off her pussy. In another photo, Veronica’s hand was reaching in, rubbing my wife’s clit. The raciest of the photos was of my wife on her back, looking up into the camera lens. She had a strap-on cock in her pussy, her hands on her tits. Her cheeks were red, the way they always got before she came.

So it was true—my wife did have a secret lesbian relationship with a woman named Veronica. And I wasn’t entirely sure what I was supposed to do with that knowledge. Do I say something? Should I be jealous? Should I be angry? It didn’t mean that she loved me any less, did it?

There were two more boxes labelled ‘MISC. PHOTOGRAPHY 2008’ shoved into the corner of that storage room. I opened them up to see what else I could find. And I found tons of photos of Veronica with my wife. Apparently their relationship was much more than a little fling. I even found a set of photos from a boudoir shoot, where Veronica was the model. More than the sex photos, that boudoir shoot made me the most nervous. Because it made me think that the boudoir shoot my wife was currently setting up for had something to do with those old times with her lesbian lover.

At the bottom of the final box I looked in, I found the strap-on from the photos, as well as a few other toys.

If that stage of her life really was over, then why keep the sex toys? Why keep all of the sexy photographs? We’d moved four times since we’d been together. I even remembered moving those very boxes from one storage room to the next. The evidence was literally right under my nose the whole time.


CHAPTER II

I thought about confronting my wife. I really thought that I was going to when I saw her car pull into the driveway. I paced around the kitchen, trying to think of the best way to tell her that I knew about her lesbian past. I even had the words ready on the tip of my tongue. But before I could push them out, I saw her pale face and her glossy eyes. She looked like she was out of breath, like there was something very, very wrong.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“My model just dropped out on me. This is a disaster. I’m having a panic attack.” She brushed by me and went straight for the computer. She started writing out a Facebook post, asking her friends if they knew any models who would be available last minute.

“Can’t you just do it another day? Maybe she’s free tomorrow,” I said.

“The project is due tomorrow, Nathan!” she snapped. She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to yell at you. It’s just—I was so excited to show the class what I could do. Now I’m going to have nothing to show.”

“And you can’t get an extension?” I asked.

“I can, but I’ll miss the presentation—and that’s the whole point.”

I watched as she pulled out her phone. She tried calling friends, but they were all busy. She looked like she was about to cry, and I hated seeing her like that. I’d backed off of my attempt at confronting her. It really wasn’t a big deal—so she had a lesbian relationship back when she was in college. What girl doesn’t mess around with other girls? My only concern was that she’d never told me. I wouldn’t have even cared if she had.

I’m sure I already knew her response: ‘Well it never came up,’ she would have said. Though I’m sure there were hundreds of times she could have mentioned it. I’d mentioned all of my past relationships dozens of times over the span of our relationship, and she’d mentioned all of her male relationships before. It was just the female one (or maybe there was more than one) that never ended up being mentioned.

An hour went by, and my wife only got more upset. She posted an ad, even offered to pay someone one-hundred bucks, but she was unsuccessful. The lights that were already set up in our bedroom would have to come down. The lingerie she’d bought especially for that shoot would have to be returned, or stored away for another boudoir shoot in the future. And all I could do was picture my wife sitting in that photography classroom as all of her classmates went up to present their projects. And when the teacher calls her name, she just forces a smile and says that she has nothing to show.

“No one, huh?” I said to her, as she shuffled over to the bedroom to take down the lights.

“Nope,” she said.

I rubbed her shoulders. “I wish I could help,” I said.

“Thanks, babe.”

I laughed. “Maybe I could put on the lingerie and a wig and you can just shoot me from behind,” I said. It was a joke. I definitely wasn’t expecting her to jump on the offer.

But she turned around and looked at me with her big, glowing eyes. “Really?” she said.

“Um,” I said, and I wasn’t sure what to say next. I didn’t really want to put on women’s underwear and be the star of a photo-shoot that would be shown to thirty complete strangers. I didn’t need my wife’s classmates staring at my hairy ass. “I was just kidding,” I said.

“No, This will actually work. You’re a genius. Oh my God, you’re a lifesaver, Nathan!” she said, suddenly perked right up with a big smile on her face. I couldn’t say no to that smile, but I sure wanted to. I couldn’t bear to break her heart, to see that long face again. Even though she’d kept a major secret from me for eight years (and counting), I still loved her to death.

“I don’t think that underwear you bought will hide my ding-dong, Jennie,” I said.

“There will be a bit of a bulge—I’ll Photoshop it out. Go shave your legs for me. I love you so much,” she zipped away to get her photo-shoot ready, and I was left standing in the bedroom, speechless, and about to be hairless.

“You promise not to show my face or tell anyone who I am, right?” I called out.

“Sure,” she yelled back, but I had a feeling she wasn’t really listening.

“Great…” I muttered, and I shuffled over to the bathroom, to shave my legs. It was definitely one of the stranger things I’d ever done in my life—running a razor down my skin, watching as my legs became smoother and smoother. The lingerie that Jennie had bought for the shoot didn’t cover much in the crotch area, so I had to shave around my cock and balls as well. It took a lot longer than I thought it would.

Jennie poked her head in while I was trying to shave my ass. “How’s it coming?” she asked.

“How does it look?” I asked, feeling strangely vulnerable in front of my wife of eight years.

She just laughed. “Give that to me,” she said. I gave her the razor and she told me to bend over. Another relationship first: my wife shaving my ass. In a funny way, it actually felt kind of nice. “Okay, now let me do your makeup,” she said.

“My makeup? What for? I thought you weren’t going to show my face.”

“Well we might see a sliver of your face—just the side. So we’re going to do your makeup, just to be safe,” she said. She had the biggest smile on her face. I felt like I was with my five-year-old niece, when I let her practice her Halloween makeup on my face. Except this was much more gentle and much more meticulous. “Keep your eyes closed,” she said when she started with the eyeliner. She drew slow, careful lines, insisting I keep my eyes closed. “Wow, you have such pretty eyes,” she said. When I tried to open them, she told me to close them. “No peeking,” she said. So I just sat there for the next thirty minutes with my eyes closed, nearly falling asleep a few times.

“Just wait right there,” she said. I kept my eyes closed as I sat there in silence. When she came back, she slipped something itchy over my head. I thought she was rubbing the cat on my head, and then I opened my eyes to see her fitting a wig onto my head. “Where did you get that?” I asked.

“Remember right after our wedding, when you convinced me to cut off all of my hair and it was the biggest mistake of my life?” she asked. I did remember. I was going through my Emma Watson phase (it was right when she cut off her hair and looked all sexy). I thought my wife would look good with her hair short, but I was wrong. For six months, she wore that shoulder-length dirty-blonde wig. Luckily, her hair grew back fairly quickly.

But it wasn’t the wig I was staring at. It was my face. I hardly recognized myself. I actually looked like a woman. I couldn’t believe what she’d managed to accomplish with that makeup. I brought my fingers up to my face out of instinct. She swatted them down. “You’ll smudge your makeup,” she said. So I kept my hands down. “Let’s get you into the lingerie, shall we?” she said.


CHAPTER III

I felt completely foolish when I climbed up onto that bed, with the bright LED lights shining down on me through their soft-boxes. I felt especially silly with the gel inserts stuffed into the top of my lingerie, giving me the appearance of having a bust. They jiggled slightly whenever I moved, and I kept checking them to make sure they weren’t falling out. They never did, but they always felt like they were about to.

Jennie stood in the corner with her camera and a big, heavy lens. She had an iPad with her, with a list of different poses she wanted to try with me. She flicked through the poses and found one that she liked. “We’ll start with this. Get on all fours,” she said. I looked at the picture. The girl had her high-heels pressed up to her soft bum and her hands planted beneath her. She was looking over her shoulder with a sexy look on her face.

As soon as I was up on all fours, the lingerie rode up my butt crack. It wasn’t so comfortable, especially once Jennie was behind me with her camera. I froze up. I thought I would be able to bullshit my way through the photo-shoot, but it’s harder than you would think when there is a high-resolution camera pointed right at your practically-bare ass. “Just dip your back down a bit—perk your butt up,” she said.

I tried to do what she said.

“Now relax your shoulders and your neck. And point your toes. And do me favour, and ruffle your hair up a bit,” she said. I tried my best to follow her commands. The room became silent. Did I do it right? Or was my wife realizing how much of a mistake this was?

As I turned to look back at her, the shutter went off. She started snapping bursts of photos. I shot my head forward, away from the camera. I did not want my face to end up in her presentation—especially since we had a party that weekend at one of her classmates’ houses. I didn’t need everyone looking at me and realizing I was the lingerie-clad hussy in my wife’s photos.

“Cross your legs the other way,” she said, so I did. “Now roll onto your side. You’re tense. You need to relax.”

“I can’t,” I said. The photos must have looked so terrible. My body was unflattering. The lingerie felt too tight, my shoulders felt broader than ever, and I felt like a stiff robot moving through her poses. To make matters worse, I was starting to sweat. I had a feeling my makeup was running. I could feel my wig sliding. She kept walking up to me to fix my hair, every three photos or so. And if she wasn’t fixing my hair, she was pulling my lingerie out from my butt crack. I kept trying to cover my crotch—what if she couldn’t Photoshop out the bulge? And then she would demand I move my hands.

She didn’t have that same smile on her face. I felt like I was letting her down, but what could I do? I was doing everything she was asking of me. I was no model. I didn’t know how to pose for a camera. “Slide the straps over your shoulders and hold the lingerie up by cupping your breasts.” I did what she said. She snapped a few photos. “Yes! Just like that!” she said, sounding excited for the first time since we’d started. And then she came around, in front of me.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Taking photos,” she said. I tried to look away from her, but she was too quick.

“I said no face shots,” I said.

“If you don’t like them, I won’t use them,” she said.

“I don’t like them.” I couldn’t look at her without feeling the crushing presence of that big camera lens, staring into my soul. My God, I felt so vulnerable. It was a horrible feeling. Had I seriously agreed to let my wife show pictures of me in lingerie to her classmates? What the hell was I thinking?

“You haven’t seen them yet,” she said with a laugh, and then she snapped a few more. “Roll onto your back.”

I did what she said. She climbed up over me and pointed that camera down. She snapped a few shots. It was impossible to hide my face now without covering my face with my hands—and I knew she would never let me do that. I bit my bottom lip. “Okay, enough,” I said. “I can’t do this. I’m sorry—this was a mistake,” I said.

I had a bad feeling I knew what she was doing. She wasn’t getting sexy boudoir photos, she was getting some artsy weird photos—some sort of culture criticism project. A man in women’s clothing—maybe she thought that was somehow ‘profound’ or something.

I rolled over and hopped off of the bed. “No, don’t leave now,” she said.

“Just delete the photos. I don’t want this,” I said.

She chased me down the hall. “Wait!” she said. “Look at the photos—they’re great.” She held her camera out. I hesitated—I didn’t want to see the photos to see how ridiculous I looked, but I decided to entertain her anyway. And then I was rendered speechless. The photos really did look great, and I looked great in them. I was making faces I didn’t even realize I was making. I looked so sexy, so seductive, so empowered. And the whole time, I thought I was looking stupid and nervous and embarrassed.

“That’s me?” I asked.

“Yeah, don’t you look great?” she said.

“I guess so.” I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. I was just happy that I didn’t look like me—at least not enough that anyone would know.

“I’ll tell my classmates that your sister was my model. No one will know the difference. I promise.” I didn’t have a sister, but her classmates didn’t know that—and none of them would bother to look into it. So maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe I could sweat it out and let her get her photos—make her happy. Maybe I would even get laid after it was all said and done. So I went back to the bedroom with her and let her take all the photos she wanted—of my face and everything.

She became much more hands-on when it came to getting me into proper poses, putting her hands on my bum, on my thighs, on my back. She was gentle with her touch, and strangely sensual. She’d never really touched me like that before—not since our honeymoon, anyway. At one point, she was pointing out how great my leg looked. “Look at the way it curves,” she said, running her fingers down my leg. It felt nice. Near the end of the shoot, she got up nice and close, and she was touching me between every shot. ‘Adjusting’ my lingerie, moving my legs—sometimes moving them just to move them back into place. I was starting to think she just wanted to touch me. Maybe she was attracted to me.

We didn’t stop until her camera was full. “Almost fifteen-hundred photos. It’s going to take a while to pick out the best ones,” she said.

She put her camera down and then she jumped on the bed to give me a big kiss. “You’re a lifesaver, Nathan,” she said.

She ran her hands down my sides, and then she slipped one between my legs. “I owe you, big time.” She ran her fingers down my shaft, looking into my eyes while she did it. She looked down at me.

“Give me twenty minutes to shower and then we’ll fuck,” I said, staring into her eyes.

“I don’t have time for that,” she said. “I need to start touching up these shots. Just fuck me quickly right now.”

I took what I could get. I yanked down her shorts, along with her panties. As I tossed them aside, I noticed the damp spot on her panties. I ran my fingers between her legs. Her slit was wet. She was horny as hell. “Fuck me,” she said, reaching down and fishing my cock out from my lingerie.

I have to say, it was kind of weird fucking my wife in lingerie, while she was wearing one of my old t-shirts, her hair tied up messily behind her head. But sex is sex. I was hard within a minute, and I was pumping her wet pussy within the next. She started moaning faster than ever, biting her bottom lip, staring down at me with glowing eyes. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d made her come, and now she was coming right out of the gate. And she came a second time, too, just another minute later.

And it wasn’t until I was coming deep in her dripping-wet snatch that I stopped to think that she was only coming because of the wig and the makeup and the lingerie. My heart skipped a beat. Did I just satisfy my wife’s secret lesbian fantasy?

She gave me the hottest kiss of our relationship, and then she stood up, letting my creampie ooze out from her tight pussy. “That was amazing,” she said. “But I have to get to work.” She made a quick stop at the bathroom before running over to her computer to offload the day’s photo-shoot. And I was left laying on that bed, staring up at the ceiling, wondering what it all meant. I looked over at the mirror, seeing myself on that bed, my legs still in fishnets, that wig still on my head, my eyes still big and shining with perfectly applied eyeliner.

Is this what my wife had wanted for years, or was I just being crazy?


CHAPTER IV

It was a few days later when Jennie was at work when I really started thinking about what she wanted. I did my best to dig back into my memories, to see if there were more clues that I’d been missing through our whole relationship—or if there was possibly a convincing clue that her whole lesbian phase was behind her, never to surface again.

It was terrifying to think that my wife could wake up one morning and decide that she didn’t want to be with me, just because I was a man. I tried to convince myself that I was just being over-reactive, but was I? Is it really that hard to believe that a former lesbian would go back to women after a few years?

I went onto her computer, to see if I could find anything else. I was afraid that I would look into her browser history and find some lesbian dating profile, or I would look into her e-mail and find whole secret conversations with secret lesbian lovers. I tried to give my wife the benefit of the doubt, but my mind insisted on wandering regardless.

I found nothing on her computer except for those images of me, all touched up, in a folder on her desktop. I looked through the photos for the first time since seeing them on the tiny camera monitor. I looked good—too good. I started to feel nauseous looking at those photos, realizing how feminine my body was. I knew that I was small for a man, but I didn’t realize I was feminine. I suppose the silver-lining was that my wife was apparently into that. For the past decade, I’d spent countless hours at the gym trying to bulk up. But my body never seemed to get any bigger. My doctor told me that I just had a very fast metabolism, and that it’s hard to put on muscle with a fast metabolism. I thought my wife would like a bulkier, hard body to hold onto during sex, but apparently she was quite happy with my small, soft frame.

I logged into my wife’s e-mail account. I felt a bit guilty, snooping around on her computer behind her back, but that curiosity was just growing stronger and stronger—I needed to satisfy it. I searched for the name ‘Veronica’ and found a string of results, all dating back to before we met—all but one…

It was from two years after Jennie and I started dating, a few months before we were married. It was Veronica who reached out to my wife, and my wife responded. They went back and forth a little bit, catching up. Veronica told my wife about the two years she’d spent living in Paris. Finally, Veronica told my wife that she was back in town and wanted to try to work things out. “Maybe we can pick up where we left off,” she said.

“I’m with someone else now. I’m sorry,” my wife said.

“Who is she? Does she at least treat you well?” Veronica asked.

“She’s a he, and I love him.” The message brought a smile to my face, but it was short-lived.

“A boy, huh?” Veronica wrote. “I bet no boy can give you this…” And attached to the message was a naked photo. And damn, she was good-looking, her tits all perky, her butt nice and round, her skin so soft… My wife didn’t respond right away. In fact, it took her three full days to respond, as if she had to think about it.

That message stream was from just a few months before we got married. Did my wife consider leaving me for a woman, just a few months before our wedding? My heart sank into my gut. I took a deep breath. Maybe she did, but she did choose me in the end, so what was I really so concerned about? I won in the end—isn’t that all that matters?

“It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make,” my wife finally wrote back, and that was the last message my wife sent. I wasn’t sure whether to be proud of my wife for standing strong, or if I should be concerned that my wife had to make a sacrifice that big to stay with me. If my wife was living her life without something that she wanted, then I wasn’t exactly smiling. I liked to think that I gave my wife everything—the perfect life. But there was only so much I could give her. I couldn’t exactly give her a pair of tits to squeeze or a pussy to eat out.

There was one message from Veronica that went unanswered. “If you change your mind, here’s my phone number. We can meet up and your boy doesn’t even have to know.” I couldn’t help but wonder if my wife had ever dialled that number, if there was ever any meeting up behind my back. It was impossible to know. Even if I confronted my wife and told her that I knew about Veronica and the e-mails, how could I know if she told me the truth? If she was sneaking around behind my back, then there would be nothing stopping her from lying about it.

I liked to think that my wife had been loyal to me, and I really had no good reason to think otherwise. In fact, I couldn’t help but hate myself just a little bit for considering otherwise. But that didn’t stop the thought from buzzing around in my head. I looked at that phone number. Maybe I could ask this Veronica girl if there had been any meet-ups since her apparent trip to Paris. Maybe I could ask this Veronica girl about her relationship with my wife so that I could learn a little bit more about this sacrifice my wife made for me.

I picked up my phone, dialled the number, and then hesitated, my thumb hovering over the dial icon. Was I really going to do this? Did I really think that there could be any good outcome from this conversation? Did I really think that this Veronica girl—who wanted my wife to leave me so they could run off together—would be honest with me?


CHAPTER V

I immediately started regretting making that call when I took my seat in that little café. It was the exact seat she told me to sit at when we spoke on the phone: “In the far back corner there’s a little table with two chairs. Be there at four.” She didn’t want to talk over the phone. She insisted that we meet and speak in person. I reluctantly agreed.

But now that I was sitting at that table, waiting for her to show up, I started to wonder what the hell I was thinking. This was an awful idea. If my wife found out about this meeting, she would have been devastated. Would she be angry with me? I don’t know—it was a secret she’d kept for the better half of a decade. But if she kept it a secret, then she obviously didn’t want me to know about it, and that probably meant she didn’t want me meeting up with her lesbian ex-lover. Yet there I was.

I recognized her instantly when she walked into the café. She looked older than the photos I’d seen, obviously, but she was still a fox. She had her hair dyed dark, with dark lines around her eyes, and she was wearing a black fur coat. She smiled when our eyes met. She had a seductive smile that made me think of Jessica Rabbit. I was surprised that she wasn’t wearing long satin gloves. She went to the counter to order herself a coffee. She would look over at me every few seconds, sometimes at my face, sometimes at my body. At times, it almost looked like she was trying not to laugh.

“I take it you’re Nathan,” she said to me when she finally came to the table, a steaming cup of coffee in her hand.

“That’s right. Nice to meet you.” I stood up and offered to shake her hand, but she didn’t take my hand. Instead, she sat down and blew on her coffee. She kept her gaze glued to my eyes, and that smirk never left her face. “So, uh, you and my wife used to, um, date,” I said.

“Did we date? I don’t remember any dates,” she said. Her smirk grew slightly, enough to notice.

I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure out what she meant. “Sorry?” I said.

“I loved your wife, and your wife loved me—at least I think she loved me. But we were never a couple. Just lovers.” The comment brought a lump up into my throat. “Our relationship was sexual. It almost became more than that a few times, but Jennie was always afraid of what her parents would think.”

Jennie’s parents both passed away a few years after our wedding, and I hadn’t stopped to consider them into the equation. Her father was a minister, and her mother was part of the choir. They practically lived at their church, and it was a fairly conservative church—one that wouldn’t have been too fond of Jennie’s lesbian relationship. And that begged the question: did Jennie settle for me to appease her family? Was she just using me so no one would know that she was a lesbian?

“I guess what I wanted to ask you was, have you spoken with my wife at all in the past eight years or so?” I said, brushing the thought away. My wife loved me—I was sure of that. I’d seen it in her eyes before, when we made love—not so much recently, but I’d definitely seen it. The real question that refused to leave my mind was, would Jennie have been happier with a woman? Would her eyes sparkle more often if I looked more like the vixen who now sat across from me?

Veronica laughed. “Don’t trust your wife, Nathan?” she asked.

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then what is it?”

I took a deep breath and tried to collect my thoughts. I wasn’t even sure what exactly I was asking, what I was trying to get to the bottom of. Maybe I was just trying to figure out if there was something with a bottom to get to. “I didn’t know about my wife’s… preferences until recently,” I said, and I don’t know why I said it. I don’t know why I felt that I needed to give this woman more of a reason to think that I was some beta pushover.

“And what are your wife’s preferences?” she asked with that big smirk.

I was starting to feel like I was in a therapy session. Veronica had a way of talking down to me, making me feel like I was a fool, like she knew more about my wife than I did, even though she only knew my wife for a few years during college. “I found the pictures—of you and her.”

“That’s cute,” she said. “She still has those, huh?”

“Lots of them,” I said. “And, well, I just had no idea.”

“Well that’s very sweet and all, but if you just wanted to meet up with me to see if your wife is having an affair, I’m afraid I can’t help you.”

“I don’t think she’s having an affair,” I said. And I knew that she wasn’t. I knew she would never do anything like that to me, even if she was secretly a lesbian.

“Then what’s this all about?” Veronica asked.

I took a breath. Apparently, I’d forgotten what I wanted to accomplish with this woman. Maybe I just wanted to see her for myself, see that she really existed. Or maybe I did, deep down, think that my wife could have been cheating on me. I hadn’t felt anxiety like that since I was a teenager, trying to talk to girls who were the same size or taller than me. It wasn’t an anxiety that I missed. “I just want my wife to be happy,” I said.

And I watched her grin grow from ear to ear.


CHAPTER VI

My meeting with Veronica really did end up turning into something along the lines of a therapy session. She had a way of making me talk—or I should say, guilting me into talking. Whenever I was coy about something, she would say, “I thought you wanted to help your wife, Nathan,” and then I would end up spilling my guts. Because the truth was, that’s all I really wanted: I just wanted my wife to be happy, and I wanted to be the one to make her happy.

We talked until it was late. I didn’t realize how late it was until I got a text message from Jennie asking where I was. She was home from work. I lied and told her I was stuck in a business meeting. I didn’t like lying, but I felt like I was making good progress, getting closer to understanding what I was missing—and I don’t just mean the fact that I wasn’t a woman. I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to satisfy that piece of the puzzle, but I was starting to think that I could help in that department.

I had an idea, though I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. But it came to me when I was on my way home from the café. The last thing Veronica said to me was, “If you really love your wife, you’ll find a way to give her what she wants.” I remembered reading a news article about a woman who was in a car accident. She had to spend a whole year in the hospital, stuck in a hospital bed, unable to pleasure her husband. According to the article, she ended up finding an escort who agreed to have sex with her husband, “with no kissing” the article said. That part stuck with me because I found it funny—to think that of all the things that go on during sex, kissing was the step too far.

But now that I was thinking about it, it kind of made sense. If my wife wanted to be with another woman, maybe I could set that up—as long as it wasn’t romanticized. It just needed to be a physical thing. If she wanted to suck some chick’s nipples, eat some chick out, fuck some chick with a strap-on—why should I stop her? In fact, the thought kind of turned me on. It wasn’t until I imagined my wife making out with another woman that I began to feel uncomfortable.

Once I had the idea in my head, my heart wouldn’t stop pounding.

I waited for my wife to go to bed before I took to the internet to further the idea that was brewing in my mind. I’d never looked into escorts before. I had no idea where to find them or what they cost, but I figured the internet was a good place to start. I made sure I was set to private browsing, so my wife wouldn’t think that I was trying to cheat on her with a prostitute.

I found a website with a long list of classified ads that could be sorted based on preferences. I sorted that list to only show female escorts who were open to fooling around with female clients. Then I sorted by price. I stuck to the high-end options, assuming they would be safer, more reliable, and clean. The last thing I wanted was to give my wife an infection.

I found one girl who looked a bit like Veronica, and a bit like me—except a few years younger. She had a cute smile, and nice, big, soft breasts. She had a five-star rating—not a single review below five-stars (I thought it was strange that they had ratings). I stared at her profile for a long time, hovering my cursor over the contact button. It couldn’t hurt to send the girl an e-mail, right? I figured, maybe she’s had similar inquiries before and can shed some of her experience on my situation…

I sent her an e-mail, my heart pounding with every character I typed. I explained my situation and my plan. The idea was to stage a photo-shoot. I would tell my wife that I found her a model so she could practice her boudoir photography. I would even rent a studio for the day, so she wouldn’t be stuck in our tiny bedroom, pressing her back awkwardly into my dresser to get the shots she needed.

The escort, who called herself Lovely Lucy, would pretend to just be a hired model, and she would try to seduce my wife. Somehow—and I hadn’t figured out how yet—I would make sure my wife knew that it was okay to indulge, to mess around a bit. The only way I could think to give her that freedom was by telling her I was aware of her lesbian past. But I figured that would have to come out sooner or later.

I got a reply from the escort quickly. She must have been at the computer when I sent it. “This sounds like so much fun,” she wrote. “You sound like a cute husband.” The comment brought warmth to my cheeks. My heart was still pounding with hesitation, but the thought of my wife being happier than ever before was more important than my insecurities.

“Are you available Saturday?” I asked.

“Count me in,” she replied. So the date was set. Now I just needed to tell my wife that I knew she liked women. Strangely enough, that was much, much more difficult than hiring a prostitute.


CHAPTER VII

I almost told Jennie the next night, two nights before the studio shoot I had all set up. The words were on the tip of my tongue—they really were. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t push them off. Instead, I just told her about the rented studio and the hired model—not mentioning she was actually an escort. Jennie’s face lit up and she threw her arms around me. “You’re so supportive—I love it,” she said, giving me a big smooch on the cheek.

I didn’t want to ruin the moment, so I figured I would sleep on it and try again the next day. Surely there was a correct order in which words could have been used so that she wouldn’t feel cornered, so that she would understand that I was trying to do something nice for her without making her feel uncomfortable. I spent the whole day thinking about it, and right before she came home from work, I realized there was no ‘right’ way to tell her—I just had to do it, I just had to get it over with before it was too late. And I was ready to do it, waiting in the kitchen, waiting to just tell her as soon as she walked in the door: ‘I know that you like women.’

But again, I didn’t do it. I saw her big smile and I chickened out. The next day was no different. Again, I was ready to tell her. She had the day off from class, and was in the spare room getting all of her gear ready for the big shoot. I went into that room to tell her the truth about her model, but as soon as she looked up at me, I became overwhelmed by a nervousness, and I just couldn’t do it.

Now I had a problem—a serious problem. I couldn’t cancel the escort without ruining Jennie’s day. And I couldn’t tell Jennie that her model was an escort without making things horribly awkward. But she was bound to find out eventually—unless I just let the escort do her thing. “You’re going to come with me tomorrow, right?” Jennie asked.

I thought about it. My plan was to stay back, but that plan was made back when I thought I would be able to tell Jennie that I knew about her lesbian fling. The escort was supposed to be a surprise—and now it was going to be the wrong kind of surprise: ‘Surprise! I know that you’ve been keeping a secret from me for almost a decade!’

And if I didn’t go, what if Jennie went ahead with it? What if she fucked the escort and then didn’t tell me about it? Was I just setting myself up for more anxiety and paranoia? “I’ll stay back,” I said with a big forced smile.

And then the day came, and it was the worst day ever. Jennie left for the shoot and sent me a text when she got there. “The model was here early. She’s so pretty. Can’t wait to show you the photos we take,” she said. And the minutes went by in super-slow-motion. Was my wife currently sleeping with an escort? And would I have to find out from the escort? Or worse, was my wife finding out that I knew about her secret—or was the escort doing a good job at our little roleplaying arrangement?

I sent Jennie a text after an hour. “How’s it all going?” I asked, but I received no response. Another painful hour went by. Still no reply. The day was pure torture. I started regretting the whole thing. I wished I’d never e-mailed Veronica. I wished I’d never found that box with those pictures. I liked being ignorant to the whole thing—I liked being oblivious. There’s a real comfort in obliviousness…

Finally, Jennie sent me a text message letting me know she was on her way home. “Great shoot. Can’t wait to show you the photos,” she said. My heart finally started beating again, but now I was more confused than ever. Did the escort chicken out, or did she try to seduce my wife? If so, did they do it?

“See you soon,” I wrote back.

I rushed over to my computer and e-mailed the escort. “How did the day go? Did you sleep with my wife?” I asked. I clicked refresh repeatedly, hoping for another quick reply. But the quick reply didn’t come. I shut the computer down quickly when I heard Jennie’s car pulling into the driveway. I perked up, started pacing. My heart was pounding. Was I now responsible for my wife cheating on me? Was it cheating? Of course it was—assuming they fucked. Unless Lovely Lucy told my wife about the arrangement before they went ahead with it. If my wife fucked the prostitute without knowing I set the whole thing up, then it was cheating. And it was all my fault.

Jennie walked in the door. She looked up at me and smile. She had a glossy look in her eyes, redness in her cheeks. “Hey,” she said with a smile. She was glowing, strangely high. It almost looked like her lipstick was smudged, but I couldn’t tell for sure.

“How did it go?” I asked nervously, my hands clasped behind my back, trembling slightly.

“It went well. Want to see the pictures?” she asked. She plopped the memory card out from her camera and walked it over to the computer. She booted it up. I suddenly had a panic attack, thinking I’d left my e-mail open to the conversation with the escort—or that the escort would reply while my wife was showing me the pictures, and the little notification would pop up in the corner. I took a deep breath and took the seat next to my wife.

She started showing me the pictures. “I don’t know where you found this model, but she was so… open,” my wife said, showing me picture after picture. The model became more and more nude as the photos went by. The last photo Jennie showed me was of the escort on all fours, completely nude, her breasts uncovered. The shot made my heart skip a beat. I could see that there were about one-hundred more shots. “Those are the good ones,” my wife said, closing the folder of photos quickly, without showing me that last batch. She plopped the memory card out from the computer without off-loading the photos like she usually would.

“Aren’t you going to dump the photos?” I asked.

“Maybe later. I’m kind of tired right now,” she said. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was waiting until I wasn’t around, so she could hide those final hundred shots. “I think I’m going to take a hot bath. Want to make me a tea?”

“Sure,” I said. I waited for her to slip into that tub before I ran over to her camera bag and fished out that memory card. I wasn’t quite sure how to use the thing, but it couldn’t be too hard. I pushed it into the slot that she used before and I pressed all sorts of buttons until the computer dinged. Then, I opened up that folder. I kept looking back, to make sure she hadn’t slipped out from the tub.

I scrolled through those photos until I reached those final hundred shots. And I could see why my wife was hiding them. They got racier and racier—even pornographic near the end. In one photo, the escort had her legs spread, and her pointer finger between her plump, wet pussy lips. In another, she was on all fours, back to the camera, her asshole slightly agape. I was trembling at the sight of the shots. I couldn’t believe my wife had really taken them.

And most startling of all, the photos were time-stamped. The final photo was taken almost two hours before Jennie came home that evening. So what happened during that final two hours? It only took thirty minutes for Jennie to wrap up all of her gear—even if she was moving slower than usual, that still couldn’t account for the lost time. So was it true? Did my wife sleep with a prostitute?

“How’s that tea coming?” my wife called out.

“One second!” I called back. I closed the folder, plopped out the memory card, and fetched my wife her tea.

My head was spinning and my heart was racing. This was supposed to make my wife happy. Instead, it was just driving me insane. I felt sick to my stomach, like I was now responsible for my own demise. There was no other possibility: my wife must have fucked that beautiful, young hooker. And she did it without mentioning a word to me. My wife cheated on me, and it was my own fault.

I was very, very confused later that night, when I got an e-mail back from the escort. “Your wife wouldn’t sleep with me. She loves you too much. But the photo-shoot was loads of fun!” I just stared at that e-mail, wondering what was happening.


CHAPTER VIII

It was the next day when Jennie ran out to the store to buy a few things for dinner when I jumped onto the computer to see what she’d done with those racy photos. I found the folder with all of the decent shots. There were a few hand-bra shots in that folder, and one with a slight hint of nipple, but the other ninety shots were missing. I searched for hidden folders but could find none. I even went online to look up how to search for all recent files in all the folders—and I found those racy shots… in the trash bin, ready to be deleted forever.

So maybe my wife was telling the truth. Maybe they just weren’t good shots. Maybe she never asked the escort to make those poses, and she just took the shots to entertain her. Maybe my wife really did love me more than her desire to be with women.

But her desire to be with women was still obvious. It was obvious in the shots she kept of that escort—just in the way she framed her, in the way she captured the moments. There was an intended sexiness to it, a certain lust to every shot. And I couldn’t be disappointed or upset with that. It was just the way she was programmed. I was just happy that she resisted the temptation for me, even though, as far as she knew, she could have gotten away with it.

But the fact still remained: I needed to tell my wife that I knew. I couldn’t keep my knowledge a secret any longer. Soon, it would start dividing us. It had already turned me into a nosy snoop. It made me nervous every time she left the house, even when she was just out buying chicken stock for soup.

All of the same words came into my mouth, and I had them right there on the tip of my tongue. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to say them. I knew there really weren’t words to properly communicate such a touchy topic.

But I had a better idea. Actions speak louder than words, and my beautiful wife had already used her own actions to tell me. And I knew because she took that new tripod of hers to the escort photo-shoot. The tripod worked fine. She only sent me to the basement to find that old tripod because she wanted me to find those photos. The model who bailed on her last minute probably never existed in the first place. I had a feeling the plan all along was to get me to slip into that lingerie. Yes, my wife wanted to be with a woman, but she wanted that woman to be me.

So while she was out at the store, I hustled to get ready. I got into that wig, I did up my makeup (as best as I could—I was going to need a lot more practice in the future), and I got into some really cute lingerie and heels. I got the bedroom all pretty with candles, and then I waited for her to come home. I was as nervous as hell, my heart slamming into my ribcage, but I knew I was doing the right thing. I was going to make all of this right, I was going to make my wife feel at peace with her secret, and I would be at peace with mine.

When she walked in and saw me on that bed, staring into her eyes, more exposed and vulnerable than ever, I thought about cracking a joke—playing it all off as a prank. But I bit my tongue and went through with it. This is what she wants. She doesn’t want you mocking it. She put her bag of groceries down and she walked towards me. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I thought we could do another photo-shoot,” I said in my best lady voice. “I think I can do better.”

She smiled as she stared at me. She bit the corner of her bottom lip. “Let me get my camera,” she said, and then she ran off to get her camera. She didn’t bother setting up lights, or getting her whole lens kit spread out on the dresser. It was a raw, natural shoot. I posed as best as I could for my wife, and I tried to be as sexy as possible. With every shot, she came closer and closer to me. I smiled when she started adjusting my body with her hands. “You look good,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. “How are the pictures?”

“Great.”

I took a deep breath. “Do you like me like this?” I asked.

She smiled with red cheeks. “Yeah,” she said.

“I can do this more often—like, not just for photos.”

“I’d like that,” she said coyly. She snapped a few more photos. “Roll over,” she said. I flipped onto my stomach. She reached down and ran her hand over my ass. “You’ve got the most photogenic butt I’ve ever worked with.” She giggled.

“So work away,” I said, giving it a little jiggle. She snapped a few shots. “You know, there’s a toy in one of those boxes downstairs. Why don’t you run and grab it?” I asked.

I looked over my shoulder at her, and she looked at me. Her eyes were glowing. “Really?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said.

She couldn’t fight the smile from her face. She ran down to the basement and returned in a flash. She knew exactly where that strap-on was. She quickly undressed, tossing her clothes onto the ground. And then she got the strap-on cinched tight. “Are you sure about this?” she asked, her cheeks now dark red.

“Positive,” I said. I will say that I was quite nervous about being pegged in the ass. I’d never been penetrated before—but I was happy it was with my wife, the woman I loved more than anything in the world. If she wanted to peg my ass, then she could go wild. If that made her happy, then I wasn’t going to dare stop her.

She climbed up on the bed, her camera still hanging on her chest. “Be sure to get some good pictures,” I said.

“I will,” she said. She pressed the tip of that strap-on up against my butthole. She circled it around for a moment before pressing it in. It took a second to penetrate, and another few seconds before my muscles relaxed so it could sink in deep. And God, did it feel good.

The dildo was ribbed just perfectly, so when she pulled out and pushed in, it massaged my anus just right. Not to mention, it was curved in just the perfect way to press against my prostate—my sweet spot. It wasn’t long before I was trembling all over, taking deep breaths in an attempt to control my body (a failed attempt). She reached down and grabbed handfuls of my ass. She squeezed. “You’ve got the cutest bum I’ve ever seen,” she said with a giggle.

“Show me,” I said. She snapped a photo of that rubber cock deep in my asshole. She showed me the shot. It was strangely arousing, seeing myself being dominated by my wife—I liked it. “Fuck me,” I said.

And she started thrusting, pulling that entire cock out before plunging it down hard. After just a few thrusts, I was a moaning mess. My cock was rock hard, and I had a feeling it was going to burst awfully soon. I looked over my shoulder and watched my beautiful wife, her tits bouncing as she leaned her head back and closed her eyes. She let out a long, elated sigh, as if she’d been waiting for this moment for eight years.

I hated that it took so long to finally realize who we were, but I was glad we finally made it. “I love you,” I managed to say between moans.

“I love you, too,” she said.

And then I felt a warmth pooling in my tight little panties. I was coming. “Oh God,” I moaned.

From that day forward, I was never afraid of saying anything to my wife, and she never held back on saying anything to me. When I wanted something, I let her know. When she wanted something, she let me know. And I have to say, I was surprised at just how much she had been holding back all those years. Let’s just say, from then on, my asshole got quite the workout, and so did my tongue. And my cock still got its share of fun too, from time to time—usually in a pair of crotchless panties.

THE END


DOUBLE DATE

Ken, an amateur theatre actor, has heard a lot about one of his wife’s co-workers, Markus, the awkward office loner. Ken can’t wait to see the man he’s heard so many stories about, but when he finally gets his chance, he doesn’t expect to feel so bad for him.

But Ken has an idea to help the poor guy out, to hoist him out from his shell. It involves going behind his wife’s back with a couple friends from his theatre group, dressing up like a lady, and making Markus feel like he can have any girl he wants.


CHAPTER I

I’d heard my wife talking about Markus before. The first time she mentioned him we were at the mall, getting lunch in the food court. There was a man in a suit sitting alone at a table. He looked like a normal enough person, though he was strangely staring forward, seemingly at nothing. My wife, Laureen, looked at the man and said, “Oh, I thought that was Markus for a minute.” And of course I asked who she was talking about.

Markus was one of her co-workers at the insurance company she worked at. He worked three cubicles down from my wife, and never spoke to anyone unless spoken to. Apparently, he was always the first person in the office, and he was the last person to leave.

Laureen had some friends from work over one afternoon and I overheard them gossiping about the guy. “I heard his wife died five years ago,” one of the girls said about the quiet man.

“Really? I heard that he’s gay,” said another.

I don’t know why they found the man so interesting. They didn’t talk like that about any of the other guys at the office, and there were forty people who worked just on their floor.

But I have to say, I was curious. I’d heard so many rumours—some of which were quite out there. One of Laureen’s friends even said, “I heard he killed a person and then got away with it on a technicality, like OJ Simpson.” I had an image in my mind of what the guy looked like: like a shady character from a horror movie—the mentally-slow groundskeeper who turns out to be the evil killer.

I was excited to catch a glimpse of the mystery man at the staff Christmas party. As soon as we arrived at that rented hotel ballroom, I started looking around, trying to see if I couldn’t identify Markus in the large crowd of insurance workers. It only took me five minutes before I caved and asked my wife to point him out. She looked around and then shrugged her shoulders. “I guess he’s not here yet,” she said.

And throughout the rest of that night, I kept asking, whenever someone new showed up for the party. “Is that him?”

“No, I’ll tell you when he’s here,” she said, rolling her eyes. He didn’t end up showing up. I was a bit disappointed—until we saw him on our way home.

We were walking from the hotel to the subway station when my wife put her arm in front of me, to stop me. “Look,” she said, pointing at a pizza-by-the-slice joint. “That’s him.” Sitting alone at a long counter by the window was Markus, in a black suit, nice shoes, his hair slicked back properly. He was eating a slice of pizza, staring down at the counter. I’d expected someone much, much different. I’d expected a good laugh more than anything. But I couldn’t laugh at the man I was looking at now. He looked so normal, so nice, but so dejected. There was something very sad about him sitting there, alone, just a couple blocks away from the staff Christmas party.

He looked like he was dressed up for that party, but he didn’t quite make it—like he chickened out at the last minute. But why? “Should we go and say hello?” I asked Laureen.

“No, he likes to be left alone,” she said.

We went home, but I felt bad about the whole thing. I was pretty sure my wife was wrong—I don’t think that man liked being left alone. I think he was used to being left alone—painfully used to it. He looked like a man who was too shy to reach out. I could only imagine him shuffling back to his small studio apartment with his hands stuffed into his pockets. I could only imagine his horribly quiet apartment, still just as quiet with the television turned to some re-run he’d already seen ten times before.

I don’t know why I felt so bad for the guy. But the next day, I even asked my wife to go and talk to him. “Try to get to know the guy,” I said. “Maybe he doesn’t talk much because he thinks no one wants to talk to him.”

“I try to talk to him all of the time. He just doesn’t have anything to say,” Laureen said.

“Well, try to figure out what he’s interested in. He’s probably just not interested in whatever you’ve tried talking to him about,” I said.

Laureen gave me a funny look and then she laughed. “Why do you care so much?” she asked.

I just shrugged my shoulders. “I just feel bad for the guy,” I said. Though I don’t really know why I even cared. I’m sure the world is filled with loners like Markus, and it wasn’t my job to make them feel better about their lives. But still, I liked to think that something could be done—like the poor guy just needed a little bit of a hand to have the life he wanted.

“Fine, I’ll ask him what he’s interested in,” Laureen said with a snicker.

So I went to work and anxiously awaited the results of the questioning. It was the first thing I asked my wife when she walked in the door that evening. “Well?” I said. “What’s the verdict?”

“He said he likes theatre and art, just like you,” Laureen said. “Are you happy?”

“Really? What’s his favourite play?

She stared at me with a blank expression for a moment and then said, “I don’t know, Ken. I didn’t ask. It’s not something I know anything about.”

“Well you can ask him about it, maybe that would make him feel more comfortable.”

She sighed and walked over to me. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes, and she smiled. “You’re very sweet, babe, but I just have nothing in common with the man. If you’re so interested, you can bring him out with your theatre troupe buddies. But I’m not going to just talk to him out of pity. He’s not a moron, Ken. He could tell that I was just giving him a pity conversation. No one wants charity.”

My wife went off to take a hot bath. And I found myself sitting in my chair, with Markus stuck on my mind. Maybe my wife was right—maybe no one does want charity. But surely everyone wants to be noticed and included.


CHAPTER II

My wife wasn’t totally honest with me that night. She put on a good act, though. But I could tell that I’d opened up a whole new can of worms: she was starting to feel bad for Markus. The next night, when she got home from work, she asked me, “Are there any single girls in your theatre troupe?”

“Why?” I asked.

“Well, I wandered over to Markus’s cubicle today, and I noticed one of the tabs on his internet browser was for an online dating website. I think he’s lonely.” I stared into my wife’s eyes, and I watched as her cheeks turned red, as she realized her own hypocrisy. “What?” she said. “So I feel a bit bad for the guy.”

“I’ll ask around,” I said. I was meeting up with my theatre troupe that night. But I already knew for a fact that there were no single ladies in the group. There were only two women in the troupe, and their husbands were both part of the troupe as well.

I told my theatre friends about Markus, and they all had the same reaction I had when I first heard about the guy. He was a hard man to describe, because he looked so normal. There was something very sad about the man, but it wasn’t something that I knew how to put into words. They all just shrugged their shoulders and said, “If he acts, he’s welcome to come audition for the troupe.” I tried explaining the situation again, but I got the same careless reaction. I wished I would have taken a photo of the man I saw in that pizza parlour window. He wasn’t sad or crying or deflated when I saw him in that window—he was just sitting upright, like a normal person, but somehow that only made him seem sadder.

It was Richard, one of my closer friends, who came up to me after our session, with his wife. “You’re really worried about this Markus guy, huh?” he said.

“I just feel bad for the guy,” I said.

“Have you talked to him about it?” asked Richard’s wife, Marie.

“I’ve never talked to him at all,” I said.

They both gave me strange looks. “Maybe you should try reaching out to him before going around trying to find others to reach out to him,” he said with a laugh. And it was a good point. I was being somewhat of a hypocrite—telling everyone how sad it was that no one talks to the guy, as I’ve never talked to the guy before in my life. So maybe Richard was right—maybe I needed to reach out to Markus before going around and telling everyone else to put in the effort.

My wife was asleep when I got home from my theatre troupe meet-up, so I decided I would talk to her tomorrow about setting up a meet-up with Markus. I was ready to talk about it when my wife came home from work the next afternoon, but she beat me to it. “I found something out about Markus today,” she said.

“Oh really?” I said.

“He’s never been with a woman before,” she said. She said it quietly, as if she didn’t want anyone to overhear, not that there was anyone nearby who could possibly overhear.

I stared at my wife, confused. “And how did you find this out?”

“Well, when he left for lunch, he left his computer on. I snuck over to his cubicle and just took a quick peek at his internet dating profile—just to get his username.”

I felt a churning in my heart. Now I really felt bad for the guy. He was quickly turning into something like a zoo exhibit. “Why did you do that?” I asked.

“Well, me and a few of the other girls decided to make a fake profile, and chat him up—you know, to learn a little bit more about him. It was only an hour of casual back and forth before he opened up and admitted that he’s never been with a woman before. He hasn’t even been on a date since he was in high-school.”

“So what?” I said.

“So, he’s lonely. I felt so bad. He asked the fake profile out on a date. You could tell that it took a lot of courage, just by the way he worded the proposal. It was hard to say no to him.”

“Why did you guys say no?” I asked.

She laughed. “What do you mean? The profile wasn’t real. I don’t know if you know this, Ken, but you and me are married,” she said.

Poor Markus had been turned into some sort of social experiment. I had a feeling Laureen’s friends were all laughing at him, while me and Laureen were pitying the guy. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like, being pitied half of your life and mocked the other half. He seemed like such a normal, gentle man—who just happened to pick the shortest stick in the pile.

“But now I feel bad,” Laureen said.

“No kidding.”

“I want to make it right, but I don’t know how. I asked all of my friends if they knew anyone who might be interested. I just got crickets, Ken. What am I supposed to do now?”

“Maybe I can meet with the guy and help him out,” I said.

“Really? You would do that?” Laureen said, her eyes glowing.

“Sure, why not? He probably just needs a good push in the right direction. Maybe I could take him out to a bar or something, teach him how to talk to girls.”

Laureen planted a nice kiss on my forehead. She wrote down Markus’s phone number on a little piece of paper before going off to take her nightly bath. I didn’t call Markus that night, nor the next day for that matter. I wanted to, but there was something stopping me. It just seemed so uninvited, and possibly rude. Was it rude though? I mean, I didn’t know the man and the man didn’t know me. And if I called him and asked him to meet up with me, then he would know that Laureen was gossiping about him behind his back, going around and getting everyone to pity him.


CHAPTER III

We started working on a new play that week. It was written by one of the senior members of the troupe—written a few months before Ellen got pregnant and left the group, and a few months before Carl, Peter’s friend, joined the group. So there was an open female part and too few male parts. And as usual, I got stuck playing the extra woman. This time, there wasn’t even a discussion—everyone just looked over at me as if it wasn’t worth discussing.

It was the third time in two years that I would play a woman in a play, pretty much just because I was smaller than the other guys, and because I could do a pretty spot-on female voice. I should have never shown them my female voice—then maybe I would have gotten a shot at one of the male parts in the play—all of which had more lines than the role I got stuck with. But I wasn’t complaining. I was just happy to be part of the production. Plus, every time I got stuck playing a girl, the guys would always promise me one of the lead roles in one of the future productions. I got to play Hamlet a few years before.

This play was called Francesco’s Big Dream, and I was going to play Katie, the ditsy slut. It was a three-act play, and my part only existed in the first two acts, in the opening scene and then in all of the main character, Francesco’s dream sequences. It was a funny enough play and everyone was happy with their roles. I was just happy for the acting challenge. I’d played a lot of characters before, but never a ditsy slut.

After doing a table read, we went down to the theatre’s storage room and found the perfect wig—long and straight and jet black. It fit my head perfectly, and it actually framed my face quite nicely. I instantly started trying out different inflections for my character. I got a good laugh out of the rest of the group.

As the others started digging around, trying to find the keys to their characters, I found a box filled with jewellery, and an old makeup kit. I set it all aside and marked it with a sticky note, so the other troupes that used the same theatre knew I was using it—even though it looked like it hadn’t been touched in almost a decade.

The new guy, Carl, was cast as the loner character, who is always jealous of Francesco. It was a smaller role, but the new guys always got the smaller roles. I didn’t think much of Carl’s part until we all met up for the second table read, in character, and Carl was dressed up, looking exactly like Markus. He had the same black suit on, the same glasses, the same slicked-back hair-do. He even mustered up the same slow, collected mannerisms that I saw from Markus during that brief sighting at the pizza parlour.

“Hey Katie, it’s your line,” Peter said from across the table. We always called one another by our character names, to help stay in character. I shook my head and looked down at my script. I was so distracted by Carl’s outfit. And now, I couldn’t stop thinking about Markus, how the poor guy was probably sitting alone in his apartment, waiting for someone to reach out to him.

I read my line and then flipped a few pages ahead to my next line and I waited.

And while I waited, Carl had his first line. “People would like me if they knew I existed,” he said. His character was supposed to be comic relief—so pathetic that it was supposed to be funny. Everyone laughed at the line, except for me. I couldn’t laugh, knowing that it was actually a reality for Markus.

As I waited for my next line, I had a strange idea: what if I went on a date with Markus? Of course it didn’t have to go anywhere (and it couldn’t go anywhere, because I didn’t have the anatomy for it to go anywhere, and not to mention, I was married), but maybe it would be enough of a confidence booster to get Markus back on his feet. If a girl asked him out, maybe it would shake the idea in his head that he wasn’t dateable—

“Katie, it’s your line,” someone said, snapping me out from the depths of my mind. I looked down at my script and gave a mediocre reading. After reading the line, I looked up. Richard was staring at me with a tilted glance.

He came up to me after the session, as I was changing out from my wig and tight little dress. “Hey man, what’s going on with you? Your head was somewhere else today,” he said.

“It’s that Markus guy I told you about. I just feel so bad for the guy.”

“Still? I think you just need to let this go.”

“But if I let it go, who’s going to help the guy out?” I said. I still couldn’t figure out why I felt like it was somehow my duty to help the man.

“He’s an adult, he can help himself.”

I looked around to make sure no one else was listening. “What if I went on a date with him?” I said. “Like, as Katie. He doesn’t know me, so it’s not like he could recognize me, right?”

Now Richard was staring at me with wide eyes. “You’re not serious, are you?” he said, without blinking.

“Yeah, why not? I mean, it would basically just be acting, right? A couple hours of staying in character, and the man’s life could be changed forever.”

Richard just stared at me. “You really aren’t kidding,” he said.

“I just want the guy to be happy. Is that so much to ask?” I said.

A smirk grew on his face. “If you really are thinking about doing this, you need to bring me along. Hey—it could be a double date! Me and Marie, you and this Markus guy.”

“I don’t know about that… He doesn’t even know you.”

“I thought he didn’t know you either,” Richard said.

His wife walked up with a big smile on her face. “What are you guys talking about?” she asked.

Richard looked over at her with that big grin. “You won’t even believe this,” he said, and then he explained the idea to her.

His big grin dropped when Marie turned to me with a smile and said, “I think that’s a great idea. It sounds like it could really benefit this guy.”

“So you aren’t the only one who’s lost your mind,” Richard said to me with a laugh. It was nice to hear that his wife thought it was a good idea. To me, it made nothing but sense. I could still remember when I was nineteen, having never been on a date before. Asking a girl out was extraordinarily difficult. But once I got the first date out of my system, it wasn’t so bad. Markus was just stuck in that loop—and I had the opportunity to break it. Not to mention, the opportunity to practice my acting skills for the big play. 


CHAPTER IV

I didn’t drive home right away. Instead, I sat in my car and stared at my phone. I had Markus’s number punched in, ready to be dialled, but what would I say? I kept telling myself how insane the idea was, but the thought of not going through with it made me even more uncomfortable than the thought of going through with it.

I didn’t dial that number. I needed to spend more time thinking about my little scheme. Besides, my mother always told me growing up, “Always sleep before making big decisions.” It’s a good rule to live by—I can’t tell you how many times I dodged poor life decisions with that little bit of advice.

I was slow to fall asleep that night, with the idea dancing around in my brain—the thought that I was actually capable of doing something like that. I must have spent hours running through possible conversations in my head, to actually convince Markus that I was not just a woman, but I was a woman who was legitimately interested in going on a date with him.

Luckily, I didn’t have to come up with any sort of pitch. I woke up to my wife asking me if I’d asked around my theatre troupe, to see if there were any singles potentially interested in Markus. My heart skipped a beat as I looked her in the eyes. “Yeah, there was one girl who was interested,” I said.

“Really? What’s her name? Do you have her picture?”

I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes. It’s a good thing my chest was covered by the blanket, so Laureen couldn’t see my heart pounding against my ribcage. “Her name is Katie. I don’t have her picture. She’s new to the troupe,” I said. “She seemed very interested when I mentioned him to her.”

My wife kissed me on the forehead. “Thanks, babe!” she said before leaving for work.

So it was settled: I was really going to go through with it. I was going to go on a date—or I should say, an acting exercise—with Markus. In a way, it was a mutually beneficial thing. Markus gets to go on a date, I get to hone my acting skills, and we all get to feel better about the whole situation. With any luck, Markus would leave the date feeling confident. I could shower him with compliments all night and really boost his ego, so he wouldn’t have to spend his nights alone. He could actually go out and live his life, and I could live with a warm fuzziness in my heart, knowing that I saved him from his loneliness.

But as the day dragged on, I started to regret the insane idea. The more I thought about it with a clear mind, the more I began to realize it wasn’t such a well-thought-out plan. What if Markus can tell that I’m really a man? My female voice was pretty good, but was it that good? And what if I slipped? Or what if Richard or his wife slipped, accidentally calling me Ken or something? Maybe the whole double date idea was a bad one…

And worse, what if Laureen wants to meet Katie? What if she does some investigating and finds out that Katie is just the name of the character I was playing in the play—and that there is no Katie in the theatre troupe?

That afternoon, when I got into my car to start back towards my house, I began hoping that Laureen would come home and tell me that Markus said no to the proposal. Maybe the poor guy was better off alone, without everyone’s sympathy and charity. Or maybe Laureen didn’t get around to asking, and I still had time to tell her that Katie was no longer interested.

But Laureen did have time, and Markus was interested. “You should have seen his face light up,” Laureen told me. “I’ve never seen him like that before. He said that he’s free on Friday night.”

I felt my heart plunge into my stomach. What had I gotten myself into? I thought about telling her that Katie backed out, but I just couldn’t handle the idea of Markus’s hopes being crushed, and I don’t think I could have put Laureen through the torture of having to tell him that the date wasn’t going ahead.

“Friday night? We’re rehearsing that night,” I said, lying. The glow in Laureen’s eyes started to wane. “But we aren’t doing any of Katie’s scenes, so that should be fine,” I said. “I’ll let her know.”

Laureen gave me a nice kiss on the lips and then she went to take her nightly bath, leaving me with a lot of anxiety and a lot of planning that needed to be done.

I sent Richard a text message, telling him to leave his Friday night open. I was also sure to include, “Let’s also make sure this is just a one-time thing.”

It was a minute before he replied. “Holy shit, you’re actually doing it.”

I laughed nervously at the message. I actually was doing it—but I had to struggle and strain to remember why. My head was spinning. I had so much to do. I needed to figure out a backstory. I needed to figure out a way to introduce myself. I needed to figure out what I was going to wear. And I still needed to figure out if I could even be a convincing woman. Sure, my theatre-mates all thought I was convincing, but they also knew I was actually a man. Had I ever acted before an audience and fooled them into thinking I was really a chick? Even the audience got the play bill…

Once my wife was asleep that night, I slipped out of bed and went to the computer to look up some tips. I could do a pretty good voice and I could dress the part, but I needed to be spot-on for Friday—which was just three days away.


CHAPTER V

The next morning, I called work and told them I was going to be an hour late. I needed to conduct a few little experiments before I fully committed to this role. I went to my wife’s closet and picked out a dozen different dress options. I tried them each on, along with the padded bra that I always used for stage performances when I played women. I needed to decide which dress looked the most feminine on me.

I judged myself in the mirror, and by photo. I’ve found that mirrors can be deceiving for whatever reason. Sometimes people think they look good and then they see pictures of themselves and they say, “That’s how I look?” And nine times out of ten, that’s how they look.

It was a black dress with long sleeves that looked the best, in the mirror and in pictures. Funny enough, it was a dress that I’d bought for my wife a few Christmases before. She never wore it—she always said that it didn’t go with any of her shoes, but I always thought it would have gone perfectly with the pair of black strappy heels that she never wore because she always said she had no dress to match it. Now, I was trying on those heels.

It turns out, there is a small benefit to being the same size as your wife—a benefit that only kicks in when you need to pretend to be a woman for a date with a man you’ve never actually met before. The heels fit perfectly, and in my opinion, they went perfectly with the dress. I put on a black choker to hide the subtle lump of my Adam’s apple, and then I went to set up my camera.

I filmed myself walking up and down the hall, repeating a few different phrases (vocal exercises that I would use before big performances). I practiced mannerisms that I’d always used when impersonating a woman on stage, and some new mannerisms that I read about on a cross-dressing website that I had found. I felt rather silly until I watched the footage back, and could see that I maybe wasn’t crazy after all—I really did look and sound like a woman.

Or was I just giving myself the benefit of the doubt? The only way to know for sure was to put myself out there to be judged. And the best way I could think to do that was by creating a profile for myself on a dating website. So that’s what I did for the next couple of hours, after calling work back and telling them that I wasn’t going to be making it in. “I’ve got the worst cold, out of nowhere,” I said. They told me to take as much time as I needed.

I took so many photos in so many different outfits. I was used to having the wardrobe department making my outfits for me—I didn’t know how hard it was to pair pieces of clothing and accessories. And then doing makeup and styling hair on top of it—it’s so much work!

Before going live with my dating profile, I decided to send a photo over to Richard. In the photo, I was wearing a white knit sweater and a cute black skirt. I thought I looked pretty good. Then I got a message back, from Richard’s wife, Marie. “You cannot go on this date looking like that,” she said. The message made my heart jump.

Was I really not pulling it off? Was I missing something that everyone else was seeing? That familiar regret came rushing back, filling my nerves. I became suddenly aware that the date was just two nights away, and if I didn’t look like a chick now, I wasn’t going to look like a chick by the date.

And what if Markus could tell that I was a man, and what if he recognized me? Did Laureen have pictures of me on her desk? There were pictures of me on her Facebook page—did he have Facebook? What if he went and told my wife that I dressed up like a girl and went on a date with him? She would never understand why I did it. Even I was having a hard time remembering why I did it—why I was doing it.

But still, I was doing it. “What’s wrong with the way I look?” I wrote back.

“Are you home now? I’m coming over to help you,” she wrote. And for the better half of the next hour, I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what was so wrong about the way I looked. I thought I’d done my makeup pretty well—I did it the same way I always did it on stage—and my outfit fit perfectly. I’d tried to curl my hair. It wasn’t the best hair-curling ever, but I thought it was pretty good.

Marie came over, took one look at me, and then shook her head. “You’re going to humiliate this poor guy,” she said to me. “Come on upstairs and let’s see what we can do.”

She walked by me, heading straight for the bedroom. “I don’t understand,” I said. “I’ve been playing a woman on stage with you for years—you’ve never said anything before.”

She laughed. “You were playing a woman. You weren’t actually trying to make anyone think you really were a woman.”

“I don’t understand…” I said.

“I can tell. Let’s start with the outfit. First of all, it’s confusing. You’re wearing a knit sweater and a skirt with no stockings. It’s like your top half wants to go skiing, and your bottom half is on its way to its first day of school. Did you put any thought into your outfit? Is there a theme you’re going for?”

“I just thought it would be cute,” I said.

She raised her finger. “Don’t speak to me in that voice. Use the voice you plan on using on Friday.”

So I said it again, in the right voice.

“Cute? What’s so cute about it? Sure, it’s a cute sweater, and a cute skirt, a cute pair of flats, but together, it’s just confusing. You need a theme—some sort of goal, before you even pick one piece of clothing. So let’s think about this date. Where are we going?”

“Um,” I said, but I hadn’t thought about it. I scratched my cheek while looking at the floor. “I was thinking maybe a steak house—maybe that one down on Main Street.”

“Okay, so sort of casual, sort of formal, a little bit messy. You want this guy to feel comfortable, right? What is he comfortable in?”

“I think he likes to wear suits,” I said.

“Okay then…” Marie turned to the closet and started digging through the options. She moved from thing to thing so fast, I had a hard time believing she was actually considering any of it. She ended up pulling out a little black dress and a pair of nylons. “I think this could be perfect.”

It wasn’t a dress I’d considered before. It looked kind of boxy when she held it up, and I needed something to make my shoulders look more narrow—not more broad. And it looked awfully short—as in, not short enough to hide my cock, in case my cock decided to slip out. “Try it on,” she said, handing it to me.

I started walking over to the bathroom. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m going to the bathroom, to change,” I said.

“Just change right here. Girls change in front of one another. Get used to it.” She tossed me a pair of lacy red panties. “And put these on. No girl goes on a first date without a little pair of red panties.”

My heart stuttered, but she was right—girls do, strangely, change in front of one another. So I cautiously turned away and I started to slip out from my little outfit that apparently wasn’t good enough. It was weird enough getting naked in front of a woman who wasn’t my wife—but it was especially weird, seeing as I was getting naked in front of my good friend’s wife.

Thankfully, she was too preoccupied with Laureen’s closet to notice me fully naked in front of her. I quickly slipped into the red panties. They were tight. I was hoping that I could just get away with wearing my usual undies under my skirt. In fact, I had no idea why it mattered what was underneath. It’s not like I was going to let Markus have a peek under my skirt.

I didn’t mind the way the panties felt, once I got used to the tightness. It was kind of nice, having everything held together firmly, and the fabric was so soft, and the airiness was pleasant, too. I had to squirm slightly to fit into the dress. It was skin tight, and even shorter than it looked when Marie held it up. But somehow, it fit. And it didn’t actually look so bad.

“And what is the theme here?” I asked as I adjusted my little dress. I felt like I had to pull down the skirt every ten seconds so it wouldn’t ride up and reveal my bum and my bulge.

“Like you said: cute. If you want something cute, then we’re going to make something cute.” She tossed me a tiny pair of heels. The heels were so thin, I wondered if they would even be able to hold up my body weight. I stumbled slightly with my first step, and then she told me to go walk up and down the hallway to get used to the little shoes, so that’s what I did.

After five stretches of my upstairs hallway, I could at least walk without holding my arms out at my sides like a toddler learning how to ice-skate. Once I started trusting those narrow heels, it wasn’t so bad at all.

Marie poked her head out from the bedroom and looked down at my legs. “You’re walking like a cave man,” she said with a giggle. “One foot in front of the other—like you’re walking on a tightrope.” So I gave that a try.

I could feel the little panties rubbing against my crotch. I didn’t mind the feeling—in fact, it was kind of nice. For the first time, I actually felt kind of like a lady, and not just like a guy in ladies’ clothing.

Maybe this whole crazy scheme was going to work after all. I felt sexy in those panties and heels. Maybe I would be sexy enough to make Markus feel like a real man, capable of anything. Maybe…


CHAPTER VI

I was really starting to understand what Marie meant when she said that there is a difference between playing a woman on stage, and becoming a woman in real life. I’d played women before, but now, for the first time, I really felt like a woman. I was right there next to Marie, digging through Laureen’s closet, picking out potential outfits, making sure every little detail was perfect—

That was one thing I didn’t understand until that day with Marie—it’s all about the little details. My ‘good-enough’ hair curling job was not good enough. No self-respecting woman would settle for good enough, especially before a big event like a first date. It needed to be perfect. So I found myself in front of the mirror, meticulously curling every single strand of hair, making sure every part was evenly bouncy. I washed off my makeup and started all over again, perfecting every little stroke and flick. The difference wasn’t terribly noticeable if you didn’t know what you were looking for, but my God, did it feel different. Even just the way Marie told me to walk—the way she made me hold my shoulders and flex my bum—made a world of difference. I felt so ladylike.

At one point, I even forgot why Marie was over. I just thought we were having a girls’ day—it took my wife calling to let me know she was done work early to make me remember that I wasn’t really a woman. “Shit, we have to clean up!” I said. So we cleaned up fast and Marie took off. I was washing off the last of my makeup when Laureen walked in the door. “How was your day?” she asked.

“It was good. I finished work early, too,” I said, lying. She gave me a kiss and then went to take her evening bath.

I stayed up after she went to sleep. My head was full of curiosity. There was so much in that closet that I wanted to try on, so much in her makeup kit that I wanted to play with. Even my wig—I wanted to try styling it so many different ways, to see what I could pull off. Laureen had a whole bin of hair tools—straighteners, wands, curling irons, crimpers, and so on.

I have to admit, I was getting carried away. While my wife was sleeping, I stole a little piece of lingerie from her closet and snuck into the bathroom. I got into the lacy lingerie and I got all dolled up. It was strangely addictive, seeing myself all sexy, feeling sexy, knowing that I really looked like a woman. And with my wife in the other room, it was even more tempting—the risk factor made adrenaline pump through my veins, like I was about to skydive from an airplane, or bungee jump from a tall bridge.

I was digging through that basket of hair tools when I found a curious one. It was a long rod with a ball on the end. I wasn’t sure what it did until I pressed the button and that ball started vibrating. It was a back massager—one I didn’t know we owned. But as I looked at it, I realized that my wife hadn’t been using it to rub her back.

I’d seen the very same model used in pornos before, solo girl videos, for self-pleasuring. I couldn’t help but grin at the thought of my wife using it while I was out of the house. And then that got me to imagining myself using it. I made sure the door was locked and I decided to reach the vibrating wand down between my legs. I was just goofing around, really, until I felt that vibrating against the tip of my cock. My legs went stiff instantly and I perked right up. It felt nice—really nice. I circled the wand around gently, massaging the tip of my cock. I got so hard in that little lacy lingerie. I ran the vibrating end up and down the length of my shaft, but it felt the best right at the tip, right on the underside of my throbbing erection.

I sat down on the floor and I spread my legs, my knees raised. I worked that vibrator up and down, up and down. My legs started to tremble and I let out a soft moan. I loved the way my legs looked, all smooth (I’d shaved them earlier with Marie). I pointed my toes and then I closed my thighs in on that vibrating massage rod. I could feel a warm pulsing, like I was about to come. Was I about to make myself come with just vibration?

Yep—and it was a mess. I came hard, warm blast after warm blast filling up the little panties of my lingerie. My cock was swimming in the warm pool of cum. I pulled the tight lingerie aside to let it spill out.

I had to stay up late that night while I ran the lingerie through the wash. As I stood in the laundry room, waiting for the dry cycle to run its course, I noticed more of my wife’s clothing hanging up on the drying rack. I decided to try it all on. I just couldn’t get enough of it. I really understood it now. It wasn’t about being a convincing woman, it was about feeling, deep down, like a sexy woman. And I felt like the sexiest woman on the planet.


CHAPTER VII

I went from dreading the big double date one morning, to being ridiculously excited for it the next. I couldn’t wait to show myself off, to show the world what I saw in the mirror.

Work went by slowly on Friday. My gaze was practically glued to the clock, watching it tick by. Every little tick was one tick closer to the big date. Markus was going to love me—the whole restaurant was going to love me. And all I had to do was make Markus think that I was just as interested in him.

I got a text message from Markus around lunchtime. “What’s your address, so I can pick you up?” it read. Laureen was going to be home, so that wasn’t an option.

“I’ll meet you at the restaurant,” I wrote. “I’ll be down in the area already for work.”

“Okay. See you there,” he wrote. My heart stuttered. The date was really happening. I was really going to pluck my Katie character out from the big play and I was going to thrust her into the real world. Of course I was still terrified something would go wrong—a wardrobe malfunction or a voice slip—but I was fairly confident that I had the character down so well, the chances of that happening were tiny. In fact, I had the character down so well, I found myself struggling to fight the female voice away while I was at work.

And for the first time ever, I found myself criticizing my female co-workers’ outfits. Marissa’s shoes did not go with her pencil skirt. And Janie’s blouse was in desperate need of a good ironing. When I saw a woman with a flawless outfit, with perfectly executed hair and makeup, I had so much more respect for her than ever before. I knew how hard that was now. And watching my co-workers, I got so many new outfit ideas. It was too bad this whole charade would end that night, as soon as I parted ways with Markus.

Richard and Marie were early for the double date. They sent me a text message while I was still finishing up my makeup, letting me know they were at the table. I panicked for a moment as I checked the time, before realizing they were almost thirty minutes early. I would have been just as early if I wasn’t getting ready in a public bathroom at the office building I worked at.

I had my outfit and makeup and hair tools all stuffed into my briefcase. Before slipping into that bathroom, I made sure that no one was looking. And I was just as careful when I slipped out, poking my head out and creeping down the hallway towards the stairs. I would have taken the elevator, but the chances of running into someone I knew were too high.

The restaurant was just a few blocks from my office—a few blocks to get properly used to the heels. With every few steps I took, I was expecting my heart to begin pounding, but it never did. I felt strangely calm. Even as I passed men and women in the streets, and they looked at me and smiled, my heart didn’t start pounding. I was strangely in my element. I was ready for that date—more ready than I’d ever been for anything in my life.

When I walked into the room, Marie waved me over with a big smile. Richard’s face was completely different. His eyes grew wide and his lips parted slightly. He whispered something to his wife that looked like, ‘Is that Ken?’ but he never took his eyes off of me. I took the seat next to Marie. “Sorry to keep you waiting,” I said.

Richard just continued to stare at me, speechless. He’d seen me play women on stage many times before, but his reaction now confirmed that this guise was different—on a whole new level.

“How do I look?” I asked Marie.

“You look wonderful, darling. I think your date is going to adore you.”

“I hope so.”

One of the waiters had his eyes on me—a younger guy with a nice build. I looked over at him and smiled and watched as his cheeks turned a shade of red.

Richard finally spoke. “So what does Laureen think about all of this?” he asked.

“Don’t mention it to her,” I said.

And then the restaurant’s front door opened and he walked in: Markus, in his black suit, his dark-rimmed glasses, with his dark hair slicked back. He looked nervous as he scanned the restaurant, his skin pale, his cheeks red. “Is that him?” Marie asked.

“That’s him,” I said. And finally, my heart started pounding like a war drum. This wasn’t just a role in a play. This was real life. Markus was a real guy, not a character on the stage. This night would have real consequences. Marie waved Markus down. He smiled, his cheeks turning a darker shade of red as our eyes met.

He was handsome. I had no idea how it was possible that he’d gone his whole life without ever going on a date. He looked like the kind of guy that every girl wanted: he was tall, fit, well-dressed. Maybe he was totally insane and I was about to find that out…

“You must be Katie,” he said as I stood up to greet him. He had a deep voice. He looked me right in the eyes. His eyes were big and shining and his smile was so charming.

“You must be Markus,” I said.

He took my hand. His hand was big and his grip was strong. We took our seats. His cheeks were dark red now. He looked at me for a moment and then down at his menu. I introduced Richard and Marie. “Oh, I’m sorry—how rude of me,” he said, standing up and reaching across the table to shake their hands.

He was very charming—in small bursts. It was as if it took all of his energy to speak for a moment before his eyes fell back down to the table and his cheeks turned their usual shade of dark red. Same with looking into my eyes—he could only do it for a few seconds before he needed to take a good minute-long break. At one point, I noticed his hand trembling as he reached for his glass of wine. He never slouched, but he never looked comfortable, as if good posture was constantly on his mind. I wanted him to relax, but I didn’t know what to say or do.

“So Laureen said you like the theatre,” he said to me.

“I love the theatre. I do some acting. What about you?”

He smiled and looked away. “Acting? Oh no, I couldn’t do that. I do love watching the theatre though. I used to go with my parents almost every weekend.”

“What’s your favourite play?” I asked.

He took a long sip from his drink. It was the already the longest conversation I’d gotten out of him. “I’m a big fan of anything Shakespeare,” he said. “I saw an excellent Hamlet a couple of years ago, at the Vertigo theatre.”

I did my best not to blush. I was fairly certain he was referring to the production of Hamlet that we’d put on a few years before, at the same theatre. There hadn’t been any others that I was aware of. “Oh really?” I said. I looked over at Richard, who was smirking. He was loving every minute of the date. To him, it was pure entertainment.

“Would you excuse me for a minute while I use the bathroom?” Markus said, standing up, adjusting his suit jacket.

“Go right ahead,” I said.

Once he was around the corner, Marie leaned in close to me. “You need to make him feel more comfortable,” she said. “Get him to relax.”

“How?” I said.

“Any real woman knows how to make a man relax,” she said.

And she was right. Looking back on all the dates I’d been on before getting married, my dates—the good ones, anyway—always had a way of getting me to relax. Of course, I was never nearly as nervous as Markus, but that was irrelevant; if I couldn’t get Markus to relax, then this whole thing was a giant waste of time.

“Try sitting closer to him. I have an idea,” Marie said. She waved down the waiter. “Could we move over to that booth?” she asked, pointing over to the round booth that was recently vacated.

“Certainly,” the waiter said, and he started to move our plates and glasses over.

Markus returned as we were walking over. I explained to him that we were moving over to the booth where it would be more comfortable. He took one look at the booth and his face turned pale. There wasn’t much room for personal space in the semi-circle nook. “Go ahead,” I said, letting him slip in first. I sat on the end.

Now, he was more nervous than ever, sitting upright with his hands on his lap. I just couldn’t figure out why he was so nervous. He had no reason to be nervous—he was so normal, so handsome, successful, smart—everything he needed to be. So where the hell was his confidence?

I took a deep breath. I needed to follow Marie’s advice. I needed to make Markus relax. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re very handsome,” I said. I remembered my first date with Laureen, where she made a similar compliment, which helped me relax. “I love your suit,” I said.

He smiled and nodded his head. “Thank you.” I could tell he wanted to compliment me back, but he was just so damn nervous. He cleared his throat. “You’re quite beautiful yourself,” he said finally, his voice rattled. It took a lot of effort to push those words through his lips.

But still, he was as stiff as a board. I was going to need to take it a step further.


CHAPTER VIII

We ordered desert to share. While we were waiting, I scooched in closer to him. “Are you having a good time?” I asked him.

“Yeah,” he said with a smile and a quick moment of eye-contact.

Marie was looking at me with an expectant glare—but I didn’t know what she was expecting me to do. I took a deep breath and I slipped my hand onto Markus’s thigh. “Do you want to do this again sometime, maybe?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. “I’d like that.”

I gently rubbed his thigh and I tried to think of ways to get him to relax. “Do you want another drink?” I asked.

“No, I think I’ve had enough for one night. I’m a bit of a lightweight.” He smiled, made that brief second of eye-contact, and then looked away. I scooched in a bit closer, my heart racing now. I knew what would have made me relax without fault in a situation like that, but I couldn’t possibly do it—could I? My hand was just a few inches away from his cock—could I really move it up onto his shaft? I bit down on my tongue.

‘Just do it,’ I thought to myself. ‘Otherwise this was all a waste of time.’ I started sliding my hand upwards. He was as tense as a metal post. His cock came sooner than I was expecting. He was long, his shaft nearly halfway to his knee. Once my fingers were on his tip, his eyes became wide. He didn’t move. He tried to force a smile, but I could tell that I’d just made things worse—unless I really went through with it. If I pulled away right then, then it would have been worse. But if I gave that rod of his some attention, then maybe there was hope…

But how could I do it? How could I willingly massage another man’s cock? I was straight—I was a man—I had a wife. This date was just supposed to make him realize he was somebody. How did it end up getting so carried away? I bit down harder on my tongue and I started to run my fingers up and down his shaft.

I looked at Marie and she was smiling. She couldn’t see where my hand was, but it was obvious that she knew. And she seemed to think I was doing what needed to be done. All I could do was hope that she was right.

Markus took a deep breath, and then, for the first time that night, he let his shoulders relax. “Uh, how do you guys know Katie?” he asked Richard and Marie.

“We’ve done a few plays together,” Richard said with a smile and a nod. He didn’t seem to know what I was doing beneath the table—and I hoped to God that Marie didn’t tell him. I don’t think either of them would tell my wife, but I didn’t need more people in on the secret.

Markus was getting hard fast. His cock was getting longer and thicker. I could feel him throbbing through his dress pants, his big tip bulging out from his foreskin. His body relaxed even more as he took another deep breath.

And then, without looking at me, he said, “I actually need to run to the bathroom quickly. Do you mind?” he said.

So I pulled my hand off of his cock and I let him out. He moved quickly, doing his best to hide his erection. Marie was looking at me with wide eyes, motioning for me to follow him. My heart was pounding. All I could do was trust that she knew what she was doing. I had a bad feeling that Markus wasn’t going to the bathroom—that he was actually going to try and slip out the back while we weren’t paying attention. I felt like I’d scared him off, that I’d done more damage than good.

I watched him slip into the bathroom. I walked up to the door, opened it, and slipped in after him. I locked the door behind me. I had no idea what I was doing or why I was doing it. My head was spinning. I was overwhelmed with regret. This whole thing was off the rails, way out of control.

He was at the sink, staring at himself. He reached down and adjusted his erection in his pants and he took a deep breath. It was clear that he didn’t notice me slip in. “Hey,” I said. He looked over at me with wide eyes.

He cleared his throat. “Hey, uh, what’s up? This is the men’s bathroom, you know.”

“I know,” I said. “Is everything okay? You seem tense.”

He smiled. “Everything’s fine,” he said, and it was the response I expected—frustrating after two hours together, he was still giving me the same nervous, stock replies.

“You’re a really nice, handsome guy, Markus. You know that, right?” I said.

He just smiled.

“You have nothing to be nervous about.”

And he just smiled again, his cheeks dark red. “I’ve—um—I’ve never been with a girl before. I mean, on a date like this, not—you know…” He cleared his throat. He was still as nervous as hell, but it was nice to hear him talking openly for once.

“That’s fine. There’s still nothing to be nervous about. Just go with the flow—you’re doing fine.”

“You’re very pretty. And, uh, I don’t want to make a fool of myself,” he said.

I walked over to him and put my hands on his shoulders. I looked him in the eyes and said, “You aren’t making a fool of yourself. But you are kind of making me think that you don’t like me.” I smiled.

His eyes grew wide. “Oh no, I like you. I like you a lot. I don’t want you to think that,” he said. “I just don’t know how to, you know, make you know that. Does that make sense?” He pressed his lips thin as he took another deep breath.

“You could start by telling me,” I said.

Another deep breath. “I like you a lot.”

“You could maybe kiss me,” I said.

There was a cold silence in the room as he stood frozen. I had a feeling he’d never kissed a girl before. I was happy to be his first, even if I wasn’t technically a girl. He leaned forward slowly. I puckered. And then, just as his lips touched mine, I realized how insane this was. Was I seriously doing this? Was I seriously kissing a man while dressed like a woman?

I was married for crying out loud! I couldn’t be with a man! But was it so wrong? It’s not like I was having a love affair. It’s not like I was going to run away with Markus. Sure, he was handsome and sweet, but I still loved my wife. I just couldn’t let all of this hard work go to waste because I was too afraid to go that extra mile.


CHAPTER IX

“How was that?” I asked when he pulled back. His eyes were glazed over. He finally looked relaxed, like a totally different person.

“It was great,” he said.

“Just relax and let yourself go,” I said, and then I sunk to my knees.

I didn’t know what was happening. It was like I was no longer in control of my body—I was just acting on impulse. I was so determined to make Markus relax, to prove to Marie that I could do it, to prove to my wife that I could help the man, even if she had no idea how I was doing it.

I unzipped his fly. His body became stiff again but I knew it would be a short-lived tension. He looked over at the door with a quick, nervous glance. “It’s locked,” I said as I gave his pants a tug, pulling them down to his knees. He looked down at me.

“Are you sure about this?” he said.

“Just relax,” I said.

And then I gave his boxers a tug, revealing his long, curved cock. He was big—way bigger than me. I could see his dick physically throbbing. I could see his thick veins pumping blood into his member. He was getting hard fast and I hadn’t even touched him yet.

“You’re so big,” I said.

“Really?” he asked.

I looked up into his eyes and smiled with a nod. Then I looked back at that member. I couldn’t believe I wasn’t repulsed by it. I’d gotten so deep into that character, that I actually found myself staring at that cock with wonder in my eyes. I wanted to touch it. I wanted to stroke it. I wanted to suck it until it was rock-hard and blasting hot cum into my mouth.

So I started to stroke it. I wrapped my fingers around it and I ran them up and down, pulling down his foreskin, then pulling it back up and over his throbbing top. I really had become Katie, the ditsy slut, and I liked it—I liked it a lot.

I couldn’t get his huge erection into my mouth fast enough—what I could fit, anyway. I sucked and pumped that hard rod like it was the last rod I would ever get to play with—and it probably was. As much as I was enjoying myself, I needed to remember that I was doing this for a reason: I was doing it for Markus, not for myself. I was going to save him from his crippling loneliness, even if that meant making him unload on my tongue.

His fingers slipped into my hair. My heart skipped a beat. If he wasn’t careful, that wig would come right off and the whole guise would be ruined. And if the guise was ruined, he would retreat further into his shell. Hell, he would probably never go on another date again in his life.

I got him rock-hard in my mouth, pressing against the inside of my cheek. I tried to deep-throat his long member, but he was too thick—I just kept gagging. But he seemed fine with what I was able to suck, stroking the rest with my hand. I surfaced for a couple of seconds, to catch my breath. He was looking down at me, biting his bottom lip, lethargy in his eyes. “You like it?” I asked.

He nodded his head with an elated smile. “We should probably hurry up and get back to the table before dessert comes.”

“My dessert is your come,” I said. “I want your hot come in my mouth, baby.”

He took a deep breath and I felt his cock become even harder. He liked the dirty talk. I hadn’t just gotten him relaxed—I’d gotten him so relaxed that he was about to fall over into a puddle on the ground.

“Come for me, baby. C’mon. I want it so badly,” I said, pumping his cock, aiming his bulging tip right at my tongue. “I need it.”

He groaned and I felt his rod swelling. He was coming. He was going to come in my mouth! I was about to take a man’s hot load right on my tongue. “It’s coming,” he said through clenched teeth.

And then I felt it, repeated hot blasts right into my mouth. Some missed slightly, getting my lips and one big one landed right on my cheek, but it was nothing I couldn’t clean up quickly. Most of it went right into my mouth, and my God, there was a lot of it. That was thirty years of saved-up cum, in my mouth. I had to swallow it in three big gulps. It tasted kind of sweet.

Markus stumbled back with a big grin on his face. He took a deep breath and nearly fell over. “Are you oaky?” I asked, using a tissue to wipe the warm cum off of my cheek.

“Okay? I’m great,” he said. “And my God, are you beautiful.”

We returned to the table just as dessert came. Marie looked at Markus and then she looked at me and winked. Richard seemed oblivious, which was for the best. But Marie knew exactly what I’d just done. She even subtly motioned for me to wipe my cheekbone. I did, and there was a tiny bit of cum still there—thank God she noticed.

After that, Markus opened up. We couldn’t get him to stop talking. He went on and on about all of the plays that he loved and how he’d always wanted to act, but he’d always been too nervous. I wanted to invite him to join our troupe, but that was obviously a bad idea—he would inevitably find out who I was after just one day around all of my friends. Luckily, Marie knew of a good beginner troupe looking for new members, and she passed along the info.

The hardest part of the night was when it came to parting ways. Markus surprised me with a kiss. He looked into my eyes and smiled. And for once, he didn’t look away after a second. “Thanks for tonight,” he said.

“It was my pleasure.”

“I’d love to do this again sometime.”

“Me too, but…” I couldn’t gather the courage to let him down. I tried to find the words while I waited for his expression to drop.

But instead, he laughed. “It’s okay, I understand.”

“It’s not like that,” I said.

“Believe me, I understand. I know what you did, and I appreciate it.”

I felt my heart drop into my gut. What did he mean, he knew what I did? Did he know I was a man? Did he know I was Laureen’s husband? And if so, when did he figure it out? He’d mentioned the performance of Hamlet from a few years before—did he recognize me?

He planted one last kiss on my forehead and said, “I won’t forget this—believe me,” and then he walked away. I watched him go, my heart pounding. I was watching an entirely different man leaving than the man that I’d met at the start of that date. I knew he was going to be okay.

And he was okay. It was just a couple of weeks later when Laureen came home and told me that Markus asked one of the new girls out on a date. I was happy for him, and admittedly a little bit jealous. Whether or not he knew who I really was—I would probably never know, but at least I would know that the date worked in bringing Markus out from his shell.

I smiled and gave my wife a kiss on the forehead. “That’s nice to hear,” I said to her.

She started towards the bathroom, to take her nighttime bath. But then she stopped and turned back to me. “By the way, were you going through my lingerie drawer recently?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Uh,” I said. I didn’t know what to say.

“Well, if you want to get dressed up in my clothes, that’s fine. As long as you know that means you’ll be on the bottom.” She smiled and winked and went off to take her bath. I couldn’t help but wonder if Markus said something to her, but regardless, I couldn’t help but smile. I was excited to explore a whole new kink with the woman I loved.

Maybe it wasn’t Markus that needed that date to bring him out from his shell. Maybe it was me who needed that night with Markus. Because if it wasn’t for that night, I wouldn’t have found myself on my bed, dressed in a lingerie teddy and fishnets, waiting for my wife to be finished with her nighttime bath.

THE END


BOY TO GIRL

After being suspended a number of times, Sam is out of strikes. His school is ready to expel him, just a few months before graduation. And he’s livid about it. He was accused of sexual harassment, when all he did was compliment a few cute chicks.

But they are willing to give him one last chance, in another state, at a special school where every student gets a specially tailored program to fix their bad behaviour.


CHAPTER I

Bullying—that’s what they called it. That’s what they always called it. I swear, every year that went by, they just started clumping more and more into the bullying category.

Sure, when I beat up Martin Jacobs in the fifth grade—that was maybe bullying, though he deserved it. He told me my sister was a slut. Just a couple of years later, I told Aaron Rudiger that his sister was a slut, and I got sent to the office for ‘bullying’. Aaron’s older sister was actually a slut though—she was making a point of sleeping with every guy in the goddamn school.

In the ninth grade, I was suspended for filling Jeremy Richards’s locker with whipping cream. He cried about it—the pussy—and I was once again sent to the office for ‘bullying’. Apparently pranks are bullying now, too.

I was suspended again two years later for something even more harmless—at least in my opinion. I told Janine Yolandis that she had a nice ass, because she did. She had the best ass in the school and everyone knew it. Hell, she probably even knew it. But a teacher overheard me and sent me to the office. I wasn’t just booked for bullying; I was also booked for ‘sexual harassment’. They even threatened to get the police involved. I laughed and that made them pretty angry.

“You’ve got a bad record, son,” they said to me. “If you ever want to see a day in college, you’d better shape up.” It was a pretty serious threat. The principal and the vice-principal were in the room, along with my parents, and some school-board goon. They all stood there and stared at me with long faces, as if I’d tried to shoot up the school or something.

But the threat worked—I mean, at least it made me more careful. I still didn’t buy their bullshit. I still wouldn’t have said that complimenting a girl’s nice tush was ‘bullying’ or anything to be concerned about. But I did want to see a day of college, and I didn’t want my parents any more disappointed in me than they already were. You only get two suspensions before they expel you. And the kids that I knew who had been expelled—they were nowhere: dropouts, digging ditches for minimum wage, doing drugs with gnarly prostitutes in grungy back alleys. That’s not my scene.

I fooled around with a lot of girls outside of school. It turns out, most girls like it when you tell them they’re sexy, or when you compliment their tits or asses. It usually didn’t take much to get a girl to put out. But when I was in school, I kept my mouth shut for the most part.

So for a couple of years, I stayed out of trouble. I bit my tongue whenever I had the urge to do anything that might be considered out of line, or say anything that might be even remotely controversial. I kept my grades up, put on a smile every time the teachers barfed out some bullshit about the power of diversity, and I tried not to cringe whenever I walked by a ‘Say No To Bullying’ poster.

In my opinion, the world needs a bit of ‘bullying’. Kids are weak. The people we have entering the workforce these days are pansies. No one ever told them to toughen up. No one ever gave them a good smack on the back of the head when they said something downright stupid. Instead, they got a pat on the back every time they shed a tear—now they think shedding a tear will solve all of their measly problems. Sometimes I think I was born in the wrong generation—but I suppose everyone thinks that from time to time…

Anyway, I was just six months away from graduating high school when I faced the fury of my ‘tolerant’ schoolteachers once again. It was gym class on a warm afternoon, and I was selected to be the captain of my softball team. Me and the other team captain took turns picking our fellow students. I was just five team members in when the gym teacher stopped me. “Why don’t you pick Elizabeth next?” he asked me.

Elizabeth was small and she couldn’t throw or catch for shit. Picking her would have been the equivalent of surrendering before the game even started. Mark, on the other hand, was still unpicked and he could run like the wind. If he could make a clean hit, he would be a guaranteed point. “I think I’ll pick Mark,” I said.

I watched as the gym teacher’s expression dropped. “I think you should pick Elizabeth,” he said.

Elizabeth just stood in the back of the group. By the looks of it, she didn’t want to be picked to either team. She knew that she sucked at softball and she didn’t want to let either team down. “Why?” I said. The field became silent, as if I’d done something terribly wrong. I had no idea what was so wrong about picking Mark.

“Sam…” our teacher said, raising his eyebrows, as if it should have been so obvious.

“What?” I said.

“Pick Elizabeth, Sam,” he said.

“I mean, I can, but I don’t know why it matters,” I said. How is it fairer to pick a girl out of pity over a man? How is that ‘equal’? A woman gets picked just because she’s a woman; meanwhile a man has to earn his spot? And a man who earns his spot loses out to a woman, just because we should prioritize equality? Well that’s bullshit. It should be equal opportunity, not equal outcome. Girls will always be picked first for group projects in other classes, but in gym, men will be picked first, and that’s the way it should be. That’s the way the world works, so why not prepare students for it? No NHL team is going to willingly make their roster half women just to satisfy some silly idea that the world should be fair despite biological realities.

“Sam…” he said again, as if I was way out of line.

“I just think it’s stupid. I think Mark works harder in class and therefore he deserves the spot more than Elizabeth. No offense, Elizabeth, but you don’t even like softball.” She didn’t say anything. She just stared at me with wide eyes, as if she could see what was coming to me from a mile away.

“Go to the office,” said our gym teacher, and the field remained silent.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Go.”

I looked at my fellow students, hoping someone would step up and defend me—defend rational thinking. But no one did. They all just stared at me until I turned around and walked towards the school, to face my fate.

And of course, they called it ‘bullying’.


CHAPTER II

They made me sit in the lobby for an hour, until class was over. My gym teacher showed up with a disappointed look on his face. He only looked at me for a second, shaking his head, before going into the principal’s office. The vice-principal joined him, and then a few other teachers went in on the meeting as well. My parents showed up. My mom looked at me and said, “My God, Sam, what did you do this time?” They were called into the office while I kept on sitting there. Someone from the school board showed up and disappeared into that same office—like the office was a clown car or something.

It was another long twenty minutes before I was called in, to discover my fate. The room was silent as I walked in. Even my parents wouldn’t look at me, as if the teachers told them that I’d killed another student. “Have a seat,” said the principal, so that’s what I did.

“I really don’t know what the big deal is,” I said.

“You’re facing expulsion, Sam,” he said. The comment made my heart sink into my gut. I’d spent the past few years being so careful, and now I was facing expulsion because I questioned a teacher’s questionable logic.

“You can’t be serious,” I said.

“You’ve been suspended twice for bullying. We have a strict three-strike policy here at Monroe Academy. This would be your third strike.” He said it with a long face, as if it was hard news to deliver. But he didn’t have to deliver it. It was his choice, and surely he knew that picking one person over another in gym class should certainly not qualify as bullying.

“I think you’ve all lost your minds,” I said.

“Sam—please don’t start with this now,” the gym teacher said. Our gym teacher was one of those pansy losers I was talking about earlier—someone who could have used a bit of toughening up back when he was in school. He found everything offensive. I could have sneezed and he would have fallen to the floor in shaking outrage.

“What? Is this real?” I said.

“Please just listen for one minute, Sam. We don’t want this to end with you expelled.” It was nice to know that I hadn’t been expelled yet—that I still had a chance. If I could just keep my mouth shut for six more months, then I would be in the clear. My suspension history would be irrelevant once I was in college—though I’ve heard college professors are the worst of the worst for being sensitive little twats…

“Okay,” I said, leaning back in my chair, ready to hear the rest of their bullshit.

“We’re going to give you two options: the first option is expulsion. Unfortunately, given your track record, we can’t keep you at this school, and we’re technically obligated to expel you given our three-strike policy. But we’re willing to transfer you, to a special school for students like yourself. There, you’ll be able to graduate like any other student, and you can still apply to any college you’d like. But you should know that this school, which is out of state, is much more strict than we are here at Monroe Academy. They have a one-strike policy, and I happen to know for a fact that they aren’t lenient with that strike.”

“What do you mean, students like myself?” I said. I was still dwelling on that little comment, as if I was some sort of hell raiser.

“Those are your two options,” said the principal, and then everyone stared at me as if they were all awaiting my selection. But the selection was obvious—obviously I was going to pick the ‘special’ school for ‘students like myself’. I’d suffered through eleven and a half years of torture, and I wasn’t about to throw that all away because I didn’t want to go to some dumb school out of state. I could keep my mouth shut for six months, no problem. I’d kept my mouth shut for the past two years for the most part—maybe with a few unnoticed slips.

“Fine, send me to that school then,” I said.

And the meeting ended there. The principal ordered the receptionist to begin filing my transfer papers, and I was given a little package filled with information about my new school.

It really didn’t look so bad. It was an old building, easily one hundred years old, and the students lived on campus. There was no dress code, which made me happy, and the school had all sorts of amenities, including a swimming pool and a movie theatre. How bad could it really be?

I didn’t expect to be shipped out so quickly. I took a shower when I got home, and when I emerged from the shower; my parents were in my bedroom, packing my bags. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“You start on Monday and you still need to go through your orientation,” my mom said. She looked devastated. I tried to explain to her that I’d done nothing wrong—that the teachers were all just overly sensitive—but it didn’t seem to lift her spirits. She was disappointed in me, maybe not for what I did, but because I was leaving, and I suppose it was preventable.

“I’ll be back in six months,” I said. “And you can always come visit. It’s just three hours away.”

She looked at me with those sorrowful eyes. “The school doesn’t allow parental visits,” she said, and it turned out, she was right. It was written on the last page of the brochure. Apparently, students aren’t even allowed to leave the compound unless accompanied by one of the teachers, like it was some sort of prison complex. Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a good time, after all. I’d never been stuck in one place for a week before, never mind six months. But again—how bad could it be? Apparently the school was on a seventy-acre plot of land—seventy acres is a hell of a lot of land. “Now pack your personal things. You aren’t allowed phones or computers.”

I had to read that brochure a second time—I’d only skimmed it the first time. It turns out, there were a lot of little rules written on the last page, clumped into large paragraphs of text. The next six months wasn’t going to be so easy. I wouldn’t be able to contact my parents or any of my friends until I was either graduated or expelled.


CHAPTER III

I didn’t think it would be so hard to say goodbye to my parents. When my mom started crying, I got pretty cracked up, but I held my composure. It was just six months. I had friends who went on multiple-year-long trips overseas. Six months wasn’t going to kill anyone. My dad still looked pretty disappointed in me, probably because what I’d done had made my mother a wreck, but I still didn’t think it was really my fault. Maybe one day I would be able to explain the whole thing to them, so they could understand—not that there was much to say.

I was the last one on that bus, and the last stop was Ziegler Academy. I slept the whole way, having not slept the night before. When I woke up, I was the only person still on the bus. The sun was starting to set, and I could see the academy growing in the distance. It was an impressive building—some parts of it were four stories high. There was a large clock tower, which was also apparently the library, in the middle of the complex. And around the whole thing was a wall. It was a nicely built wall, but it still made me uncomfortable—knowing it was there to keep me in, and not there to keep intruders out.

“Last stop, Ziegler Academy,” the bus driver said. As I stepped off of the bus, he said, “Good luck, kid.” Maybe he knew something I didn’t, or maybe I was just reading into it too much in my state of anxiety.

Standing at the gate were three teachers, all dressed in black. Two of them were women, with blonde hair tied into buns on their head. They almost looked like twins, but that may have just been a coincidence. “Sam Klein?” one of them called out to me as I pulled my luggage out from the bus’ storage compartment.

“Yeah, that’s me,” I said. I thought it was weird that they were all just standing there, not helping me with my bags.

“Welcome to Ziegler Academy. If you would follow us, we’ll get right to your orientation,” they said. I have two suitcases and two backpacks. I grunted as I pulled the whole lot towards them. And then I sighed as I looked towards the school, which was a good mile away—a mile of dragging those heavy bags. Still, no one was helping me. “Don’t worry about your bags,” one of them said.

“Someone will grab them for me?” I asked.

“You won’t be needing them. We don’t allow anything from outside onto the campus. But we’ll be sure to keep them in storage for you, until it’s time for you to go.” She said it in a strangely monotone voice, sending a strange chill down my spine.

“But what about my clothes?” I said.

“We have all of that ready for you inside,” one of them said.

I hesitated, but I really had no options, so I followed the group of them, leaving my things behind. I looked back. We were way out in the middle of nowhere. I wasn’t worried anyone would steal my stuff, but I was worried it would just end up abandoned there.

The brochure had said that there was no dress code—I guess that must have been a lie, or an out-dated policy. Oh well—as long as everyone else had to follow the same rules, a school outfit couldn’t be too embarrassing.

They led me around the school, following the perimeter of the wall. The place was quiet. There were no students outside. Granted, it was a chilly day and a chillier evening, but the place was huge—you would think there would be one student moving from one building to the next… Or maybe the rules really were that stringent. Maybe people weren’t allowed outside.

“That there is the school building, where you will have most of your classes,” one of the administrators said to me, motioning over to a large stone structure with flags waving above it. “And there will be your residence building, where you will share a room with another student.”

“I’ll be sharing a room?” I said.

“Staring on Monday, yes, assuming you’re ready.” It was a strange comment. Assuming I was ready? How could I be more ready? I was at the school and they didn’t allow me to have anything of my own. I was starting to get a bad feeling about this whole thing. “Over there is the gymnasium and the theatre, and over there is the library.”

“Nice campus,” I said. “Where are all the kids?”

“They’re inside eating dinner. Dinner is at seven every night, no exceptions.” So I was right—the place was super stringent. Nothing I couldn’t handle for six months.

“How’s the food? Any good? Or is it like cafeteria-style?”

“Our chefs are top quality—some of the best in the country. Don’t worry about that.”

I kept following them. It felt like we’d been walking for twenty-five minutes already, and we’d only made it halfway around the large campus. Finally, we arrived at a smaller building that was removed from the rest, across two large soccer fields. “This is the administration building. It’s also where you are going to spend the weekend.”

“Um, okay,” I said. It was a quaint little building with a slanted roof. It looked like an old English cottage, but bigger. It even had its out little wooded area behind it—the only cluster of trees within those walls.

We all went inside. The place was surprisingly open, and it looked much bigger on the inside. There was a large desk with no one behind it. Whoever worked there was probably done for the day. They led me through the house, into the back of the building. It was a bedroom with its own bathroom. The bed was luxury—a king-size with the nicest sheets I’d ever felt. The bathroom was big and updated, and I was pretty sure the floors were heated. Had I known this is where they would have sent me, I would have thrown a fit on the baseball diamond way sooner.

“This is your room,” said one of the female administrators. “You’ll have the building to yourself all weekend. The doors to the offices are locked, so don’t try snooping around. I’m sure you’ve been told about our strict no-warnings policy?”

“I’ve heard, yeah. Pretty wild stuff,” I said.

“Indeed. Well, we’re serious about it, and we aren’t lenient. It may sound harsh, but this is a last-chance opportunity. All of the students here were on the brink of expulsion, just like you. One complaint and you’re gone. Try to resist the program, and we send you home. It’s as simple as that.”

“That’s some serious shit,” I said.

“For example, had you said that to one of your instructors, we would now be arranging your bus ride back home.” She said it with the straightest face I’d ever seen.

My heart stuttered. They really weren’t fucking around. I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “My apologies,” I said. I was going to have to be more careful than I originally thought. Maybe the trick really was going to be to keep my mouth shut—literally—like a Buddhist monk. Maybe I should only speak when spoken to, and even then, only when it’s absolutely necessary.

“We custom tailor our program to each individual student’s individual needs. For some students, it’s too much to handle. Other students end up going off to some of the best colleges. You know that our school has one of the best post-graduation employment rates?”

“No kidding,” I said.

She smiled an obviously forced smile. “Your sarcasm probably won’t go over well with your instructors, Mr. Klein.”

“Sarcasm? Was I being sarcastic?”

The woman looked over at her male counterpart. He was staring at me with narrowed eyes. “Don’t waste this opportunity, Sam. It’s this or flipping burgers—your choice.”

My heart stuttered again. I had to bite my tongue. Was sarcasm considered ‘bullying’ now, too? Were these staff members a bunch of pansies like the rest of them? My God, can’t the world handle a little bit of humour? What did these people do in their everyday lives? Do they cry whenever some cashier cracks a joke? Do they have complete meltdowns when their doctors tell them they need to lose weight or start eating healthier? If someone doesn’t like their shoes, do they go and get their lawyers?

“Before we go on, Sam, are you sure you want to go through with this? We can send you home now if you think this is going to waste your time and ours…”

“I’ll do it, yeah. I’m sorry. I’m just trying to get a feel for the place. Take it easy.”

“Okay, good. Now, our staff has spent the day structuring your individual program. For the next six months, you’re going to be a woman. And here is your wardrobe.” She threw open a closet door, revealing a huge selection of women’s clothing and shoes. My heart stopped beating for a moment.


CHAPTER IV

I stared at the clothes. I could see skirts and dresses, and below them I could see heels. Were they serious? Was this some big joke? “You’re kidding me, right?” I said.

“We reviewed your file and found that you have had some tremendous issues regarding female sensitivity. You’ve been suspended for sexual harassment twice. So we’ve designed a program to help reprogram your insensitiveness. I suppose you could say that we’re somewhat… experimental here at Ziegler Academy, but we have a tremendous success rate.”

“So you want me to dress up like a chick?” I said, my heart pounding somewhere in the depths of my gut. “I’m going to be the laughing stock of the school. “That seems a bit harsh, don’t you think?”

“You won’t be the laughing stock because no one will know you aren’t really a woman. And if you tell them, then you’re gone. If they find out, you’re gone. So it’s going to be very important that you pay good attention this weekend during your orientation. They’ll be sure to give you plenty of tips and tricks to remain inconspicuous.”

I was waiting for the nightmare to end. I even pinched my arm, hoping it would jolt me awake so I could be back to my bed, back home, back where things actually made a little bit of sense. But I didn’t wake up because I was never asleep. This was real. This crazy school was actually a real place.

“Everyone’s program is different. We believe that this program will be of the utmost benefit to you.”

“I—I can’t pretend to be a woman for six months. That’s craziness.”

“Your other option is we send you home. Of course, it’s your choice. You have the freedom to leave whenever you’d like to, we have the freedom to expel you whenever we’d like to.” She smiled and looked into my eyes. She knew how mean this whole thing was. She knew this was going to be torture to me. And she knew, damn well, that I didn’t really have a choice. If I went back home, my parents would be livid, even if I told them about this ‘special program’. Hell, they probably wouldn’t even believe me. And then they would make me get a job, they would probably make me pay rent, and then what did I have to look forward to in life? Can you even get into trade school if you’ve been expelled?

“Tomorrow you’ll have a seminar on dressing and makeup. Sunday, they’ll take you through doing your hair, mannerisms, and your voice. On Monday, we’ll do some testing, and if you pass, you’ll start school on Tuesday. Sound good?”

“What if I don’t pass?” I asked.

Her smile was enough of a response. I had to pass. This was going to suck. I was a shitty actor. And how humiliating would it be to spend the weekend learning how to dress like a woman, cake on my makeup like a woman, do my hair like a woman, only to fail a test and be sent home—or worse, pass the test, make it through five months of school, and have my wig fall off in front of everyone. Regardless, it was a nightmare coming true.

“For now, just get comfortable, get some sleep, and get a clear head for tomorrow. Your first instructor will be here at eight in the morning, not a minute later.”

I watched them leave. Suddenly, the luxurious living arrangement didn’t seem like such a homerun. I would have much preferred to be in my bed at home—maybe I should have just taken the expulsion. There was no way I could pull this shit off for six months. I was most likely going to end up with the expulsion anyway, so why not save myself the humiliation?

I stared at the packed wardrobe. I opened one of the drawers and then jumped back, thinking there was an animal in the drawer. I grabbed at my heart and nearly screamed. But it wasn’t an animal—it was a wig. I picked it up. It was a long wig, almost two-feet of brown hair. The hair was soft and light, like real human hair. It looked like an expensive wig.

I put the wig on and found a mirror. I adjusted it until I couldn’t see the seams, but no matter how much I adjusted it, I looked like a man in a wig. This really was going to be a disaster.

In another drawer, I found a bunch of makeup. In another, I found a bunch of panties and padded bras. They wanted me to wear panties? Why? Were people really going to be seeing under my skirts?

I looked through the clothing options, hoping to find some more gender-neutral options, but the closest thing I could find were jeans—even the shorts were obviously feminine. And when I tried the jeans on, I realized they were probably riskier than the dresses and skirts, seeing as they were so tight, my cock bulge was plainly obvious.

I fell back on my bed and stared up at the ceiling. I had to fight back the tears that wanted to overtake my eyes. “This fucking blows,” I said aloud to myself. I wished I had kept my damn mouth shut on that baseball diamond. I should have just picked Elizabeth—what difference did it even make? It was just a stupid, pointless game of softball. It’s not like it was the World Series or anything like that. That stubborn resilience was going to cost me my college career—my entire future. Thanks to my big, stupid mouth, I was now looking at a career at McDonalds. How far up can you get without a high-school degree at McDonalds?

I looked back over at that wardrobe. Maybe—just maybe—I could somehow pull it off. If I could just sort-of pass as a woman, maybe I could get through the six months. If I kept my mouth shut and blended into the crowd, no one would notice anything awry. It was a long shot, but it was the only shot I really had.


CHAPTER V

Despite the luxurious bed in that temperature-controlled room, I didn’t sleep well. What man could sleep well, knowing they were going to be dolled up against their will for the next six months? Whenever I really thought about it, I would start to feel nauseous—like when you remind yourself that you’re going to die one day. Except this was somehow worse than that.

I think I finally fell asleep around five in the morning, and I was awoken by a woman standing right next to my bed. “You’ve slept in, Ms. Klein,” she said, and I nearly had a goddamn heart attack. I sprung up, pulling the blanket tight to my body as an impulse.

“You scared me,” I said.

“I’m sorry to scare you, but we have a lot of work to do and only a couple of days to do it. Now get up and—well, seeing as you’re already undressed, I guess you can get right into your first outfit.” She tossed a pair of panties and a bra over to me, and then she started going through my wardrobe. “I’m thinking we’ll start with something a bit more conservative and work from there.” She pulled out a knee-length plaid skirt and a white blouse. I shuddered at the thought of wearing any of it.

I was still half-asleep, still not sure whether I was really awake or if I was dreaming. I still wasn’t sure if the whole last week was just a dream or if it had really happened. But as I looked to the window and felt the sun warming my face, I realized it was real—unfortunately…

I was already naked. I’d brought pyjamas with me, but they weren’t allowed onto the campus—left with the rest of my stuff at the gate. I’d found a pair of girly pyjamas in one of the drawers—pink satin shorts and a pink cotton shirt—but the thought of wearing it made me gag, so I slept naked.

But now, I was reluctantly pulling a pair of lacy panties up my legs. Surely this is abuse, I thought—surely you can’t make a student wear the underwear of the opposite gender—can you? I wanted to fight it, but I remembered what the lady administrator told me the day before: one slip and I’m out. And it seemed like they were pretty serious about what they considered a slip.

I felt stupid putting on the skirt and blouse, especially when I looked over at the mirror and saw myself—undoubtedly a man wearing a skirt and a blouse. She tossed me that wig, and I put that on, too, but it didn’t help the overall appearance. I was still looking at a man in drag—and an unimpressed man at that.

“From now on,” she said, “you will only speak in a female voice.”

“How do I do that?” I asked.

“Just speak softly and raise your pitch.”

“What if I don’t want…” I didn’t finish the sentence. I watched her eyebrows rise up and I knew what would happen if I went against their precious ‘program’. I cleared my throat and then I swallowed the last of my pride. “How does this sound?” I said.

She cringed. “It sounds like we have a lot of work to do.” She went and started a pot of tea. When she came back, she had me put on a pair of high heels. “How do those feel?” she asked.

I wanted to say they felt like total shit, but I knew where that would get me. “They’re a bit tight,” I said.

“Okay, good. We don’t want your feet to look any bigger, so we’ll live with a bit tight.” She smiled. She quickly pulled a few more outfits out from the wardrobe and then she turned to me. “Now, let me get an idea of where you’re at right now. If I were to ask you to make an outfit out of the options here, what would you choose?” She never stuttered, never hesitated—as if she’d done this before, and she probably had done this before, many times. I probably wasn’t the only person to ever get sent to Ziegler Academy for being ‘insensitive to women’.

I shuddered at the thought of not being the first. If I wasn’t the first, that meant there were men before me who were put through the same nonsense, which meant it must have worked—why would they do it if it didn’t work? And if it worked, that meant I really would be spending the next six months as a woman.

Though I had a hard time believing they would be changing my mind about anything. I’m sure they’d never changed anyone’s mind before. People probably just smiled and nodded and claimed they were fixed so they could go home, far, far away from that insane place.

I looked down at my clothing options. There was a little black dress and a pair of black stockings. “I guess I would pair that dress with those stockings,” I said in my voice, which sounded so, so bad. I watched her cringe at the voice. This stupid program wasn’t going to work. I wasn’t even going to make it past the test on Monday. Was there any point in trying? It had only been ten minutes and I was already feeling utterly humiliated.

“That’s a lot of black. And where’s the colour?” she asked.

I wanted to fall back onto the bed and give up. I considered it, too, but I also considered a future flipping burgers. I bit down on my tongue. “Maybe the black dress with the white socks, the black flats, and for colour… can we do some sort of hair accessory?”

I got the first smile out of her. “I think that sounds like a lovely outfit. But can you tell me why the dress would go well with the white socks?” she asked.

I bit my tongue harder. “Because of contrast?”

“Because the skirt reaches your knees. If we wore stockings, there would be no skin, and your legs would look disproportionate. It’s important to show some skin to give the illusion of length.”

I forced a smile as if any of it made any sense. I was ready for those six months to be over.

“Now let’s try the outfit on and see how it looks,” she said.

That morning, I must have changed outfits twenty times. It was surprisingly exhausting—physically and mentally. And my instructor was stringent, criticising the tiniest details: “Pull up your socks!” “Fix your straps!” Sometimes it even felt like I was being set up for trick questions. “This was the dress I would pick as well, but you wouldn’t seriously wear it without ironing it first, would you?”

I was relieved when she told me to take thirty minutes for lunch. Though the relief was short lived. She walked into the room while I was eating and then immediately started criticizing me. “A lady doesn’t hold her fork like that. Smaller bites! You need to sit up straight while you eat. Posture is always important, even when you think no one is around. You need to get used to it.” I wanted to face-plant into my food. I couldn’t stop thinking like a lady for five minutes without being torn to shreds by my instructor.

When the day was finally over, I fell on my bed and went straight to sleep, without a bite of dinner.


CHAPTER VI

My day of learning to do my makeup was even more tedious, even after sleeping for nearly ten straight hours, uninterrupted. I had my alarm set for eight, but it was a new female instructor who was standing by my bed at seven, tapping me on the chest, scaring me awake. That scare quickly turned into humiliation when I realized I was wearing the little satin shorts and the pink t-shirt—it was all I had, and I didn’t want to sleep naked again, knowing anyone could apparently walk into my room whenever they wanted.

We went through so many different makeup styles. By lunchtime, I’d lost count of how many times I’d applied mascara and eyeliner. I’m surprised the porcelain in the sink wasn’t dyed black from having to constantly wash the makeup off so I could just go ahead and do it again. I can’t even begin to imagine how expensive that day was for the school. I’d walked by those makeup stores in the mall—that shit isn’t cheap. We must have gone through three whole tubes of mascara, and God-knows how much concealer.

Though tedious and exhausting, there was a moment of hopefulness near the end of the day, after my instructor showed me how to shape and maintain my eyebrows. With my eyebrows thinned and shaped, I kind of looked like a chick. The makeup, clothes, and wig helped too, but there was something about the eyebrows that seemed to make the biggest difference.

Or maybe it was the fact I was maintaining my good posture now without help from the instructor. I was tired of having her straighten me out without warning, pressing one hand against my lower back and one against my chest. I was tired of hearing, “Shoulders back and relaxed, chin up.”

Or maybe it was just exhausted delusion. How long does it take for a person to see three fingers when the person is only holding up two?

She had me walk around the little cottage administration building. I kept startling myself, whenever I passed a reflection: windows, mirrors, even computer monitors. I didn’t recognize myself. I really looked like a chick, and I wasn’t sure whether to be happy about it or downright depressed. I mean, it meant I had a chance of graduating school. But it also meant that I looked like a chick, and what man wants that?

My throat was sore by the end of the day, from the constant talking, the constant straining to create the voice she wanted me to create. It didn’t come naturally—at least not at first. But like anything, with enough repetition, it started sounded better and better. There was a good stretch where I completely forgot that I was even making the voice. It took her showing me a video of me walking and talking to remind me that I was talking like a lady. And I didn’t sound so bad, or maybe that was the exhausted and desperate delusion again…

She had me stand in front of a mirror and stare at myself. “You’ll have to pull this off on your own tomorrow—and if you pass, for the rest of the school year.” The comment sent a chill down my spine, but I forced a smile. At least I was being given a chance.

I went to sleep exhausted but hopeful, and the next morning, I woke up to my alarm—which was a nice change. I still had a couple of hours before my testing—plenty of time to get dolled up and ready. I went through my wardrobe and picked out the best outfit I could with the options I had. I went for a simple sleeveless blouse with blue embellishments with a blue polka-dot skirt. For shoes, I went with a pair of nude heels. It was about the most basic thing I could come up with, but I wanted to play it safe. I didn’t even go ambitious with my hair—keeping it down and a bit curly. With some carefully applied makeup, I was staring at a woman—and I was praying that the instructors would feel the same way.

And they did. There wasn’t even any testing. They all just walked into the room, called me out, stared at me, asked me to repeat a few phrases, and said, “Your first day is tomorrow. Be sure to keep practicing your voice, so you don’t have any slips.” I bit my tongue to stop the big, stupid smile from crossing my face. It was a short-lived moment of excitement, lasting only until the reality of the situation kicked in: I would be spending the next six months surrounded by people who had to believe I was actually a woman. And that was humiliating, regardless of the outcome. If there were any slips, I would be the laughing stock of the school. If I made it all the way to graduation, then what did that say about me?

I tried not to think too much about it. For now, I had a path towards a bright future. And as badly as I wanted to tell these instructors that they were a bunch of lunatic degenerates who could have used a bit of bullying in their own childhoods, I kept my mouth shut.

I left that little administration house for the first time that afternoon, dressed in the same little outfit in which I passed my test. I just wanted to explore the campus a little bit, see what I had to look forward to for the next six months. But I didn’t get very close to the actual school. There were groups of students hanging around in clusters. Whenever they looked my way—even though I was one hundred yards away—my heart would skip a beat and tension would enter into my joints. I saw one group of guys checking out a girl that didn’t really look too different than me. One guy gave the other a nudge and then he yelled something along the lines of, “Hey sugar, what are you doing tonight?”

It was nice to hear students talking like real human beings. At my old school, that comment would have gotten that guy detention at best. But now, it filled me with a new fear I hadn’t considered before. What if a similar comment was hurled towards me? How was I supposed to react to any form of male advance? I don’t know if I could handle it without snapping, threatening the guy, letting him know I was really a man so I could cling onto the last drop of pride I still had left.

As I continued my way around the campus, keeping my distance from the populated buildings, I came upon a poster for an upcoming dance. ‘Attendance is mandatory,’ it said, and my heart sunk further into my gut. What if someone asked me to dance? Could I say no without pissing them off? That was the last thing I wanted to do: piss someone off. I didn’t need to give anyone any excuse to take a closer look at me and rat me out.

I came across another poster with a comment that read, ‘Remember: be kind to your roommate!’ Would I have a roommate? And would my roommate know that I was a man? Should I tell them in secret? Or would that just make them want to rat me out, seeing as no woman wants to voluntarily live with a man she doesn’t know—especially one dressed like a woman.

The next six months were going to be even harder than I originally thought.


CHAPTER VII

My first day didn’t start out so bad—I slipped into the classroom and found a seat near the back. No one seemed to notice me as I kept myself small and discreet. Even the teacher didn’t point me out, the way teachers always point out new students. My second class was the same—I got a seat near the back, no one seemed to notice as everyone was buzzing about the upcoming dance. But then, the teacher started calling people up to the front of the room to answer mathematical questions on the white board.

Every time she scanned the room for a new person to ask up, I sunk into my seat and I clenched my whole body in mental resistance. She never called me up, but she did call up a guy sitting a few seats ahead of me. “Michael,” she called him. He was a smaller guy—built like me, with short dark hair and bright blue eyes. He went to the board, stared at the questions, and then he filled in the answer quickly. “Very good,” the teacher said.

As Michael turned around, his gaze found me and he stopped for a second as he stared at me, trying to place me, realizing I was new. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly tense. It was the first person that had really seen me as a woman, who had no idea that I wasn’t really a woman. He went back to his seat and then he leaned over and whispered something into his neighbour’s ear. That neighbour looked back at me. And by the end of the class, everyone was aware of me.

After the bell rang, I kept sitting until everyone was out of the classroom. But as everyone left, they made a point of looking back at me, whispering things to one another.

I took a deep breath and then brought myself to my feet. The instructor smiled at me and nodded—I wondered if he knew. Surely the instructors knew, right? Or maybe only the administration people knew…

When I stepped out of the classroom, he was there, standing by the door: Michael. “Hey,” he said. “You new here?”

I hesitated. It had been a whole day since I’d last used my female voice, and I’d only used it around people who knew I wasn’t really a chick. But I had to use it sooner or later. I couldn’t take a vow of silence for the next six months. “Hi,” I said softly. “Yeah, today is my first day.”

He didn’t seem to react questionably to my voice—which I suppose was a notch in the win column. “So what did you do to end up in here?”

I forced a smile. “Bullying,” I said.

“And what do they have you doing? They make me clean dishes every night. It’s hell.”

“Sorry, but I need to get to my next class,” I said, “maybe we can chat another time.” I brushed by him, heading straight for my next class. I hadn’t spent any time figuring these details out. I wasn’t given a backstory, or even time to create one—or even a warning, really. I was just thrust into the school, expected to fend for myself like an injured calf. These students were going to eat me alive once my details stopped adding up.

He jogged along next to me. “What do you have next?” he asked.

“Social studies,” I said.

“Me too—I’ll walk with you,” he said. “So what do they have you doing—what’s your ‘program’?” He chuckled.

I tried to come up with something as quickly as I could. “I’m not supposed to talk to guys,” I said.

“Ah, I see,” he said, still keeping pace with me. “So when you said bullying, you really meant… you know.”

“No, I don’t know,” I said.

He smirked. “That’s okay. I know what you meant. We should hang out sometime.”

“Did you not just hear what I said?” I asked.

“I heard you. I think you’ve got a lot of learning here to do. You know they’re strict here, but they don’t have eyes around every corner. In fact, once that last school bell rings at the end of the day, all of the teachers go home. There is hardly any staff here after 4 PM.”

Had I been in any other position that would have been music to my ears. But just because the staff disappeared after classes didn’t mean I could relax and let my identity slip. If anyone found out, I was done. That wasn’t a secret that would stay with one person for very long. And it would just take one shithead to ruin everything for me.

I had no other conversations that day, until I met with an administrator who showed me where I would be living for the next six months. We walked over to the female residence building. The lobby area was bustling with girls, sitting on sofa chairs and couches, chatting, gossiping, and painting their nails. They all looked at me as I walked by. Some conversations came to an end. Some of the girls whispered to one another. I wasn’t as nervous around men as I was around women. I felt like if anyone was going to find me out, it was going to be a woman.

We went up a few flights of stairs, down a few hallways, and we found ourselves at a door at the end of the hall. “This is going to be your room,” she said to me. “You’ll be sharing it with Amanda Singh. I hope that the two of you will get along.” She knocked, waited a couple of seconds, and then opened the door. Amanda, darker-skinned, wearing white sweats and a white t-shirt, looked up at us with wide-eyes. She had headphones in. Her bed was only five feet away from the empty bed, which was apparently mine.

“Amanda, this is Sam Klein. She’s going to be your roommate until the end of the school year.”

Amanda didn’t say anything. She looked me up and down, and then brought her attention back to the ceiling she’d been staring at while listening to her music. “Nice to meet you,” I said, forcing a smile. I wanted to tell the bitch to grow up and show a little bit of respect. But I bit my tongue. I don’t know how people can go through life like that, being snobby cunts, rolling their eyes at strangers. But as much as I already hated her, she was the last person I wanted working against me. I was going to be changing around this woman, sleeping around her. Did I talk in my sleep? If I did—I was dead meat, unless, by some miracle, I talked in my sleep in a female voice… Yeah right…

“We’ll have your clothes brought up shortly. The bathroom is just down the hall. You already saw the lobby area where most of the girls like to hang out. And if you need anything, you know where the administration building is. Just swing by and there should be somewhere there most hours.”

I smiled and said, “Thank you.”

The administrator left, and then Amanda did her best impression of me. “Thank you,” she said while rolling her eyes. She had a good point with her snide remark—there’s nothing more annoying than brown-nosers. I would have to be careful not to come off as an uppity goodie-little-two-shoes, so the other girls wouldn’t absolutely hate my guts.

I took a deep breath. “I just want to graduate school,” I said.

“No shit,” she said.

“It’s not like I want to be here.”

“Who does?” She just kept staring up at the ceiling. I was starting to think there would be no winning this chick over.

There were closets on either side of the room. I went over to mine. It was already full of clothes. “Don’t touch my stuff,” she said.

“Where do I put my stuff?” I asked.

“I dunno—under your bed?”

I had to clench my hand into a fist to stop myself from laying into the bitch. She deserved it. She was the kind of spoiled-twat that needed a good dose of bullying—real bullying. A good smack across the face, and she would be more careful with her mean condescension. But somehow I managed to bite my tongue. “Nice clothes,” I said, looking through her closet.

“Don’t touch them.”

She was probably just grouchy because she was getting stuck with a roommate. “How long have you been here?” I asked.

“Three months,” she said.

So for three months, she’d probably had that room all to herself, both closets all to herself. Now, she had to share with a stranger—who could blame her. On the bright side, she did didn’t seem to think anything off about me. She’d looked over at me a few times with disdain, but never with any curiosity.


CHAPTER VIII

The next few days weren’t so bad. I was starting to get into a groove, starting to feel more comfortable in the clothes, the wig, and the voice. Amanda continued to hate my guts, but she never did more than scowl or ignore me, so it wasn’t anything I couldn’t handle. I didn’t mind keeping all of my clothes in a neat pile next to my bed, as long as if kept her from finding a reason to ruin my academic career.

I always got changed under the covers of my bed. I had to wake up earlier than everyone else to do my makeup and hair, and I had to sleep in my wig, which wasn’t exactly comfortable. There were a few mornings where I woke up with my wig off, sitting next to my pillow. Luckily, Amanda was a deep sleeper, and she never noticed.

One day, Amanda was out at a movie screening on the other side of the campus. Bored, I found myself looking through her clothes. She had some cute things. I wondered if they were hers, or if the school provided them to her. Was I the only one who wasn’t allowed bringing my clothes onto the campus?

I even tried a few of her little dresses on. She always wore jeans and t-shirts—I’d never seen her wear a dress before, but she had lots of them. There was one red dress in particular that looked super cute on me—it framed my body perfectly. I tried to think of a way to ask her if I could borrow her clothes occasionally, but as soon as I saw her grumpy scowl, I decided it was best to just leave her be.

“I’m staying with Toni tonight,” Amanda said to me one night. Toni was her friend—a chubby girl who scowled just as much as Amanda. At lunch, they would stand outside together and gossip about everyone in the school. I had a feeling that they were in that school because of their shitty attitudes. Whenever there were instructors around, they both put on big, smiling faces and they acted like little, perfect princesses.

“Okay, sounds good,” I said. I was excited to have the room to myself. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had more than a real hour of privacy.

“Don’t you dare touch any of my stuff,” she said.

But of course I did. Because what else would I do? We didn’t have a TV, I didn’t have friends to hang out with, there was no Internet—so I locked the door and tried on her clothes. I tried on a bunch of skirts, leggings, and dresses. There was a little white dress that I loved more than anything. It had a very short skirt, and thin spaghetti straps, and it was as cute as hell. I couldn’t even begin to imagine Amanda in the little outfit. She even had a pair of little white heels to go with it.

It was while I was admiring the little outfit in the mirror that I realized the insanity of what I was doing. I was voluntarily putting on women’s clothing, and I was enjoying it. With that time to myself, I should have been out of my wig, out of my makeup, taking a night to be myself, but instead I was doubling down on my female persona. It hadn’t even been a whole month yet and this whole rouse was already starting to seep into my brain, poisoning my mind.

And how could it not? I looked so good in a nice dress and a nice pair of heels.

Trying on Amanda’s clothes only got me so far. It was only eight, an hour before curfew, and I was bored. There wasn’t much left to try on that caught my eye. So I decided to put all of Amanda’s stuff back and slip out (I stayed in the little dress though—I figured she wouldn’t notice it missing in the off-chance she decided to return to the room). I wandered the campus alone. It was surprisingly warm and quiet.

The campus was actually quite beautiful. The gardens were all well maintained, and the architecture was really impressive—and it all looked especially pretty at dusk, as the last glimpse of the sun sparkled on the historic walls and the old trees.

“Where are you going?” a voice said behind me, making me jump.

I gasped sharply and almost yelled. I managed to stop myself from yelling—thank God, as I’m not sure I would have yelled in my female voice. Standing behind me was Michael. He was by himself. “You scared me.”

“You going to a party or something?” he asked.

“No, I’m just walking.” My heart was still aflutter. I felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable. The skirt of the dress was shorter than anything I’d ever worn before. I wasn’t used to feeling so much fresh air on so much of my skin.

“Walking looking like that?” he said, motioning down at my body. “That’s quite the walking getup.”

I forced a smile.

“You look sexy—I hope you don’t mind me saying so.”

The comment should have made me uncomfortable—and it would have before. But for whatever reason, it made me blush. It was kind of nice to know that I was pulling the look off, nice to know that there was a real chance that I could make it through the next five months or so. Also, it felt kind of nice to think that I was sexy. “Thanks,” I said.

“What are you doing later tonight? Maybe we can hang out. There’s supposed to be a meteor shower, you know.”

“Well, seeing as curfew is in half an hour, I’ll be reading a book and going to bed,” I said.

“Nah, screw that. Let’s hang out.”

I stared at him. Did he really want to break curfew. Was this something he did often? “What about the staff who watch the doors at night?” I said. There was a woman staff member who sat in the lobby of our residence building after 9 PM, and I assumed there was one at the men’s residence as well. The emergency exits were alarmed, so what exactly was his plan?

“Maybe if there was no curfew,” I said, and I smiled.

“Which room is yours?” he asked. He had a big, long grin on his face.

“Which room?”

“Yeah, which room. Point it out to me.”

I looked over at the residence building. I was on the top floor, on the far right side. “Over there,” I said pointing. “The last window on the right.”

“Okay. I’ll see you later,” he said with that big grin, and then he walked away, leaving me standing alone, wondering why the hell he wanted to know where my room was.

Well, I found out later that night. And I thought he’d caught me. I had taken my wig off to give my head a rest. I only took it off for ten minutes, knowing Amanda could come home at any second. As I went to put it back on, there was a knock at the window. I spun around and he was pressing his face up against the window. I nearly screamed. It was Michael, and he was standing up on a tall ladder. He knocked again, and then he spotted me.

I don’t think he saw me with my wig off—if he did, he was pretending like he hadn’t, for whatever reason. I looked in the mirror quickly to make sure I looked okay, and then I went to open the window. “What the hell are you doing?” I asked as I checked the time. It was almost 11 PM.

“Picking you up for the meteor shower. I’ve got a great spot set out and everything,” he said.

I poked my head out the window. I don’t know where he found the massive ladder, though the window washers had one that was just as big—was it theirs? “You’re nuts,” I said.

“Is that a bad thing?” he said.

“Seeing as I want to graduate, yes,” I said.

“The woman in your lobby is asleep. The guy in ours is watching porn. The rest of the staff is twenty miles away in their homes. Besides, it’s not like we’re doing anything illegal. We’re just going to watch the meteor shower.”

“They said we only get one strike,” I said.

“They say a lot of things. Now c’mon.” He started to descend the ladder. I looked around. I wasn’t afraid of heights, but I was afraid of losing my last opportunity to graduate because of peer pressure. And I will admit, I didn’t fully trust that rickety ladder.

But for some reason, I felt compelled to follow him. So I carefully climbed out that window and made my way down the long ladder.


CHAPTER IX

He had a blanket laid out on the grass, near the edge of the campus. It was far from the gate and far from the administration building, so I wasn’t too worried about being caught—though I was worried that Amanda would return to our dorm room, see that I wasn’t there, and then rat on me for breaking curfew. But at the same time, it was nice to be doing something that was more interesting than class or homework.

The meteors were pretty cool. I’d never seen a meteor shower before. I didn’t know they could be so bright. Though I was pretty nervous on my back with my wig. I felt like it was constantly on the verge of slipping off. Luckily, I had a plan. My real hair was already pretty shaggy, and in a month or two, it could possibly pass as chick hair, so I could ditch the wig and tell everyone I got a haircut. It probably wouldn’t look as nice as the wig, but at least it was one less thing to worry about.

It was around midnight when Michael slipped his hand over mine. His fingers slipped in-between mine and he held tight. It was a nice moment, until I realized he was a man, and I wasn’t a woman. I pulled my hand away, even though I have to admit, it felt nice while it lasted. He pretended not to notice. He pointed out a meteor. “Look at that one,” he said.

“That’s a good one,” I said.

“I’m glad you came down here with me.”

“I’m glad you brought me.”

He didn’t try to make another move that night. I kind of wanted him to, even though I would have rejected him. I’d never had a girl make a move on me before—it was nice having moves made on me.

He helped me climb back up the ladder to get into my dorm room. I waved at him from the window and then I went to sleep. There were no signs that Amanda had returned in the night.

It was a week later—exactly one month into my stay at Ziegler Academy—when I found Amanda crying in one of the back hallways of the school. Her makeup was running down her face. “You okay?” I asked.

She perked up and wiped the tears from her cheeks—but the lines of mascara stayed. “I’m fine,” she said.

“What’s wrong?” I kept my distance.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Tell me. If someone did something to you, I can beat them up. I’ve done it before.”

She smiled. It was maybe the first time I’d ever seen her crack a smile. But it was short-lived. “Just mind your own business, okay?” she said, and then she turned around and scurried away.

Though I’d obviously made an impression. She returned to our dorm that night with a case of beer. She put the case down on the desk and then she tossed me a can. “Thank God for liquor, am I right?” she said without looking at me.

“Where did you get this?”

“I have my sources. Though you’d better savour it. It’s the only beer you’ll taste for the next five months.” She cracked herself one and took a long sip before falling over on her bed. “That was a stupidly long day.”

I took a sip from my beer. It wasn’t the best beer in the world—and it was kind of warm—but it was better than nothing.

“Aren’t you going to ask me why it was a long day?” she asked.

“Why was it a long day?” It was already the longest real conversation I’d ever had with her.

“Toni’s a bitch. The other night, when I went and stayed with her, she got me to tell her why I was here. Today, she decided to blackmail me. Great friend, huh?”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“Don’t be. She’s a bitch. Now she has me kissing her feet, but something tells me she’s going to blab and I’m going to be sent home. I guess that’s what I get for trusting anyone. You want a piece of advice? Don’t trust anyone.”

“Sounds like good advice to me,” I said.

She finished her beer and then looked over at me. “It’s a can, not a sippy cup. Drink it. Don’t make me get drunk alone.”

I laughed. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all. She was apparently dealing with a lot. And she was finally opening up to me—the least I could do was have a few drinks.

But a few drinks turned into a lot of drinks. Every time she downed one, she would look over at me with those expectant eyes. And after my fifth beer, I was starting to feel nervous—and drunk. If I didn’t finish the beer, I would risk losing her trust. I was already clinging onto a tiny shred of friendship with her—I didn’t want to lose it now. When she cracked her sixth beer, I did the same. “You’re not so bad,” she said to me.

“Thanks. You’re not so bad either.”

“You’re definitely better than Toni, but that’s not saying much.”

“I’ll take it,” I said.

She smiled. “You know you’re kind of cute, too. I didn’t really think so when you first moved in, but now I think you’re kind of cute.”

I smiled. It was nice to hear it from a woman. I’d already had a few guys tell me the same thing—but it’s different hearing it from the lips of a female, someone who can actually see the little details. Men just saw my tits and my ass—and I actually had a pretty great ass.

“Can I kiss you?” she said. She was staring at me now.

My heart stuttered. Was she a lesbo? Was that her big secret? No, it couldn’t be—why could that get her kicked out of the school? I thought about saying no, but I didn’t want to break her already fragile heart, and I didn’t want to lose the progress I’d already made. Besides, she was pretty cute and she had a nice tush of her own. I probably wouldn’t get another chance to kiss a chick until the end of the school year. So I sat up on the edge of my bed and she came over, taking the seat next to me. She looked me in the eyes, and then we kissed.

She was a nice kisser. Her lips were soft. She used just the perfect amount of tongue to make my heart tremble. It definitely wasn’t where I saw that night going, but I wasn’t complaining—until I found out her secret.

She pulled away and shook her head. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I have to make a confession. This is killing me. Promise not to tell anyone? Oh God, here I go again. Why can’t I keep my big, stupid mouth shut?”

I watched as she struggled with her little dilemma. But I didn’t really care what she had to say. I really just wanted to kiss her again, maybe cop a feel of her rack and her ass—enjoy the moment while it lasted. But then she let the cat out of the bag—

“I’m not a woman. I’m a guy. I’m so sorry, but I’m really a guy. Please don’t tell anyone. If they know that you know, they’re going to kick me out. But I just can’t keep it a secret any longer. Please don’t tell anyone.” She looked into my eyes. She was a man—like me? I’d just kissed a man?

My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut. So that’s why they put us together—we were both men, dressed as women. We were probably kicked out of our schools for the same reason: ‘sexual harassment’.

But damn, did she look like a woman. Even now that I knew she was actually a man, I couldn’t see it. I couldn’t see any hint of male anywhere on her.

“Please say something,” she said.

I swallowed whatever pride I had left. “I’m a man, too,” I said. I don’t know why I said it. It was unnecessarily risky. But it felt so nice to confide in someone.

“You’re lying to me,” she said. “You look nothing like a man. You’re, like, the hottest chick in the school. You’re just fucking with me, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders. It was a nice compliment to hear. “It’s true. I’m a guy. I was sent here for sexual harassment—whatever that means anymore.”

She smiled. “Me too.” She looked into my eyes. She had a cute smile. I still couldn’t believe she was actually a man. “So that kiss—I guess that was pretty gay, huh?” she said.

“I guess so.”

“I mean, is it gay? You look and sound like a chick. I mean, you’re basically a woman as far as I can tell.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know what it is,” I said with a laugh.

“Do you want to kiss again?” she said.

My heart was aflutter. I did want to kiss her again—badly. “Sure,” I said, and we kissed again. My heart was pounding now, but it didn’t feel wrong. I mean, it still felt like I was kissing a woman. She was still just as good of a kisser as before, her lips were still just as soft. And whenever I opened my eyes, I still saw a woman.

Her hands started exploring my body. I wasn’t quite so brave, keeping my hands gently on her sides. She gave my padded bra a squeeze and then she slipped her hands around back to feel my ass. It was the hand that went down between my legs that made me tense up. “You weren’t kidding,” she said softly as her fingers slipped over my cock. She kept the hand there, massaging me while I got harder and harder.

I was tempted to reach down between her legs to see if she was really telling the truth, but I was too scared to actually do it. I kept my hands where they were, and I kept my lips pressed against hers. I had no idea where the moment was heading, but I felt out of control, as if my instincts were guiding me, making every decision. She pulled back for a moment and looked in my eyes. My God, those eyes were stunning. They could only belong to a woman. “You’re so pretty,” she said with a nervous laugh. Her fingers were now wrapped around my throbbing erection.

“Thanks,” I said. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

She bit her lip and then she started sucking at my neck. She managed to get my cock out from my panties, which didn’t take much. She was stroking my bare rod, and she seemed to like it. “If I suck your dick, that doesn’t make me gay, right?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. And did it make me gay to let her suck my dick? I still couldn’t see her as anything but a woman.

She went for it regardless, sinking down and flipping up my skirt. “Just warn me before you come,” she said, and she started sucking, massaging my ball sack with her hand. I let myself fall back, head on the mattress, and gaze up on the ceiling. It felt amazing, her tongue wrapping around my member, tickling my throbbing tip. I didn’t want the moment to end, but she was so good at sucking cock, and it had been so long since I’d last gotten off—I knew I wasn’t going to last long.

I reached forward and slipped my fingers into her hair. I could feel the mesh of her wig, the slight bulge of her real hair underneath. I didn’t mind. It still felt fucking incredible.

“I think I’m about to come,” I said.

“Should I swallow?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said.

She grinned and then she put her lips around my hard tip. I tried to hold back, to make the moment last just a little bit longer, but there was only so much straining could do. I came in her mouth. She perked up but she didn’t pull her mouth away. She took my whole load and then she swallowed the whole thing. She came back up with a smile on her face.

“I won’t tell anyone if you don’t,” she said.

“Deal,” I said.

She went to the bathroom to clean up. I looked around the room, still in an elated daze. And then I noticed the face at the window. It was Michael, and his eyes were wide-open.

“Michael?” I said, quickly covering myself with a blanket. But it was too late. He’d seen everything. He started descending the ladder. I ran over and shut the blinds. My heart was racing. I was screwed.


CHAPTER X

I didn’t see Michael the next day, or the next. I didn’t tell Amanda that he saw us messing around. In fact, after a few days, I started to convince myself that Michael had never really been there in that window—that it was just a drunken hallucination, and nothing more.

But of course it was real—alcohol doesn’t create vivid hallucinations, and I wasn’t even that drunk. When I finally saw Michael, he gave me a strange, wide-eyed look, like I was some space alien or something. I wanted to go over and talk to him, but I was terrified to hear what exactly he’d seen, and even more terrified to find out what he was going to do. I still had a little bit of hope that he hadn’t really seen anything, or maybe he hadn’t seen enough to make a valid conclusion. I didn’t want to lose that little glimmer of hope.

But it was the next Friday—a whole week after the incident—that we ran into one another in the hallway while coming around a corner. “Sorry,” I said, and I tried to brush past him, but he tried to brush past the same way, so we just found each other face-to-face again.

“Should we maybe talk about this?” he said.

I kept my eyes down on the floor. “There’s nothing to talk about,” I said.

“There’s a lot to talk about, actually.”

I tried to pass him again, but he stopped me by grabbing my arm. “Let go,” I said.

“Not until we talk about this.”

“What do you want to know?” I said. It was none of his business. In fact, if anyone had done anything wrong, it was him—by breaking curfew and peeking in through our window.

“Well, I want to know why you didn’t tell me. You let me hold your hand and everything,” he said quietly, making sure no one overheard that last part, just in case the whole school found out about my secret. The last thing he wanted was for people to think that he fell for a man. And in a way, that gave me a good deal of relief. If he went ahead and blabbed my secret, then I could tell people that he told me I was sexy, and he tried to hold my hand. It wouldn’t get him kicked out of the school, but it sure would cause a great deal of embarrassment with his friends.

“I’m sure you can guess,” I said. “What were you even doing?”

“I wanted to see you. And, well, let’s just say I saw more than I bargained for. So you’re a dude?”

“Keep your mouth shut about it or I’ll end you,” I said.

“Is that your program? They’re making you dress like a girl? That’s funny,” he said, and then he started laughing.

“You know what would be really funny? If I told everyone that you came onto me,” I said.

“Why would that be funny? You’re hot and everyone thinks so. I don’t think anyone would blame me.” It was strange hearing him call me hot, even though he knew my secret. A chill crept down my spine. If what he was saying was true, then maybe I wasn’t as safe as I thought. Maybe I still did have to worry about him ratting me out, getting me kicked out, ending my chances at getting into college…

I tried to brush by him again, but he stepped in front of me. “What do you want?” I said.

“Let’s fuck,” he said quietly. He had a big smile on his face.

My heart skipped a beat. I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. “What?” I said.

“Let’s fuck. Let me fuck you. C’mon, I know you want it.”

“I really don’t,” I said.

“Sure you do. I saw the way you were looking at me that night, during the meteors. You wanted my cock so badly.”

My stomach turned. I will admit, I’d had passing fantasies about Michael, holding me down and dominating me. I always pushed them away because they were insane. But why did he want to be with me now? He knew my secret—he knew what was between my legs. Was he gay? But if he was gay, then why was he coming onto me before he knew what I really was? “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Here’s the deal: I won’t tell anyone about you if you let me fuck you.”

“Are you blackmailing me?” I said. “You know, I could tell the staff that you sneak out at night, and that you peek into girls’ bedrooms.

“No, it’s not blackmail. If you don’t let me fuck you, I won’t tell anyone.”

“So what exactly is the deal then?” I said.

“The deal is, I want to fuck you, and I know you want it too.” He took a step forward and put his hands on my hips. “I guess it’s not much of a deal—it’s really just a reality.”

He tilted my head up and looked down into my eyes. He was handsome—I’ll give him that. And there was something sexy about his confidence, and the way he carelessly wanted to own me and dominate me. “So are you gay or something?” I asked, my heart pounding.

“No, not at all. But let’s face it, you aren’t really a dude.”

“What? But you saw my—you know…”

“Yeah, I saw it. And I don’t know, I should have been put off but it was kind of hot. What can I say? You’ve got a nice dick. Now let’s get back on track here—do you want to fuck or not?”

A buzz jolted through me. “Okay,” I said sheepishly. My hands were trembling with adrenaline. I think it was a curiosity thing more than anything—wanting to know what it would be like with a man, as a woman. He looked at me like I was a woman, even now that he knew what I had between my thighs—and I liked that. I liked the way that look made me feel, and it stirred up so much curiosity inside of me. Besides, what did I really have to lose? He definitely wouldn’t go blabbing my secret if I slept with him—but could I really sleep with another man?


CHAPTER XI

He pulled me into an empty classroom and he locked the door. “Have you ever been with a guy before?” he asked.

I took a deep breath, wondering what the hell I was doing. “No,” I said.

“I bet you’ll like it,” he said. He put his hands on my cheeks and he pulled me towards him. He kissed me. I felt totally out of control, like I was his to do whatever he wanted with. He had a bit of stubble on his cheek, which scratched my cheek. It was a harsh reminder that I was kissing another man, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that yet.

With some hesitation, I started feeling his arms, and then his chest, and then his abs. He was strong and hard—not soft and fragile like Amanda. There was something appealing about it, something that made me want to keep feeling, but I couldn’t figure out what it was. Even his ass was hard and muscly, which was strange but strangely arousing.

He took my hand and pulled it down to his crotch. “Make me hard, baby,” he said. I could feel his whole bulge. He was big, and I could feel him getting bigger. I carefully rubbed his meat. Was he really going to stick it in my ass? Would it even fit?

He didn’t seem to have much patience. He took my hand again and he stuffed it down the front of his jeans, making me touch his bare flesh. He was warm. I could feel his veins and his pubic hair and everything. It was only another minute before he pushed on my shoulders and said, “Suck it, slut.”

He tugged his pants and boxers down, revealing his thick, curved dick. It looked hard and it wasn’t even fully erect yet. I don’t know why I was so mesmerized by it, but I really wanted to feel it. I wanted to watch it as I pulled his foreskin back to reveal his reddened tip. I lifted it up slightly. It was heavy. His balls were big, too.

I brought his bulging tip up to my lips, but then I hesitated. Something was off about the whole thing. It didn’t feel right. There was no real passion, just a waning curiosity. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to be with a man. So I let go of his dick and I brought myself to my feet. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“I think I’m going to go,” I said.

“What? Why?”

I stared into his eyes. “You’re not my type.”

He said nothing back. He just stared at me with narrowed eyes and parted lips. I was worried for a moment that he was going to hit me, but instead, he pulled up his pants, mumbled something under his breath, and he left.

Don’t get me wrong—I was still curious. I still wanted to know how it felt, to be dominated and stuffed, but Michael wasn’t the guy for me. He was too pushy and too full of himself. I don’t think he even liked me—I think he just wanted to get off in a new, kinky way. But I wasn’t interested in being anyone’s kinky fling.

I returned to my dorm and Amanda was on her bed with her headphones in her ears. She was wearing a cute white skirt and a soft brown sweater. As she looked over at me, I pounced on her, straddling her and looking down into her eyes. “I want you to fuck me and I want you to fuck me right now,” I said.

“Really?”

“I really like you—and I think I want to lose my virginity to someone I really like.” And as I said it, I clued into what Ziegler Academy wanted me to learn all along…

Before showing up at the strange school, I was Michael. I was the guy who made moves on women, careless about their feelings, thinking that’s what they wanted. Sure, Michael had more game than I ever had, but now I could see how cruel it was, using someone else’s feelings for my own gain.

I was hurting those girls that I’d been sleeping with and catcalling, making them think they were worth nothing more than the hole between their legs and the lumps on their chests. Amanda didn’t see me like that, and I didn’t see her like that—how could we? Seeing as we didn’t even have tits and pussies.

I slipped off my panties and I sunk down between her legs. I stroked her shaft until it was hard (it didn’t take long) and then I sunk it in my mouth. And this time, it felt right. The way her long rod slid on my tongue was strangely satisfying. The way she moaned made my heart fill with warm joy. “If you keep sucking me, you’re going to make me come,” she said, her fingers in my hair.

I didn’t want her to come—not yet. I slid back up, got her throbbing erection lined up with my asshole, and I sunk it into me. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would—but she was nowhere nearly as big as Michael. She had a pretty small cock, but I liked it that way. It was cute and girlish as far as I was concerned. And it felt just perfect in my tush, her throbbing tip pressing perfectly against my prostate. “Your asshole’s so tight,” she said with a cute little giggle.

“You like it?” I asked, biting my bottom lip.

“Yeah,” she said. I started to bounce on her dick, feeling her sliding in and out of me. It was perfect. It was everything I wanted. It was everything sex should be—not the emotionless stimulation that Michael wanted, the emotionless stimulation I’d been chasing for years. This was so much better than that.

She reached under my skirt and jerked me off while I bounced on her cock. Funny enough, I ended up coming faster than her. I coated the whole underside of my skirt in my white, warm goo. But she wasn’t far behind. She sunk her nails into my hips and then moaned as her huge load filled me up deep.

I leaned forward and we kissed, her dick still in my asshole. “That was amazing,” I said.

“No shit,” she said. She playfully bit my bottom lip.

The next five months turned out to be heaven rather than torture. I had Amanda to look forward to every morning and every evening, and as for Michael, he disappeared after the staff caught him trying to get under one of the new girls’ skirts. A couple of weeks later, a new girl joined the school, and I have to say, she looked an awful lot like Michael. I had a feeling she was about to learn a lot—I know I sure did.

I was actually sad when the school year ended and it was time to go home. I didn’t want to go back to being my regular, male self. I liked being a chick. I liked wearing skirts and dresses and heels. I liked looking sexy.

It was the morning the buses came to take everyone home when Amanda came up to me. “Where do you live? I’ll come find you,” she said.

“I live down in Peterson. Pretty far away,” I said.

“I’ll be there.”

“But I won’t be like this,” I said, motioning down at myself.

“Why not?”

“What would my parents think?” I said.

“Who cares? I’m going to tell them that this is the new me. You should do the same. Otherwise you’ll spend the rest of your life regretting it.”

She was right. I knew it would be something I would regret for the rest of my life. I knew I had to do it, regardless of what anyone thought. I loved my parents, but I couldn’t live a lie. I needed to be the person I wanted to be, the person I’d spent the past six months learning I was supposed to be. “Fine,” I said.

And shockingly, my parents were fine with it. It took my dad a couple of days to really get used to the idea, but once they saw how good I looked and how comfortable I was as a woman, I think they got it. They were even fine with Amanda moving in for a few weeks while we looked for a place of our own.

THE END


THERAPY

Therapist, Dr. Monroe, is tired of all the housewives that come into his office, always nagging about petty problems with their husbands. After fifteen years in the business, Dr. Monroe has just started mocking the women, trying to waste as little time on them as possible as he has clients with real problems who are really in need of therapy.

But one afternoon, he ticks off the wrong woman—a young, mysterious Romanian woman, who thinks that Dr. Monroe could use a little therapy of his own.


CHAPTER I

I knew everything I needed to know about her when she walked into my office for the first time. I didn’t even know her name yet, but I knew exactly what she was going to complain about, I knew she was going to break into tears, I knew she was going to blame everyone but herself, and I knew, after a session or two, she would eventually admit that she thinks all men are the same as her man and nothing I would be able to say would change her mind.

I’d been seeing girls just like her for fifteen years, and it was exhausting. They didn’t want a therapist, they wanted someone to vent to, and they wanted a reason to be pitied. They just wanted to go to their husbands and friends and cry and say, “Things are so bad, I’m even seeing a therapist!” I used to give them the pity they wanted—I would watch their eyes light up as I said, “It’s not your fault. You’re the real victim here.” It was all they wanted to hear. They didn’t actually want any advice to make their lives better.

And for whatever reason, they all looked the same—at least, they all tried to look the same. More often than not, they had their hair dyed blonde. They always came in with lots of makeup on, especially around the eyes, as if they were just stopping by on their way to the opera. They were always wearing expensive dresses and skirts—always dresses, never business attire. Of course it was never business attire, because they were almost always housewives. They were always jingling with jewellery, and you could hear their high-heels from the street outside—sometimes all the way from the parking lot where they parked their brand new luxury SUVs, the ones purchased for them by the husbands they were in my office to complain about.

I had no sympathy for them. They were always upset about the same crap: “I think my husband is cheating on me,” or, “I think my husband wants to cheat on me.”

“Did he tell you this?” I would ask.

“No, but I can just tell,” they would say. I had no sympathy for these women. They complained endlessly about their husbands, and when I would ask, “Why shouldn’t your husband cheat on you?” they would look at me with horror and disgust, but they could never answer the question.

“My husband doesn’t do enough for me,” was what they were really saying. But none of these vile women ever did anything for their husbands.

“How often do you sleep with your husband? Do you perform oral sex? How often do you reject him when he wants to have sex?”

These questions were almost always met with, “I’m tired. Why should I sleep with him? When he comes home from work, all he wants is sex! What does he do for me to deserve sex?” they say, as I can see their $100,000 luxury vehicles from my office window, the gigantic diamonds sparkling on their fingers, the designer clothes that they certainly didn’t own before meeting the men they apparently hated so much.

After fifteen years, I had no sympathy for these women. I tried at first, sure, but once I realized there was no hope—that they didn’t want resolution, they just wanted drama—I stopped trying. I told them the truth, and then they didn’t come back for their follow-up appointments. It was no loss to me; I had real patients who really needed my help—recovering drug addicts, women who were abused as children, rape victims. I didn’t need to waste any time trying to help someone with a fake problem, who doesn’t even really want help in the first place. Big deal…

The woman in my office that afternoon was the ultimate stereotype of the women I hated the most. As soon as she sat down on my office couch, she straightened her little black dress, primped up her professionally-dyed hair—showing off her diamond earrings for just a couple of seconds—and she looked down to make sure there were no scuffs on her high-heels, which were worth more than the car I drove during college, when I was delivering pizzas. “Have you ever delivered pizzas?” was the first question I asked her.

She stared at me with wide-eyes and a tilted head, like a curious German shepherd. “Excuse me?” she said.

“Pizzas—have you ever delivered them?”

“No.”

“Have you ever worked at a Subway or a McDonalds?”

She doubled down on that curious look. “No,” she said.

“Tell me about your first job,” I said.

“Don’t you want to know why I’m here?” she asked.

“We’ll get to that. Tell me about your first job.”

She looked around my room, her gaze stopping for a moment on the wall where I had all of my accolades and degrees. I was one of the most decorated therapists in the state. Of course she knew that before she booked an appointment—because girls like her would never go to see anyone but the best. It wasn’t their money they were spending, after all. She slowly looked back at me. “Well,” she said. “I was a waitress.”

“How old were you?”

“I was eighteen,” she said. “It was a bar downtown.” She couldn’t have been older than twenty-four now.

“And how long did you work there?” I asked.

“A year. And then I met Mike, my husband.”

“And what jobs have you worked since then?” I asked.

She stared at me for a moment in silence. “None. I take care of the house, which is like a full-time job. In fact, it’s almost like two full-time jobs.”

“Right…” I said. I’d heard it before: jobless women trying to make their lives sound difficult to create sympathy. But I had no sympathy.

“You don’t employ cleaning staff or gardeners—what about pool cleaners?”

Her cheeks became a shade of rose. “Well, we do, but there’s more to it than that,” she said.

I smiled, nodded, and I scribbled into my notepad. Sometimes I just drew pictures of cats into my notepad, just to keep my clients on their toes. It was always interesting to watch their reactions as I took notes. I could always tell who was just there for a pity ride when my note taking made them nervous.

“So tell me about your husband. Tell me why he’s the devil,” I said, still scribbling pictures of cats.

“Excuse me?” she said.

“Well that’s why you’re here, right? Your husband is making your life miserable and you want to know what to do about it. Am I wrong?”

She stared at me, her eyes beginning to water as if right on cue. The moment they realized I wasn’t going to pat their back while they moaned and complained was usually the moment they forced out the tears in a last-ditch effort to stir up some sympathy. “He stares at other women when we’re out,” she said. I had to fight not to roll my eyes. “And I was on his computer the other day, and I saw that he’d been looking at Lucy, my friend’s Facebook pictures.”

The woman was so painfully predictable—a waste of my time. But she was a good-looking lady. Sometimes—especially when I could tell that their relationships were doomed regardless—I would take advantage. Fragile women who think their husbands are trying to cheat on them are usually the easiest to get to put out. It’s usually just the mere suggestion of revenge sex that brings their panties down to their ankles.

“I just feel like… so vulnerable right now,” she said. It almost seemed like she was baiting me. And I couldn’t help but notice her dress was pulled down enough to expose a good amount of perky cleavage. It really did seem like she wanted me to fuck her.

I forced a smile and I looked to the clock. I still had fifty minutes with the woman. If I could piss her off enough that she left on her own voluntary decision—that would be ideal. That’s usually what happened. Usually, when these stereotypical women didn’t get the attention they were desperate for, they just left, to find someone else to give it to them. I wouldn’t be surprised if they all went across the street to the Irish pub and picked up the first guy they saw, got fucked in the bathroom, and went home to their husbands, still angry with their suspicions that their men might be thinking of cheating on them.


CHAPTER II

“Is Lucy prettier than you?” I asked with a big grin on my face.

The woman stared at me with those watery eyes. “You mean, do I think she is prettier? As in, you think I might have self-esteem issues?” She spoke softly, with reserve, like they always did before they became triggered and outraged. It was around this time when I noticed her subtle accent. It sounded like an Eastern European accent—maybe Russian or Ukrainian. That was also surprisingly typical—women from poor immigrant families marrying rich American men. Somehow they always ended up in my office.

“No, I mean, do you have a picture of this Lucy girl? So I can see if she’s prettier than you.”

The woman looked outraged, her mouth agape, her skin pale.

“Well?” I said.

She was hesitant, but she actually took out her phone, swiped around, and then handed it to me. Lucy, a brunette with a rather large nose, was alright, but the woman before me was undeniably hotter. “No,” I said. “I wouldn’t worry about your friend, Lucy.”

“Why’s that?” she asked.

“You’re way hotter. I mean, professionally speaking. When is your birthday?” I asked.

“My birthday? It’s, well, um, in three weeks.”

“Did you ever think your husband might be planning a surprise party for you with this Lucy woman?” I asked.

The woman’s face lit up and she cracked a smile. “You think Derek is planning a party?”

“No,” I said. “But the fact you didn’t even consider it makes me think you just don’t trust Derek. Has he ever cheated on you before?”

“No…” she said.

“But still you don’t trust him. He gives you his house, he buys you a car, he puts that ring on your finger—I bet he even paid for that dress and those heels, am I right? And he’s never done anything to make you distrust him—yet here you are, paranoid, an anxious mess.”

Her lips quivered. “He—He went through all those pictures of Lucy on Facebook—hundreds of them, even her modeling photos. If he was planning a party, why would he be looking at her modeling photos?”

“That’s why you don’t trust him?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, brushing tears from her eyes.

“No it’s not.”

“What?” she said, her eyes narrowing, her skin pale again.

“You were looking through his computer’s history before you knew he’d been looking at your friend. So you didn’t trust him before that. But you really had no reason not to trust him. But here’s what I think: I think that you’ve had thoughts about being with other men—maybe you’ve even been with another man, maybe you were drunk and you don’t count it, or it was early in the relationship and you were ‘dumb’ back then—but you think that because you’ve had slips and thoughts, you assume your husband has as well. Because men are so much worse than women, right? All men think about is sex—that’s what your communist sympathizing teachers taught you—and if you’ve toed that line, then he’s definitely stuck his whole foot over that line. You don’t trust him because you don’t trust yourself. So how many times have you done it—how many times have you cheated on him?” I asked.

I watched as her eyes began to water again, as her lips quivered, as her body became small on that couch. She was trying to push away those memories—the drunken nights while her husband was away on some business tripe, where she hooked up with some hunk at some club. But of course that didn’t count—it was just physical. She didn’t even know the guy’s name. And she was drunk. Nothing counts when a woman is drunk, right? Maybe the hunk played with her emotions. Maybe it was all his fault. Or maybe it was her husband’s fault—maybe he wasn’t satisfying her at the time, so she had no choice. But it definitely wasn’t her fault—it was never her fault.

“I should have seen a female therapist,” she said, standing up, straightening the skirt of her dress.

“Why is that?” I asked.

“Because you just can’t even begin to understand.”

“Or maybe I understand too well. Maybe you were just looking for a cheerleader to pump up your deflating ego. If you really want help with this, you can sit back down. But if you just want someone to pet your head and tell you how sad your life is, I can make some referrals.”

“You really are a woman hater,” she said with a scowl. “I can’t believe it…”

I laughed. How could I not laugh? It was the most typical response I could imagine. “You’re a man hater. You like to blame men for your own problems.”

She started stomping towards the door. “Before you go, just tell me one thing—in confidence. Your answer will legally be confined to the walls of this room. But tell me, did you cheat on him? Did you have a drunken night of sex while he was on a business trip?”

She stared at me from my doorway. “You wouldn’t possibly understand,” she said, and then she left my office with a swift door slam, leaving me with a grin on my face. I knew it—I called it. I always called it, and it was always satisfying. She didn’t trust her husband who had been nothing but trusting and giving, while she was sneaking around behind his back, sucking her personal trainer’s cock—a personal trainer her husband probably paid for. And of course I didn’t understand—how could I? It was only my job that I spent ten years in school for, and I only have fifteen years of experience on top of that. I’d only read every single book written on the topic. What the hell would I know? 


CHAPTER III

It was a month later when I met her again. It was rare that I ever saw the stereotypical women again, unless they showed up at my office to scream at me—usually because they decided to blame me for the crumbling of their relationships (once again, unable to blame themselves for anything). But this woman, whose name I still didn’t know, wasn’t at my office to scream at me or to break the flowerpots in the waiting room.

I was finished for the day, packing up my briefcase when she slipped into my office. “Doctor Monroe?” she said with that subtle Slavic accent. I looked over at her. It took me a moment to recognize her. It had been a whole month, and she didn’t look exactly the same. She wasn’t wearing a fancy dress from Holt Renfrew, she wasn’t draped in diamonds and gold, and her hair wasn’t professionally styled. Instead, she was wearing a grey knit sweater that extended all the way down to her mid-thighs, hiding her shorts or skirt or whatever she was wearing underneath—if anything. On her feet were simple black flats.

“Yes?” I said, clipping my briefcase closed.

She stood there silently for a moment, and then said, “My husband left me for another woman.” She stared at me with those big eyes, waiting for a response, as if she wanted me to apologize or say something along the lines of, ‘You were right and I was wrong.’ But instead, I just stared at her until she said, “He’d been cheating on me.”

“If I remember correctly, you cheated on him,” I said.

“It’s really not that simple,” she said.

And I just shook my head, unable to hide my smile. “Look, your husband sounds like a real loser, but you’re no winner yourself, honey. I guess you can just call it karma. If you want my professional opinion: get into therapy. If not with me, then with someone else. I don’t care—but you can’t expect someone to treat you like a perfect little princess if you aren’t treating them the same way. It’s as simple as that.”

“I think you’re the one who needs therapy—to understand that nothing is as black and white as you see it.”

“I’ll consider that, thank you.” I started towards the door but she stepped in front of me. “Excuse me,” I said.

“Are you married, Doctor Monroe?”

“I’m not.”

“Have you ever been married?”

“I haven’t, no,” I said.

“Then how can you give marital advice?”

“I like to think that I have an objective perspective as a non-married person. Now if you’d please move out of the way…”

She didn’t move out of the way. “You know, my people have a special therapy for people like you. In fact, you may be the best candidate I’ve ever met for it,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“And who are your people, if you don’t mind my asking?” I said.

“I’m from a remote part of Romania.”

“I’m sure your people have ground-breaking therapeutic methods. But right now, I’d like to go home, so if you don’t mind…”

“I’d like for you to fuck me,” she said.

I thought I’d misheard her. I started to brush past her until that line reverberated in my ears. She wanted me to fuck her? Was she being serious or was she setting me up for some sort of revenge? “What?” I said.

“You heard me.”

“Yes, I’m just not sure why you’re saying it,” I said, staring into her eyes. She was quite pretty and she had a great body. If I didn’t think she was up to something, I would have jumped on the offer. I looked down to see if she was wearing some hidden camera—one of those thick pens you get at the spy stores. But there was no sign of any recording device. Besides, it’s not like it was illegal to sleep with the woman—she wasn’t my patient. I wasn’t even married or in a relationship, so she couldn’t use it against me in any way.

“I’m recently single and I’m lonely and I want you to fuck me.”

“I don’t know, I don’t think it’s a very good…” Before I could finish my sentence, she reached down, grabbed the base of her sweater, and she pulled it up over her head, revealing her bare tits and her bare crotch. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties—nothing but that sweater and those flats. And damn, was her body nice. And unless she had a recoding device up her snatch, there was nothing. So what did I have to lose?

I didn’t understand it, but I didn’t have to. When there’s a beautiful, young naked woman in front of you, you don’t ask too many questions. I put my briefcase down and I stepped forward. “You know, you really should see a therapist,” I said.

“I’m seeing one now,” she said.

There was something off about the whole encounter—but I just figured it was a cultural thing. Maybe this is what people do in her little remote part of Romania. So I went ahead and cupped her breasts. They were soft and supple, and she seemed to like it when I squeezed them. She had a smile on her face. Maybe this was just some form of moral revenge on her ex-husband. Maybe she planned on phoning him up as soon as our romp was said and done, to tell him, “I fucked the therapist. How do you like that?”

I felt her soft body. She was so small and fragile. I felt like I could pick her up with one hand, hold her over my head, or hold her down with just a finger. I slid one hand down between her legs, over her soft public hair, onto her plump, damp pussy. She bit her lip and smiled before turning around and pressing her hands against the door, bending over slightly, spreading her legs just enough that her slit opened up just a little bit.

I dropped to my knees and I got my face in there, my tongue between those plump lips. She reacted with tense legs as I began to tickle her clit with the tip of my tongue.

She wasn’t the first client I’d fucked. Every couple of months, I got some vengeful wife or girlfriend who wanted to fuck, to prove her triumph over her evil man. I had no reservations—in fact, I found it to be useful for their therapy. Once they got an orgasm or two out of their system, they usually realized their hypocrisy. You could see it in their eyes—the guilt and the understanding that they just committed the crime they’d been accusing their man of committing without evidence. Usually it led to the end of the relationship, which in most—If not all—cases was for the best. Rampant distrust is always the beginning of the end.

So I ate out her cunt, I made her squirm, I made her wet, I made her moan aloud and bit her lip as she clawed at the door. Thankfully my receptionist was gone for the day. I got undressed quickly as she stood there with one hand against the door and one between her legs. She kept rubbing her pussy during the brief intermission, so she wouldn’t lose the moment. I watched as she sunk two of her fingers deep. Watching her as she fingered herself was enough to get me rock-hard within seconds.

I was up behind her as soon as my pants were down at my ankles. And she was so wet; I slid in with ease, despite her tightness. She moaned as I stuffed her, and then she nearly went limp once I started pumping her with my throbbing cock. Because she wasn’t technically a client, I really went to town on her. I slapped her ass, making it red, I pounded her with the whole length of my cock, I even strangled her a little bit (she liked it and didn’t want me to stop). With a client, I would always be sure not to leave any marks. But with this woman, I had no reservations.

I even came in her pussy, unprotected. I tried to pull out, but she reached back and put her hands on my ass, holding me against her. As I came, she started to speak in a different language—maybe Romanian. It was a strange moment, sending a chill down my spine. But my God, did it feel good to come bareback inside of that stretched-out, wet cunt.

“What are you saying?” I asked.

She looked over her shoulder at me with a grin. “I hope you had fun,” she said.

“You could call it that,” I said. “But I’m serious—you need professional help. Revenge sex is never healthy.” I pulled up my pants.

She just stood there naked, with my creampie oozing down her legs. She had a smile on her face. “It’s not revenge,” she said. “It’s therapy.”

Another chill crept down my spine. I watched as she pulled her sweater over her head. She turned around and left without saying anything else. And once she was gone, I began to feel a strange tingling inside of me—everywhere inside of me, as if it was in my blood, moving quickly through my veins. It didn’t hurt, and it wasn’t uncomfortable, but it was noticeable—impossible to ignore. Maybe it was just the fact it had been a couple of months since I’d last had sex. Maybe there was a completely rational explanation for the feeling.

Or maybe I was just coming down with a cold. As I drove home, I began to feel sleepy. That tingling continued, especially intense in my head. I was expecting it to turn into a headache, but it never did. When I got home, I was so tired, I went straight to bed. I fell asleep instantly, even though I knew something was very, very wrong.


CHAPTER IV

When I woke up, those worries were long gone, forgotten, possibly part of some strangely vivid dream. I hadn’t yet opened my eyes. It was my day off and I could feel that it was still early, the rays of the morning sunlight not yet teasing my eyelids. My blankets felt heavy but soft, warm but airy. Something felt different, but I couldn’t put my finger on what, and I didn’t want to ruin the moment by opening my eyes.

But it didn’t take long before that strange curiosity became overwhelming. Something really wasn’t quite right. I let my eyes open. There was light in the room but it wasn’t overwhelming. Still, it took my eyes a moment to adjust before I realized I wasn’t in my own bedroom. In my bedroom, there was a window on either side of my bed. Now, there were no windows, just one large glass sliding door fifteen feet from the foot of the bed. And I could see a swimming pool through those glass doors. I didn’t own a swimming pool.

My heart stuttered. I couldn’t bring myself to move, but I wanted to move so badly. Panic was quickly setting in. I noticed the white bed sheets I was clutching—but I didn’t own white bed sheets.

And then I felt something move—something heavy, something right next to me. The mattress shook and the blanket that was covering me pulled towards the moving mass. I was reluctant to look over, and I was rendered completely frozen when I saw the man next to me—topless, maybe even bottomless. He was asleep peacefully, and he was muscular, with an even layer of stubble on his cheeks. He was facing me now, but thankfully his eyes were closed. I was terrified of accidentally waking him up. I was too afraid to even let a breath out, worried the warmth of my breath would be enough to tease his eyes awake.

But I had the compulsion to ask him who the hell he was and where the hell I was… Why was I in a strange bed with another man? I could remember falling asleep in my own bed. I could even remember locking my doors, as I did every night before bed. So it was unlikely that I was drugged and kidnapped. And if I was, why would I be in that bed, with that naked man, unshackled and free to escape assuming my joints could break from their rigid paralysis?

I managed to slip my foot out from under the covers. I gently placed it on the ground and slowly—very, very slowly—pulled myself to my feet, making sure not to nudge the mattress even slightly. I felt the warm air on my bare skin. I was naked. Did I have sex with that man? Surely I’d been drugged! There was no other possible explanation—aside from the possibility that I was dreaming, though I’d pinched my arm about fifteen times, nearly making myself yelp out in pain. Isn’t that supposed to wake a person up?

I scanned the ground for clothes, but there were none. I thought about making a dash—opening those glass doors and running for the nearest road, hoping my captor would remain asleep until I was at the police station. But I at least wanted something to cover my private parts. So I slipped into the master bathroom to grab a towel.

I slipped into the bathroom, reached for one of the towels hanging on the rack, and then as I went to wrap it around my waist, I noticed my reflection in the mirror. It brought to a complete paralysis. At first, I thought there was a hole in the wall, looking into another room where the woman I’d fucked the day before was standing naked. But after a few seconds of speechless motionlessness, I realized I was staring at myself—I was the woman. I reached up and felt my hair. My hair was normally short and brown. Now, it was long and blonde. My chest was usually flat, obviously, but now I had a pair of soft, supple breasts.

I thought I must have been dreaming—of course I was dreaming. I pinched myself again, but nothing happened. I even slapped myself on the face, but still, nothing changed. I was stuck in the dream—in that extraordinarily realistic dream.

Even my cock was gone—of course it was gone, because I wasn’t even me anymore. Now, there was a pussy between my legs. And strangely, I could feel it. It was incredibly sensitive, especially my clit. And it looked so realistic. I found myself bending over, spreading my lips, trying to look inside of myself. I know that sounds totally insane and strange, but I think it’s a typical male curiosity.

In fact, I got so carried away, I forgot for a minute that there was a naked man in the other room. It wasn’t until I heard the bed squeak that I remembered I still had to escape. Or did I still need to escape? It was a dream, so it was irrelevant what I did, right? But if it was a dream, then why was it still going? Why wasn’t it ending? Why were my senses all so vivid and real?

“Hey babe?” I heard a voice call out from the bedroom. It was a male voice, undoubtedly belonging to the man in the bed. Now there was no escape. And if this wasn’t a dream—which still seemed impossible—then I’d lost my chance to escape. I looked around the bathroom, my heart pounding. There was a housecoat, which I put on as quickly as I could. “What are you doing?” he called out. I tried one last time to wake up, by closing my eyes and willing it to happen. But I was stuck, losing more and more hope by the second that I was asleep.

I poked my head out. “Hey,” I said softly, worried my real, male voice would come out through my lips. But the voice that came out wasn’t mine. It was soft and feminine. And why wouldn’t it be? It came out of a soft, feminine body, after all.

I felt a jolt of warmth at the consideration that I was having a mental breakdown. Somehow that seemed more tolerable than the idea that I really had been turned into a woman. But I’d worked with people who’d had mental breakdowns, and this wasn’t anything like that—this was realistic, grounded in reality, abiding by the same laws of physics as my normal life, save for the fact I was suddenly a woman. There were no talking toasters, monsters living inside of people, or anything like that. Everything was still just… normal.

“Come back to bed. It’s still early,” he said. He had a deep voice, and a strangely handsome smile. He had his hands behind his head, his elbows raised, giving his muscles a flexed appearance. My eyes were drawn to those muscles for some unknown reason. I had to strain to look away from them, back at his face, so I could say, “Just a minute.” I retreated back into the bathroom, my hands shaking, my legs trembling, my heart racing.

This was no dream. It was too real to be a dream. And hell, I would know—I’d spent decades studying and analysing dreams. Then what the hell was happening? Some sort of magic? No, no—I couldn’t believe in magic. It went against everything I stood for. But then what? How could any of this be explained?

I tried to think of an escape plan. But where would I go? What would I do? I didn’t have my wallet, so I didn’t have my apartment key card—and without that, I couldn’t get past the front door. And I couldn’t get a replacement looking like this—with blonde hair and tits and the whole shebang. I was screwed. I needed to think of some other out.

“Come lay with me before I need to leave for work!” he called out. Maybe I could just lay with him—just bite my tongue for a few minutes until he had to go. Then I would have time to myself to figure this craziness out.

As I reached for the bathroom doorknob, I remembered that strange feeling from the day before—the feeling that started as soon as that woman started mumbling that ethnic phrase. Did she put some sort of curse on me? No, there’s no such thing as a curse… Or is there? Was it really so hard to believe? There wasn’t exactly any scientific explanations presenting themselves…

“Babe?” he called out. I opened the door.

“I’m not feeling great,” I said.

“Come lay down. I’ll make you feel better.”

I just had to do it. Besides, he wasn’t repulsive or anything. He was strangely mesmerizing. I wanted to be next to him. I wanted to feel his body—just out of curiosity. Besides, if I didn’t do it, he would start getting suspicious. So I walked over to the bed and I crawled up. He immediately reached for the rope holding my housecoat shut. I grabbed his wrist to stop him from exposing my body.

“You okay?” he said, giving me a strange look.

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine,” I said.

And then, before I could react, he tugged away that furry rope and he rolled on top of me. He was heavy. I tried to squirm free but he pinned my wrists. I nearly screamed, and then I looked into his eyes. His smile was short-lived, replaced by a narrow-eyed concern. “What’s wrong, babe? You look frightened.”

I had a lump the size of a fist in my throat, preventing me from speaking.

“Just relax. It’s just me—your Derek.” He rolled off of me, to give me some space, recognizing that I wasn’t comfortable in the slightest. I recognized his name—it was the woman’s husband’s name. She’d mentioned it in our first meeting together, a month earlier.

I took a deep breath and forced a smile. I didn’t technically have anything to be afraid of. It didn’t matter if he saw me naked—it wasn’t my body, and it wasn’t a body he hadn’t seen naked before. So I took off the bathrobe and let it fall on the bed. He looked down at my body, making my heart jump. I slipped under the cover. He put his arm over me and pulled me into his hard body. He was naked. I could feel all of his hard muscles pressing up against me. I couldn’t believe how strong he was. I mean, he looked like he worked out, but he hardly had to flex to pull me into his body. Or maybe I just wasn’t used to being so weak and soft.

As he snuggled his body against mine, I could feel his muscles flexing, bulging, and rubbing against me. It was a strangely nice feeling, but I still didn’t want anything to do with it. I still closed my eyes one more time and tried to will myself to wake up from this nightmare.

And then I felt his cock. He was hard, and he was big. He lifted up my thigh and stuck his cock between my legs. Then, he brought my leg back down. I became rigid again, now with a big throbbing dick between my thighs. I took a deep breath and looked around for a clock. There was one on the wall—one of those modern clocks with a digital display that included the date. And the date read August 2017—but when I fell asleep the night before, it was November. August was the month before I met with the woman. If that clock was right, then I wasn’t just in that woman’s body, I’d gone back in time as well.


CHAPTER V

He had his big, hard cock nestled up against my pussy, right between my lips. It was a strange feeling—unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I could feel every inch of him, and just the slightest amount of movement sent a jolt through me. It was so warm, and something about it felt kind of nice—but I was repulsed. I don’t know if the cock repulsed me or if I was repulsed by the fact it wasn’t making me gag. “Don’t you have to get to work?” I asked.

“I’ll leave in ten minutes,” he said. “We can get a lot done in ten minutes.”

A chill crept under my skin. “I told you I wasn’t feeling well.”

“It always makes you feel better,” he said with a grin in his voice. He gently pulled his cock back and then slid it forward again, using his bulging tip to tickle my clit. He was rock-hard—aroused, for me. It was a weird feeling, making a man aroused just by existing in a room. My naked body had never aroused any woman before in my life. In a strange way I felt… powerful. “I promise you’ll like it.” That cock slid back and forth again. I could feel his veins throbbing.

“I’m sure I would, but I’m really just not feeling great,” I said.

He cupped one of my breasts with his hand, and he made sure to get his thumb and pointer finger right on my nipple, which he started to gently play with. “If you’re not in the mood, you know that I know how to change that,” he said, that grin in his voice becoming more prominent.

My God, my nipples were sensitive. It felt good, between his cock carefully rubbing my clit and his fondling of my breasts. It felt really good—but the better it felt, the more I wanted to get the hell out of there. I couldn’t succumb to this female biology—because that’s all that it was: biology. If I had that woman’s body, then I had her brain, too, and her nervous system. The female body is biologically designed to be turned on by strong, muscular men. The pussy is designed to be stimulated for sexual arousal. It was natural, out of my control. As long as I didn’t succumb, then I had nothing to be ashamed of…

But boy, did I want to succumb. If just his gentle rubbing felt this good, how good would it actually feel to be stuffed and pumped? My legs quivered warmly at the thought. But I pushed that thought away and I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, not this morning. Maybe tonight,” I said.

He laughed. “Fine,” he said, slipping his cock back. I was actually a little bit disappointed that he gave in so easily. Did I maybe want him to keep trying? Did I want him to just have his way with me? I mean, if he’d just gone ahead and made love to me, then I could feel the incredible euphoria without having the guilt of giving him the green light…

I closed my eyes and shook away the thought. It was just a natural, biological thought, but I had to keep my mind clear if I was going to figure out this conundrum that I was in.

For the next ten minutes, we lay together on the bed, his arms around me, my body pressed against his hard chest. I could feel his warm dick the whole time. It was an unsettling, long ten minutes, but his alarm finally went off, and he finally rolled out of the bed. “You’d better feel better tonight, before I head to LA tomorrow morning,” he said with a smile.

“I’m sure I will,” I said. I watched him as he got dressed. I tried to keep my eyes up, off of his long member. I just needed to avoid suspicion until he was gone—not that he would have clued into the fact that I wasn’t really his wife. It wasn’t possible, after all, so why would any sane person ever suspect such a thing?

As soon as he was gone and I could hear his car revving up, I sprung out of bed. I went from closet to closet, trying to find an outfit to wear. I was hoping to find something more-or-less gender neutral, something I wouldn’t stand out in, but the closest thing I could find was a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. The jeans were skin tight, and so was the t-shirt—which was especially a problem because it went translucent when it stretched out, exposing my nipples. I put on a bra, but that only made it stretch out more, revealing my whole bra, making me look like a total slut.

So I dug through the closet some more and ended up going with a dress. As I was putting on a little white dress, a black dress caught my eye, hanging on a hanger. It had a cute lacy frill on the bottom that piqued my curiosity. I ended up trying it on. While I was admiring myself in that dress, I noticed another dress that was calling out to me. I ended up trying on a bunch of different options. I got carried away, losing track of time. It was strangely entertaining, and strangely satisfying, seeing myself in each different outfit. There was one little red dress that made me look so scrumptiously curvy.

I ended up sticking with the red dress, only because that was the one I was wearing when reality came back to me. Maybe that was a biological thing, too—I mean, all women seem to love shopping and trying on outfits. Maybe that had something to do with the female brain I now had in my head. I had a feeling I was going to discover many similar curiosities throughout the day—and I was going to have to fight to stay on target. I still didn’t even know what that target was…


CHAPTER VI

I didn’t bother with my hair or makeup. My makeup was already done up, probably from the night before—before I took control of that body. Though before I left, I was tempted to go into the bathroom and touch everything up. I fought away the urge, knowing it was pointless. I wasn’t going out to show off or attract me—I was going out to figure out what the hell was happening.

I found the keys to her white SUV in the garage. I ran outside, fired up the engine, and then I began to back out of the long, curved driveway. I stopped before the road. “Where am I going?” I asked myself. And where could I go? The hospital? No, no—if I told them what had happened, they would throw me in the mental ward and cuff me to a bed. The police? What could they do? Even if they did believe me, it’s not like they could do anything to help me. No one could.

I remembered a little occult bookstore that I used to walk by on my way to work, before I moved my office to a new building a few blocks away. I would always hold my breath when I walked by the store because it smelled so strange, like fifty different incense scents mixed into one overpowering odour. And I always felt like that smell stuck to my body for the next hour. Sometimes I would even cross the street just to avoid that smell.

I was pretty sure the store was just a little tourist trap, for entertainment purposes only, but it was the only lead that I had—if you can even call it that. So that’s where I went. The woman who ran the shop was just putting out the open sign as I pulled up. I sat in my car for a minute before going inside, trying to figure out what exactly I planned on asking. The shop owner woman looked like a real kook. 

But I had no other options. So I got out of the SUV and I wandered into the shop. That smell hit me hard. It took me a moment to convince myself to breathe. The smell just got stronger as I wandered deeper into the strange shop.

The shelves were lined with exactly what I expected—jars with fake heads inside of them, books about demons and witchcraft, crystals, tarot cards, incense sticks, little demon statues, and so on. The place didn’t feel real—as if it was just a set for some made-for-television movie. One of the books caught my eye: ‘Transformation Spells’. I picked it up and thumbed through the pages, but I just couldn’t take it seriously. One page said to mix pig’s blood with basil and fish scales to transform the spell-caster into a bird. It was just too outrageous. But I suppose my own predicament was outrageous as well.

Though I couldn’t find any spells on how to turn a man into a woman, or vice-versa.

The shopkeeper crept up behind me. “Can I help you?” she said, making me jump. I put the book down and spun around to face her. She was wearing a purple shawl and lots of fake gold jewellery and she looked like she belonged on that made-for-television movie set with the rest of her shop.

“Um,” I said. I felt suddenly embarrassed about the whole thing, and she was the last person I should have been feeling embarrassed in front of. “This might sound weird, but… Does any of this stuff actually work? Like, is it real?”

“If you believe in something, it’s real,” she said with a completely straight face. And that’s when I realized she was just playing a character. She was an actor more than a shopkeeper, like those touristy medieval villages, where the man in the gift shop talks in that annoying fake Old English.

“But, like, does it actually work? Have you ever tried any of these spells?” I asked, holding up that book. She looked at the book.

“Those spells are very powerful in the right hands,” she said. And that’s when I realized I wasn’t going to get anywhere with this woman and this shop.

But before I left, I bit my tongue and told the woman what happened. “Yesterday, I was a man. I slept with this Romanian woman and this morning I woke up as her. I’m actually a forty-two year old man, and I’m supposed to be at work right now.”

Now she was staring at me like I was the insane one.

“I take it you don’t have any spells for that, huh?” I said.

She just stared at me with that blank expression, which slowly began to turn into an angry expression. “If you’re not going to buy anything, I’m going to ask you to leave,” she said. And that was the end of my trip to the occult store.

But I left the store with a new idea: track down someone familiar with Romanian folklore. I got back into the SUV and I looked up local Romanian community centres. I located one across town, in one of the poorer neighbourhoods. I drove over without wasting a minute. It was almost noon. Soon, the woman’s husband would be home and he would wonder where I was. I could have stayed in a hotel, sure, but he probably would have found me. His name was on every credit card in my wallet, after all. And I didn’t need him thinking I was up to something. I didn’t need any additional drama on top of what I was already dealing with.

I stopped halfway to grab a bite to eat. I was starving, as if I hadn’t eaten in days. And looking at my reflection in the café window that I stopped at, I probably hadn’t eaten a hell of a lot in the past few days—maybe even the past few years. The things women do to maintain their figure…

I was standing in line when the man in front of me said, “You go ahead.” He smiled and waved me in front of him.

“Are you waiting for someone?” I asked, assuming he was just trying to save a spot while his wife was in the bathroom or something.

“No, I’d just rather you go ahead of me,” he said. It took me a moment to realize he was doing it because I was a young, pretty woman. And hell, my thin figure probably helped. I smiled and felt my cheeks becoming warm. He was a handsome guy—a nice smile, nice build, and he was tall. I’d always wondered why women swooned over tall men, but I could see it now. There was something terribly satisfying about looking up into a man’s eyes, like he was so much more powerful than you, like he could somehow protect you, dominate you…

I took the spot ahead of him. And in the window reflection, I caught him checking me out, looking down at the curve of my ass. I couldn’t totally blame him—I had a great all, and that dress made it look even better. But I had to remind myself that it wasn’t my ass, and that I wasn’t even really a woman—I shouldn’t be enjoying any of this.

The man in front of me looked back at me. I thought he was about to wave me ahead of him, but then he said, “What should I get do you think?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“What are you getting?”

“Probably just a scone and a coffee,” I said. I wasn’t used to having people chat with me in line-ups. I was used to being ignored, being invisible. But now, if they weren’t talking to me, they were sneaking in glances, admiring me, and it made me feel so… good.

“That sounds good,” he said. He went up a put in his order.

I looked around the café. I couldn’t help but notice the men sitting at their tables, throwing glances my way, clearing off their tables in hopes that I would take the seat across from them. I wasn’t doing anything remarkable but still, I was the centre of attention. I had to fight away the smile, reminding myself that it wasn’t my body and I wasn’t even a woman. But still, it was nice to enjoy while it lasted. There is nothing wrong with a little bit of indulgence, right?

I went up to the counter when it was my turn. The barista slid a scone and a large coffee towards me. “Enjoy,” she said.

“Huh? What do I owe you?” I asked.

“It’s been paid for,” she said.

The gentleman who bought my lunch for me was already on his way out the door. He waved and smiled at me before heading to his car. My heart melted just a little bit.


CHAPTER VII

Even having a man hold the door open for me was a nice little gesture that brought a smile to my face. It was hard to believe that so many attractive young women came into my office for therapy, claiming their men didn’t do enough for them. How could any man do enough for a woman? If this is the kind of treatment a woman gets just during her lunch break at a café, how can any individual man live up to that standard? After a while, a bit of complacency is to be expected.

But that was all irrelevant. I still had a serious problem that I needed to figure out. So I made my way to the Romanian Community Centre, I parked, and I went inside. There was a Romanian flag on the entrance wall—at least, I’m assuming that’s what the flag was. There were a few people talking in what I can only assume was Romanian around the corner. And next to them was a directory. I went to that directory and looked for any remotely relevant title.

I was halfway down the list when I noticed the two men had stopped chatting and were now looking at me. When I looked over, they both smiled, their eyes darting up to my face. “Hello,” one of them said with a thick accent. “Looking for someone?”

I smiled. Again, I wasn’t used to men offering to help without being prompted to do so. “I’m actually looking for someone who might know something about… well, Romanian folklore. I’m guessing that’s a long shot.”

“Romanian folklore?” one of the men said, and then they both looked at one another. “You could try one of the priests at the church.” He pointed out the window, at the church across the street.

I smiled and thanked the man and I started across the street. My heart was pounding and I felt so stupid—I was about to ask a Catholic priest if he knew anything about magical body swapping. But I knew that a little bit of embarrassment wouldn’t be nearly as bad as being stuck in a strange woman’s body for the rest of my life. I wanted my real body back. I wanted my career back.

The church looked small on the outside, but huge on the inside. There were impressive pillars extending all the way up to the forty-foot frescoed ceiling. The place was empty, save for the organist who was practising and a priest who was working the confessional. As I spotted the confessional, an older woman was emerging. I didn’t waste a moment. I slipped inside the dark booth and I took a seat.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I had no idea where to start. The silence became overpowering.

“How long has it been since your last confession?” the priest asked in his thick Romanian accent, his voice quiet but clear.

“Um, well, never, I’m not Catholic. But I’m not actually here to make a confession,” I said.

The silence returned. “Okay, then what do you need?” the priest asked.

I bit my tongue. I was about to sound so silly, but it was my only chance. So I told him what had happened. I told him that I was a forty-something man trapped in a twenty-something female body. I tried to be as specific as I could, but I had no idea what details were relevant. And he was silent the whole time I spoke, making me think I’d lost him many times over—like he was just sitting in silence and awe at my insanity. “Well?” I said after a long pause.

“There is a legend in Romania that is much like what you’ve just described,” he said. “Though I’ve never actually heard of it being real.”

I perked up. I wasn’t actually expecting him to be able to help, even though it’s exactly what I was there for. “So what do I do?” I asked.

“Well, first, I would strongly advise seeing a therapist, you know, to make sure you aren’t dealing with a sort of mental disorder. But in the legend, Gheorghe wakes up in the body of Andreea, and he can only undo the curse by finding his former self.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, more confused than I was before.

“Well, I’m trying to remember the story. It’s a story that our parents told us when we were very young. Gheorghe, as Andreea, has to find himself and repeat a mantra to get back into his rightful body.”

I smiled. If my rightful body was really out there, then that was easy—I knew exactly where to find myself: at work, where I almost always was. So all I needed was that mantra. “And what’s the mantra?” I asked.

“Gheorghe has to repeat what Andreea said to him, but it doesn’t work until he believes it to be true.”

“And what’s that?” I said, squirming anxiously, feeling like there was actually a glimmer of hope for once.

“In the legend, Gheorghe and Andreea are lovers, but Gheorghe is afraid to admit to Andreea that he loves her. It’s a child’s tale—all those children’s tales come from old folk tales, you know.”

I could remember the woman speaking in Romanian. She must have spoken for ten seconds straight—a couple of sentences at most. Though I had no idea what the hell she said—it was all gibberish to me. But at least I had something to work with. I just needed to figure out what the hell she said, and then I needed to find myself—that would be the easy part.

I found myself sitting in my car, searching through the Internet for more information about that old Romanian legend. I found more info, but it wasn’t exactly what I’d hoped to find. In the original tale, which the child’s tale is based off of, Gheorghe, in the body of Andreea, needs to get Gheorghe’s seed inside of him before he can say the mantra. If he says the mantra correctly, he will find himself in the body of his ‘true self’. But in the original tale, Gheorghe fails to repeat the mantra perfectly and is stuck living as Andreea for the rest of his—now her—life. No pressure or anything…

But at least now I had some guidance, and a glimmer of hope.


CHAPTER VIII

The woman whose body I was stuck in must have gotten that mantra from somewhere. It was a long bit of info—too long to have permanently memorized, ready to be used at a moment’s notice. Unless she was some savant, then she had it written down somewhere. So I returned to her home to begin my search. I searched through the many bookshelves, unable to find anything that seemed relevant. And then I opened a large door on the main floor, and I found myself in a large personal library. My heart sunk into my gut. It would take a long time to go through all of those books.

But what other choice did I have? I pulled the rolling ladder over to the first bookshelf on the left side of the room, and I started searching, top to bottom, left to right. Most of the books were fiction, most were in English. Whenever I came across a book that was written in Romanian, I pulled out my phone and tediously typed in the title to receive a translation. I came upon one particularly large cluster of Romanian literature, which took the better half of the next hour to translate. But I couldn’t find any books about Romanian spells. That glimmer of hope was dwindling with each book.

But I wasn’t ready to give up. I kept pulling out books and I kept running the titles through my phone’s dinky translator. The books without titles on their spines were particularly tedious. I had to physically pull them out, place them down, and search their titles. Searching the titles took a while, because with my phone’s keyboard switched over to Romanian, it took forever to locate each correct character.

I was in that library for the next four hours, going through every row. By the end of that three-hour stretch, I could locate every Romanian character on my keyboard almost as quickly as I could locate my native English characters.

I scurried into the kitchen and logged onto the computer. I figured there might be a clue in the Internet history. Maybe the woman searched the mantra before going to that book to find it. But instead of finding the mantra, I found a long history of Derek looking through girls’ Facebook photos—girls who the woman was apparently friends with on the website.

I felt strangely betrayed and wronged, even though he was only looking at photos. There was one photo of a girl named Grace in a bikini, which he’d apparently visited a number of times—obviously to jerk off. What else was he doing with the photo? Admiring the craftsmanship of her bathing suit? Yeah right…

But it hurt in a weird way, to think that he looked at other women the same way that he looked at me that morning. That glimmer in his eyes wasn’t just for me, it was for my body—and apparently my body was nothing special. And after feeling that intense hunger, seeing the diet and exercise plans taped to the refrigerator door—it apparently wasn’t enough for him. He apparently didn’t appreciate the effort.

I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but it did. He wasn’t even really my husband, and I wasn’t even really interested in men. But there was a cruel sentiment in the whole thing—all of those compliments he’d fed me that morning were empty. It was all just to get into my pants. And was that all that I was worth?

I shook my head, pushing away the thoughts. That wasn’t my concern—that was the woman’s problem. And if she wanted help with it, she could book another therapy session.

I returned to the library and kept searching through rows and rows of books.

I would have continued my hunt had Derek not returned home. I heard the door slam before he yelled, “Hey babe! I’m home!”

My heart sunk deep into my gut. What was I going to do? He wanted sex. And sex was the last thing I wanted. Once I was back in my regular body, I didn’t want to have the memory of sex with a man stuck in my mind. I didn’t exactly want to know what it felt like to be stuffed by a big, throbbing erection.

I started walking towards the library door. And then I noticed an opened book on a little table. I went over to it. It was in Romanian. I searched the title. And sure enough, it was a book of Romanian incantations. My heart leapt up into my chest and began pounding. My hope was restored. I didn’t understand any of it, but I knew I could bring it to that community centre in the morning and have someone help me with it. Then, all I had to do was memorize a passage. How hard could it be? With my life depending on it—I imagine it would be pretty easy…

“Babe?” Derek called out. His voice was close now. Before I could turn around, the library door opened and there he was, standing in the doorway. “There you are,” he said with a big grin.

* * *

You’re probably wondering how I ended up naked in bed with him—what he could have possibly said and done to convince me to get under those sheets. And you’re probably wondering why I didn’t just tell him that I was still feeling sick, that I wasn’t in the mood.

I’m not really sure I know how to answer any of that… It was a combination of things. The flowers he brought home were beautiful, and I could tell they were expensive. Even if he was rich, they still meant a lot—he still had to pick them out and he still had to go out of his way to buy them. And he made dinner. It was mediocre at best, but he was really cute in that apron, and he kept insisting that I go and relax. “I’m doing the work tonight,” he said. Or maybe it was the compliments that kept coming my way, all night. It was hard to believe they were empty based on the way he was looking at me, into my eyes, with that adorable smile.

Or maybe it was the curiosity that kept growing stronger with every little compliment and every little smile. I mean, how many chances does a man get to experience sex as a woman? Besides, it’s not like it’s gay—it’s still sex between a man and a woman. With my female brain, I was attracted to him. And as a therapist, I figured it could be beneficial to know what it felt like.

Or maybe it was the wine. I had a few glasses and they hit me harder than expected. I guess I was half the weight I was used to, and women generally don’t handle liquor as well as men.

So yeah, I ended up under the covers with him, driven by curiosity. It was nice whenever I was able to push away the anxiety that came with remembering I was really a man. But I just had to try it, I just had to indulge. I just had to reach down and slip my fingers around his big dick, and I just had to stroke him until he was rock-hard.

I finally understood what ‘the mood’ was. I’d spent the last fifteen years of my life hearing women say, “I’m just never in the mood,” when I ask them why they don’t have more sex with their husbands. I always thought it was a strange response. I always thought, if your husband is complaining that he’d not getting laid enough, and you’re worried that he might go sleep with someone else, who cares about your mood?

But now, I understood it. I could feel the mood. It surged through my like electricity. It made me let go of all my inhibitions and anxieties. And as it grew stronger, it started controlling my every move. I found myself sinking under the covers, pressing his hard, hot tip against my lips, wrapping my tongue around it. I wanted it so badly. I wanted to squeeze it and stroke it and suck it and lick it. I wanted it inside of me. But there was still a little bit of reality lingering in the back of my mind, reminding me that I wasn’t in the right body, that I shouldn’t be doing any of this.

But I couldn’t help it. I just had to suck him. He flipped me around so that my pussy was by his lips, and he started eating me out. My God, it felt amazing. He got in deep with his tongue, and he seemed to know exactly where I wanted it the most. It was like he was scratching the most intense itch I’d ever had—the most satisfying feeling ever. I couldn’t stop my body from squirming, my legs from tensing up. And I couldn’t stop myself from pushing his cock into the back of my throat.

I was just indulging. It wasn’t the end of the world. I couldn’t let the opportunity pass me by, right?

I got him so hard, it was like stroking a marble pillar. I loved the feeling of his slobber-covered cock throbbing in my fist. I almost screamed out with excitement when he flipped me back around and pressed that wet tip up to my damp hole. “Fuck me,” I moaned. I needed it. If I didn’t get that cock, I would have suffered a goddamn mental breakdown.

Even though he was thicker than I knew I could handle, he slid in with ease. It helped that I was dripping-wet. I clenched my pussy on his cock, feeling every inch of it. God, it felt so good. After just a few deep thrusts, I found myself trembling, moaning. I’d heard it was possible for a woman to have multiple orgasms, but I didn’t realize it was that possible. I felt like I was having another orgasm every ten seconds. I was practically a limp body underneath him, a warm body with a hole, one of those cheap blow-up dolls from a sex shop.

And he just fucked the living hell out of me, plunging me hard and fast, making me squirt and moan and come until I was completely depleted—a limp corpse on his bed with a big, stupid grin on my face. He came on my bare tits with a loud grunt, and I couldn’t even move to do anything about it. I just took his huge, hot load, and I let it sit there while I revelled in the lasting euphoria.

If that’s what sex feels like, why do women not have it every moment of every day? Why are women always turning men down?

Well, I found out the next morning. I woke up to Derek fondling my chest. It was early and he wanted to get in a fuck before his plane departed. I was exhausted from being fucked like mad the night before, but I decided to let him have a go anyway. But I wasn’t in that elusive mood, and it wasn’t the same. He spent ten minutes trying to get himself inside of me, and then once he was inside, it didn’t feel right. He was too big; I wasn’t wet enough, and it kind of hurt. When he came, I just felt messy. And when it was all said and done, I just felt used.

I was a bit disappointed, but that was the least of my concerns. I had a mystery to solve and a body to return to.


CHAPTER IX

I brought that book to the Romanian community centre and I had a nice older gentleman help me locate and translate the right verse. It took a few hours, but he didn’t seem to mind. I don’t think I would have ever been able to find anyone to help me for three hours as a man—but it helped that he could see right down my top the whole time. I didn’t mind. In a weird way, it felt like a compliment.

The verse I needed was three short sentences long, all in Romanian. The older gentleman told me what it meant. The rough translation was: “Take the life you live. Live the life you loathe. Now live the life you love.” It was a bit of a tongue twister, but he told me how to pronounce each Romanian character, so I was able to spend the rest of the day practising it and committing it to memory.

And I had a lot of time to kill—seven hours, to be specific, as I managed to squeeze in an appointment with Dr. Monroe for that evening. All I had to do was memorize that quote and convince Dr. Monroe to sleep with me.

And I knew Dr. Monroe well enough, seeing as he was myself. I just needed to make him think I was vulnerable and lonely. How hard could that be? I usually made a move on girls I thought were easy prey, so it was just a matter of putting on a good performance.

I thought about trying to explain everything to myself, saying that I had to fuck me otherwise I would be stuck in that body forever—but I knew how I would react to that, with a strong suggestion to check into a psych ward. If he thought I was a lunatic, there was no way he would ever sleep with me—I wouldn’t risk the potential legal ramifications of fucking an unstable woman. So I was going to have to be careful with every word that I chose.

I arrived at my appointment early, constantly repeating that quote over and over to myself, keeping it committed to memory. The receptionist kept giving me strange looks, but I didn’t care what she thought. If I executed my plan correctly, I would never see her again—at least not in this body.

My heart was pounding. My palms were sweaty. I kept staring at the clock, watching as each tedious second ticked by. I just wanted to be back in my real body. I just wanted my life to be normal again.

Though I was going to miss this female life. I have to admit: it was nice being treated so nicely wherever I went. It was nice being noticed for once, and it was nice feeling sexy. It took living as a woman for a couple of days to realize how mundane life as a man can really be—going through the same old routine, thinking about sex all of the time. I kind of liked thinking about outfits—I liked all of the work that went into creating the perfect appearance, even though I never really got to explore that side of things—I still thought about it a lot.

And it was almost too bad that I wouldn’t get to explore that side of being a woman. I wouldn’t get to play around with my makeup, or with doing my hair. I don’t know why I cared at all, but I couldn’t help it…

Dr. Monroe poked his head out from his office and told the receptionist he was ready for me. My body became rigid. It was horribly strange, seeing myself outside of my body—like I was having an out-of-body experience. And I suppose I technically was. But I looked different; not physically different, but definitely different.

When I took a seat in the office on that couch, across from him, I found myself staring into his eyes. He looked so much more confident that I realized—his presence was so much bigger. And I never saw myself as a very attractive guy—normal at best—but the man sitting across from me now was quite handsome, even though he looked just like me.

But again, maybe that was just my female brain and my female hormones. I cleared my throat. “Hello,” I said. When he stared into my eyes, my heart skipped a beat. I was afraid he would recognize me as himself, but of course that was craziness.

He looked me up and down and laughed. “Have you ever delivered pizzas?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise, even though it was exactly what I’d asked that girl when I first met her. “Excuse me?” I said.

“Pizzas—have you ever delivered them?”

I felt a shiver run through me. I knew where he was going with it. He looked at me and saw a woman with pointless marital problems that he didn’t care about. He obviously thought I’d never worked a job in my life, and that all of my concerns were either stupid or hypocritical. And it was perfect—the perfect way to make him think that I was some vulnerable, lonely woman who just wanted a man. So I played along.

“No,” I said, and we went through the whole bit, until he had his ah-ha moment.

“So you’ve never really worked a job, but your husband works every day—is that correct?” he asked.

“I mean, yes, but his job is easy. I have to take care of the house, which is much more work than you think,” I said.

He laughed. “Do you have a maid? A pool-cleaner? Gardener?”

“I mean, yes, but—”

“—It doesn’t sound like your life is that hard. It sounds like the problem is you and not your husband.”

I remembered the computer history. “He was looking at pictures of my friend online,” I said, and then we went back and forth for a while he snickered and came to the conclusion that the only reason I was feeling jealous was because I had something to be guilty about.

“So you’ve cheated on him before?” he said.

I bit my tongue. I had him right where I wanted him. “It’s not that simple. It’s just… sometimes he doesn’t give me what I need. And a woman has needs too, you know.”

“I’m sure,” he said, scribbling something in his notebook—probably a picture of a cat.

“Can I be honest?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Can you?” he said. The comment pissed me off, but I let it go. I wasn’t like that anymore—and I needed to get out of this body so I could prove it.

“Sometimes I just… I just want to fuck someone who isn’t Derek, just so I can feel like I have some power over him.”

“You want revenge sex for something he never even did?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I suppose so. Is that so wrong?”

He cleared his throat. “That depends on what you want. It’s your life and you’re free to do whatever you want. But if you care about him, then you need to realize that you’re the problem.” He scribbled more cats.

“Like right now,” I said, looking down at my feet. “I just wish you would fuck me, so I could go home and stare him in the eyes. I wouldn’t tell him, but I would just feel so much better knowing that I had that on him. You know?”

He smiled. “You sound like you’re truly fucked up,” he said, his cheeks a shade of red.

“So is that a yes or a no?” I asked. His eyes shimmered. I could tell he wanted it. And I knew myself well enough to know that he was going to take the bait. I needed that cumshot inside of me. I needed this plan to work.

He stood up and walked over to the door. “I think our meeting here is done,” he said. My heart sunk down into my gut.

“What?” I said.

“That’s all the time I’ve got. I’m sorry, but I only do ten-minute consultations. You’ll have to book another appointment and come back later if you want to keep exploring your issues.” He stood by the door with an expectant look on his face. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t taking the bait. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t laying me down on that couch and fucking my brains out. What did I do wrong? Did I come on too strong?

I walked over to the door, feeling completely devastated, weak, and vulnerable. I was going to be stuck in that body forever. I reached for the doorknob, and then he stepped up behind me. “You really want to revenge fuck me?” he said, putting his hands on my sides.

My heart stuttered. “Yeah,” I said. “So badly.”

“Then don’t come back here, because I don’t fuck clients,” he said, and then he slipped his hands under my shirt.


CHAPTER X

I kept repeating that phrase over and over in my head, so I wouldn’t forget it. I thought I had it memorized to a tee, and then he started to undress me. I felt his hands move up and down my sides, cupping my breasts. The words started to vanish from my memory. There were just too many of them.

I strained to bring them back to the front of my mind, but his hands were so distracting, the way he was squeezing my breasts, fondling my nipples. It actually felt kind of nice. His hands worked my tits with just the perfect amount of pressure. I was impressed with myself. And the way he kissed my neck—I didn’t know I had moves like that.

But the words—I had to remember the words. What were they? I could remember that first sentence, but how did the second start? I think the first word started with a W… Maybe a U…

He sunk down, pulling my panties down with him. The words were vanishing quickly from my memory. If I didn’t remember them, I would be trapped in that body forever—at least according to that legend. I couldn’t let that happen! This wasn’t my life. I had my own life. And I had so many wrongs I needed to correct. I’d spat in the faces of so many women who needed my help, and I was too stubborn to really listen to them. I couldn’t just let things end like that. Sure, I liked being a woman, I liked the compliments, and I liked feeling sexy, but this wasn’t my life. Derek wasn’t my husband. It just wasn’t right. I needed to remember those damned words.

His tongue began to stroke the length of my slit; his nose nestled between my butt cheeks. Shit, did he know how to work a clit! He had me trembling within seconds, breathing heavily. I guess I did have lots of experience, fucking vulnerable clients like myself for the past fifteen years. I just never realized I was this good!

He got his tongue in deep. I had to grab onto the doorknob to keep myself upright. I took a series of deep breaths. I needed to get him off inside of me, but I couldn’t indulge—I needed to stay in the present, and I needed to remember those fucking words. They came back to me for a moment, bringing a beam of warm hope with them, but once he started tickling my clit, they all vanished once again. Shit!

I felt a rush of warmth. I’m pretty sure I squirted a little on his face, but he didn’t seem to mind. My cheeks turned red. Knowing myself, he probably liked it—it probably turned him on. That didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I gripped that doorknob tighter. And then he stood up and started to do away with his belt. I was about to be fucked by myself. I was about to know what it felt like to be rammed and pumped by my own hard cock. I took another deep breath.

And then I felt his big, throbbing tip. I bit down on my tongue. It felt huge. I didn’t realize I was that big. I was bigger than Derek, and it wasn’t until that moment that I realized it. I suppose objective perspective makes a big difference.

He started to push it into me. I gasped and clutched at that door. Thank God the receptionist was gone for the evening. I tried to hold back, to keep my mind clear so I could retain those words, but I just couldn’t do it. I gave in—I indulged. I let my body relax and I let the euphoria flow through me. I quivered all over and pressed my limp body against the door. He slid in deep, gripped my hips, and started to pump me. Fuck, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. My whole body was pulsing with warm elation. I felt like I was on a whole different plane of existence.

“Don’t stop,” I managed to say between heavy moans. I squirted again, but I didn’t care. I could feel my warm expulsion dripping down my legs. He reached up and cupped my breasts, squeezing them, making me sink even further into my euphoria. I couldn’t even remember why I was in that office. I didn’t care. I just wanted that moment to last forever.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned into my ear.

“Fucking come inside of me,” I said.

“Are you on birth control?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue. “Yeah,” I said. I have no idea if it was true or not. But I wanted that hot load inside of me so badly. And hell, I needed it inside of me if I was ever going to return to my real body.

I pushed my bum back with every penetration, getting all of him inside of me. I couldn’t believe how big he was—how big I was. I couldn’t believe how good that giant cock felt, rubbing my warm, wet cunt. I couldn’t believe…

I felt it—his hot load blasting inside of me. My body perked up and the last wave of euphoria rushed through me. “Holy shit!” I yelled, clenching, pressing my pussy tight around his cock. He groaned, unloading deep inside of me, every last drop. As he started to pull out, I could feel his creampie dribbling towards my slit. Once it fell out, my fate was sealed. I had to say those words with his seed inside of me, or I couldn’t return to my real self.

And just as his warm load reached my lips, those words came back to me. I started to recite them, word for word, as they were written in that book of incantations. He gave me a strange look and said, “What are you saying?”

And I just smiled at him. “You’ll find out soon enough,” I said with a grin. I let his creampie ooze out of me. I took a deep breath. And I could feel a warm buzzing inside of me—the same warm buzzing I felt before I changed bodies the first time.

I made my way to my SUV, feeling the lethargy beginning to set in, the way it did before I found myself inside of her body. As I drove home, that lethargy became more and more intense. I was worried I was going to fall asleep and crash, but thankfully, I made it home. I stumbled over to the bed and I fell down, falling asleep immediately.

And when I woke up, I sprung out from my bed with excitement—because I was in my proper bedroom. I did it! It worked! I’d said the mantra correctly and now I was back in my own proper life. I looked down to make sure everything was properly in place. And then my heart skipped a beat.

I was still staring at a woman’s body—small stature with breasts and a pussy. I carefully reached down to see if it was real. Did I say the words wrong? How could this have happened? I was so confident that I’d said everything right…

I wandered over to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t in the same body as before, but now I was in an older body—a body that was about my proper age, though I was still quite beautiful. I ran my fingers through my hair.

It was strange—I wasn’t staring at a complete stranger. I recognized myself, though I looked so feminine. My hair was longer and my facial features were softer. I had no Adam’s apple, and my eyes seemed brighter. It was like I was me, but as a woman.

And that’s when I remembered the Romanian tale. If Gheorghe says the mantra perfectly, he will be turned into his ‘true self’. It doesn’t say he will turn back into himself. So did this mean that I was staring at my true self?

I ran over to my computer and booted up the Internet. I found myself staring at my Facebook profile. But in all of the photos, I was a woman. It was like my whole history had been amended just slightly—all of the details the same, save for that one big detail: the fact I was a woman. I even found a picture of me in my therapy office. I was still Dr. Monroe—but now I was Dr. Monroe in a dress and heels.

I cracked a smile—I couldn’t help it. I almost didn’t go through with the transformation because I was worried I would miss the female life. But I did it because I wanted my life. Now, I had both. And I couldn’t wait—I couldn’t wait to get out there and feel everything that I felt in that little blonde’s body, except this time as myself.

I threw my closet open. It was stocked full of the cutest little outfits. It would take me five years to wear all of it—and I couldn’t wait.

It turned out, that Romanian woman was right—I was the one who needed some therapy, and I couldn’t have been happier with the therapy that I got. Now, it was my duty to make sure everyone got the therapy they needed—and maybe I could specialize in helping men find their true selves as well.

THE END


BLIND DATE

Tanner is almost thirty and still single, and his family is starting to worry about him. For Christmas, his sister buys him an account on a revolutionary new dating app called Blind Date. It uses an advanced algorithm to set couples up on a blind date with their perfect match.

Tanner is reluctant to try it out, but when he does, he couldn’t be happier with his match: Molly, a gorgeous, curvy brunette. There’s only one thing that’s not quite right with her, and he won’t find out until after a passionate, blindfolded night at her place.


CHAPTER I

It’s Christmas morning and I’m the first one awake. I’m always the first one awake, ready to see the kids running down the stairs with those big smiles. Though I’m awake a little bit too early. The sun hasn’t come up yet and the neighbouring windows are still dark. But there’s a serenity to it.

I sit in the sofa chair next to the tree, the golden glow of the tree lights on my face. I could read a book or watch TV, but instead, I just enjoy the moment, revelling in the excitement of the approaching family moment—a moment that won’t be forgotten. No Christmas morning is forgotten.

I can still smell the subtle tinge of butter and onions from the previous night—Ukrainian dinner, a Christmas Eve tradition. It’s that time of year—the time for traditions, and we have plenty. One day, the kids will all come home and stay with us, even though they’ve all moved to different towns, maybe even different countries, travelling, chasing boys, working, schooling. But during that time of year, family is on everyone’s minds—because that’s all that matters: family.

I hear my oldest son’s alarm going off. He’s only six. I think it’s cute that he sets an alarm for Christmas morning, as if waking up earlier will make it come faster. I did the same thing when I was a kid. The sound of him scurrying down the stairs to see the presents under the tree wakes up my daughter, and my wife. They both come down the stairs, teeming with excitement. Their faces all light up. My wife snuggles up next to me with a warm coffee in her hands and we watch as the children open their gifts.

It’s my dream come true…

But it didn’t come true—at least it hadn’t yet. And I was beginning to wonder if it was ever going to come true. I was almost thirty, still single, still childless. My younger sister had been married for four years. She already had two kids of her own, but she seriously dropped the ball raising them. That year, I went to her house for Christmas.

It was the first Christmas that wasn’t at my parents’ house. My parents decided that we should all go to my sister, Monica’s house instead. I couldn’t understand why. I was stuck sleeping in the basement, next to the water heater. It hummed all night and I got almost no sleep. I was woken up by one of Monica’s kids, jumping up and down on my chest, yelling at me to wake up. “Wake up, you dirty spick!” he said. He was only four.

“What did you just say? Where did you learn that word?” I said. But it didn’t surprise me. Just the day before, Monica’s other son called the neighbour the N-word, even though he was a white guy. Monica had to apologize, but I was more shocked by the fact she did nothing to punish the child. When I asked her about it, she said, “It’s Christmas Eve, give him a break.” It was her mostly-absent husband’s fault. I watched a hockey game with him once. I think he used every racial slur I knew, and a few new ones too, while he talked about the opposing team’s roster. Both of his kids were in the room, playing with toy trucks behind us.

I went upstairs that Christmas morning after taking a minute to wake up fully. Monica and her husband were still asleep, and my parents were making a pot of coffee. The kids were already shredding open their presents. There was no order, no tradition, just chaos. And I hated my sister for it—she had the greatest opportunity in the world and she was wasting it. What a shame.

I took a seat next to the tree and looked down at the kids. “Shouldn’t we wait for your parents to wake up?” I asked.

“Fuck that,” said the older son.

I just smiled. I wanted to put the kid in his place, but it wasn’t my place to do so. So I just sat back and watched the wrapping paper fly into the air. There was a moment of silence while the kids were admiring their new toys, and during that silence, I could hear Monica and her husband fighting upstairs.

My parents came into the room. “Tanner, why did you let the kids open their presents?” my mom said to me. “What were you thinking?”

“I didn’t let them. They just went ahead and did it,” I said.

“They’re just children, Tanner. They don’t know any better.” So now it was my fault. It was the worst Christmas ever, and it had only just begun.

Monica and her husband didn’t seem to care that the kids went at their gifts early. They were too preoccupied with their spat. They weren’t talking to one another. They took seats on opposite ends of the room and refused to make eye contact.

“Merry Christmas,” I said after all the gifts were opened, but no one said it back. Monica had said before that she wanted to make breakfast that morning—Christmas Morning Wife Saver. But that morning she wasn’t in the mood. So her husband went out, grumbling as he put on his boots, to get McDonalds breakfast for everyone. He didn’t want to spend much money, so everyone got a single hashbrown and a little breakfast sandwich. Christmas couldn’t end quickly enough.

It was a couple of hours later, close to noon, when my sister looked at me with a scowl and said, “What’s wrong with you?” Apparently my disdain for her ruined Christmas was obvious on my face as I sat and stared out the window at the falling snow.

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Well, you’re just sitting there and sulking, so what is it?” she said. “Or are you just going to be a downer all day?”

It was getting harder to force a smile. “I’m not being a downer. I’m just watching the snow.”

“Are you upset that we didn’t get you a Christmas gift? You know money is tight right now,” she said.

“No, Monica, I don’t care about that. I really don’t. Your hospitality is more than enough.” It was a very hard sentence to say without sarcasm, seeing as I was put on a cot in the boiler room—a cot which I’m pretty sure was already in the boiler room when they bought the house—sheets and all. So it’s not like Monica did anything for me, other than pulling that cot out from whatever cobweb-riddled hole it was stuffed into.

“You’re making me feel bad—like I’m ruining your Christmas or something.”

Now it was really hard to force that smile, because she was right on the money. She was ruining my Christmas, but I didn’t care so much about that. She was just ruining Christmas in general, ruining the golden opportunity she had, that she was taking for granted. I couldn’t wait to be in her position, hosting Christmas, having children of my own to enjoy the holiday season with.

“Well? What is it? Is that it? You’re just going to sulk around all day?” she said.

I took a deep breath. “I’m jealous, okay? You got to host Christmas. I’ve always wanted to host Christmas. But it’s not a big deal—really.”

She stared at me for longer than I was comfortable with. “You can host Christmas next year if you want. You just bought that new house.”

I laughed. “No, that’s silly.”

“Why?” she said.

“I don’t know. I don’t have… you know—a family, like you do. It would just be pointless to make everyone come over to my house.”

She looked at me now with a new look full of what I can only describe as pity. She was reading way too much into my response, and now I had become the family cancer patient. The room became silent. Even her husband was looking at me with that same sorrowful look. What did I say? What was the big deal?

“Are you seeing anyone?” Monica’s husband asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not at the moment,” I said. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“You should come out to the bar with me and the guys,” he said.

Monica looked at her husband with a dark glare. “He doesn’t want to go to the bar with your alcoholic loser friends,” she said. It was the first thing she’d said to her husband since their fight upstairs.

“They aren’t losers just because you don’t like them, Monica,” he said.

“He needs a matchmaker, not your hockey team bros.”

“They don’t all play hockey.”

She looked at me. “Don’t listen to him. I’ll ask around the office and see who’s single,” she said.

I could feel my cheeks turning red. It was one of the most humiliating moments of my life. It even felt like her kids were looking at me like I was a pathetic loser—almost thirty years old and living the single life. I’d had my ten year high-school reunion earlier that year, and I was one of two single people there. The only other single guy was almost three hundred pounds, balding, and he was the spokesman for an anti-deodorant advocacy group. He tried to get me to join. “You know deodorant is very bad for your skin,” he said to me.

“I think your skin would understand,” I said, trying to wince away from his odour.

It seemed like the only women still available at my age were no-deodorant-guy’s female-equivalent. It had been two years since I’d been on a real date, five years since I’d been in a semi-serious relationship. I’d tried the online dating thing: Plenty of Fish, eHarmony—but none of it worked. Everyone was so shallow. A friend told me to change my body type on my profile to ‘athletic’ if I wanted to get any real dates. “Everyone does it,” he said. I tried it, and I got a date. But she never called me back. And through the whole date, she just stared at me with pity in her eyes, like it was the saddest thing in the world, having to lie about your body type to get a date.

Monica was giving me that same look now. “Have you tried online dating?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “But why are we even talking about this? I’m fine—really. I don’t need to be set-up.”

She stared at me for a moment, deep in thought, ignoring what I’d just said. Then suddenly, her eyes lit up. “I know what you need!” she said with a smile.

I looked up at the clock. How much longer until dinner? How much longer until I could get the hell out of there, get back to my lonely little house. At least there, no one judged me.


CHAPTER II

She pulled out her phone, typed something into her Internet browser, and then she thrust it in my face. “You need to get this app!” she said. “A few of my friends used it, now they’re in serious relationships with guys who are just perfect for them.”

I took the phone, my cheeks still dark red, my heart still somewhere in the pit of my stomach. The app was called Blind Date. It had tons of positive reviews, almost no negative reviews. But it wasn’t cheap—fifty dollars per month. “Is that a typo?” I asked, looking at the price. I’d never heard of a dating service being that expensive.

“They need to make it that expensive, so that they only get people who are serious about finding love. You should get it. We can make your account today. It will be fun.” She had a big smile on her face.

“I don’t know, Monica. It’s expensive, and it sounds dangerous. It just sets you up with complete strangers?”

“It’s not dangerous. Don’t be ridiculous.”

“If he doesn’t want to do it, Monica, don’t make him do it,” her husband said as he cracked his second beer of the day. It still wasn’t quite noon yet. “Just let me bring him to the bar. Steve has a method that he uses and it works every time, with every girl.”

“A method?” Monica said with a scowl. “A method to do what? To get girls to go home with him?”

“Yeah. It’s a method, and it works. It’s pretty genius, really. He waits until final call and then he goes up to a girl who isn’t already with a man. He buys her a drink, and then he invites her to his place for another drink.”

“So it doesn’t work on every girl, it just works on girls who stick around at bars until final call—who are probably there to get picked up in the first place.”

“Oh, you hate Steve, so you have to shit on his method?”

Monica turned back to me. “Ignore him, he’s an idiot. Get the app. We’ll pay for your first month. It can be our Christmas present to you,” she said.

“Whoa, wait a minute,” her husband said. “It’s fifty bucks? Don’t you think we should talk about this first?”

She snapped her gaze to him. “Should we talk about Francine Peters while we’re at it?” she said, and his eyes became wide as he retreated into his recliner. She turned back to me. “Sorry about that. We’ll pay for your first month, and we’ll make your profile today. It will be fun.”

She was already signing me up for an account. I felt helpless—I didn’t want to put up a fight. It was the first smile I’d seen on her face that day. And I will admit, I was a bit curious. The app was well reviewed, and Monica did claim that her friends had found success with it. Maybe I could find some success as well? Plus, it did seem kind of exciting: a blind date, set up by a sophisticated matchmaking algorithm—with the vanity cut out of the equation. There was no option to upload a photo, no questions about body type (not that I had an undesirable body type—I was thin and healthy). The questionnaire, which Monica ran me through, just asked about my hobbies and interests, what kind of movies and books I liked, and a series of ‘would you rather’ type questions. It asked my thoughts on housewives and career women, my thoughts on where I wanted to eventually live, and finally, my thoughts on having children. “Well?” my sister asked. “Do you want kids or no? And how many?”

I cleared my throat. I felt embarrassed answering the question. “Yeah,” I said. “A few, I guess.”

“How many is a few?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Like five, maybe…”

She looked at me with wide eyes, as if to say, ‘Are you fucking crazy?’ But that’s what I wanted. I wanted a big family. Was that so insane? I knew that if I had kids, I wouldn’t let them become like Monica’s kids. I’m sure they wouldn’t all be perfect little angels all of the time, but the challenge was part of what I was looking forward to.

And isn’t that the whole point of life? Biologically speaking, anyway: to send your seed into the future, to create more humans who will get to experience the joys of life. Children are the only real legacy—everything else is redundant at the end of the day. Just listen to what the elderly have to say on their deathbeds: they regret working so much, they regret not spending more time with their family.

Reluctantly, she put in that I wanted to eventually have five kids. “Alrighty then. Now it processes your account and it will match you with your first date. Isn’t this exciting?”

My phone said, ‘Estimated time until match: 4 hours and 30 minutes’. So I smiled and put the phone away, and I found myself checking it every twenty minutes, to see if there had been any progress. “Why does it take so long?” I asked.

“Because the algorithm is so complicated, it takes a long time to find the perfect match,” Monica said. I was terribly curious to see if it was just some silly gimmick, or if it was the real deal—changing the face of dating, like the reviews all claimed.

We were eating dinner (which was overcooked and dry) when my phone dinged. Everyone looked at me with wide eyes. “Well? Are you going to check it?” my mom asked. Even she was in on it. Even she thought it was sad that I was almost thirty and not in a relationship. I took a breath and pulled out my phone. I expected to see the profile of the person I’d been matched with, but instead, it was just a list of restaurant options.

“You need to pick the restaurant and she will pick the time,” Monica said. So I picked the first restaurant on the list, seeing as I wasn’t familiar with any of them. A few minutes later, I got a reservation confirmation sent to my phone: ‘Anton’s Italian Cuisine at 7 PM, December 26th.’

My heart stuttered. “That’s tomorrow,” I said.

“That’s exciting!” my mom said.

“But—I mean—what does she look like? Who is this woman? I don’t know anything about her.” My hands were trembling at the thought of walking into that restaurant, totally blind to what I was getting into. “How do I know who to look for?”

“You just give the restaurant your name and they seat you. They have both of your names. That’s part of the fun. It’s truly a blind date!” Monica said with a big smile. Everyone was looking for me, waiting for me to say something, but what was I supposed to say? I was scared shitless. I had too much anxiety for blind dates. What if she was a vile woman? What if she was embarrassing to be around? What if she was rude?

Or what if I really did like her, and she thought I was repulsive? I squirmed in my seat just thinking about it. But I had no choice, I had to do it. There was a reservation and I couldn’t possibly stand someone up.


CHAPTER III

I arrived at the restaurant twenty minutes early. I was always early for everything—especially early when I was anxious, which was a serious problem, because there is nothing worse than being way too early for something you’re anxious about. There’s nothing worse than having to sit there for twenty minutes, stewing in your anxiety, wishing you would have just trusted your smart phone’s time estimates so that you didn’t have to suffer through the waiter filling up your water glass seven times before the actual time of your reservation began.

Every time the front door opened, my heart skipped a beat. Whenever a woman began walking towards me, my legs trembled. I wasn’t cut out for blind dating. This was a game for people with stronger nerves than me. It didn’t help that Monica came up to me right before I left for the date and said, “You know, they say the first date is always a bit of a train wreck.”

I just stared at her with a pale face.

“Afterwards, you’ll have to review your date. They use that review information to give you a better match. But have fun!”

So that was a whole new layer of anxiety on my plate: knowing that I was sitting there and waiting for ‘a bit of a train wreck’—apparently a necessary disaster for my future dating prospects.

A beautiful woman walked into the restaurant. She had brown hair with golden highlights. She was wearing a little black dress that perfectly framed her body. Her lips were plump and her eyes were glowing. If she was my date, she was way out of my league. All of the men around me—all on dates of their own—stopped to look at the woman. She went to the hostess and then the hostess pointed towards me, saying something but I couldn’t hear what. Or was she pointing past me? There were plenty of tables on the other side of me. Maybe she was pointing the gorgeous woman to one of them.

She started walking towards me. My heart plunged low. Do I stand? Do I shake her hand? Do we hug? What if she takes one look at me and realizes I’m nowhere near the same league as her? Do I still have to torture her with a date?

She walked right by me and she just kept walking. And I was strangely relieved. I was beginning to think this was all a terrible idea. There is something very unnatural about online dating—something very inhuman about it. Maybe the fact that computers arrange it all… But aren’t people supposed to meet in person, through fate? I didn’t know anyone who met his or her significant other online. In fact, I didn’t know anyone who met in any sort of dating arrangement—my friends all married old friends of theirs, roommates, co-workers, fellow students. And maybe that’s the way it should be. Maybe the fact that I couldn’t find anyone just meant that I wasn’t meant to find anyone. Or maybe fate had later plans for me—and I was about to ruin them by meddling with this silly phone app…

Another woman walked into the restaurant. She was blonde, a bit thick, and she was wearing red. I didn’t mind that she was a bit thick, though I wished she had gotten a dress that fit properly. It was far too tight on her, making her look much bigger than she was. Also, she was wearing too much makeup. But she was kind of cute—certainly more in my league than the beauty that walked in before her. The hostess pointed towards me and the woman looked right at me. She said something to the hostess, who then pointed again, this time not quite at me. The blonde walked towards me, and then past me. Again, I was left sitting alone. 

And then her voice made me jump. She was right behind me. “Are you here for a blind date?” she said. I banged my knee on the underside of the table before spinning around.

“Huh, um, yes, that’s me. I mean, I am. Are you?” It was the brunette beauty with the plump lips.

“I am, too. Sorry, I just had to use the washroom.”

I hadn’t stood up to greet her. I felt so stupid, sitting there, looking up at her. By the time my brain started working and I actually stood up, she was already sitting down across from me. “Sorry I’m nervous,” she said with pink cheeks. But I think she just said it to try and make me feel better, because I was obviously a nervous wreck.

“Don’t be nervous,” I said with an awkward smile. “You look great. I mean, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

She laughed. “I don’t mind. This is my first blind date. I’m not much of a dater, to be honest.”

“Me too, and me neither.” I smiled big, and then I tried to rack my brain for something to say, but I couldn’t think of anything. What could I talk about? What did I know about her? I knew nothing about her? How was I supposed to talk about anything if I knew nothing? I scratched at my cheek. Was I wearing too much cologne?

“I’m Molly, by the way. What’s your name?” she said. Ah yes—that was a good place to start. Names. I didn’t know her name.

“I’m Molly. I mean, I’m Tanner.” I could feel my cheeks becoming hot. She was way too far out of my league. I was wasting her time. I felt bad. Should I apologize? Or would that make me look even more pathetic than I already looked?

“Are you from here?” she asked.

“Here? Uh, yeah. I was born here, and I’ve lived here my whole life. What about you?”

“Me too. What high school did you go to?”

“Dover. You?”

“I went to McInnis.”

“Ah, the south side, huh?” I said.

She smiled. “You’re pale. Are you okay?” she said.

“Me? Oh, I’m fine. Just, you know… I, uh, have never done this before. I feel a bit out of my element.”

“Just relax. Maybe we should get a couple of shots—you know, to help us relax.” But she didn’t look like she needed any relaxing. She looked totally comfortable, smiling beautifully, sitting calmly. I wished I could just get a hold of myself, take a breath, quit making an embarrassment of myself—but I just couldn’t.

“Shots? Yeah, sure. Um…” I waved over the waiter. “Can we get a few shots?” I asked.

“What would you like?”

I wasn’t a big drinker and I didn’t really know what kind of shots people drank. “Vodka?” I said.

He gave me a weird look. “Just vodka?”

I didn’t want to look stupid, like I didn’t know what I was doing—even though I didn’t. “Yeah, just vodka,” I said.

He stared at me for another awkward moment and then went to get the shots.

Molly laughed. “Just vodka, huh? That’s going to be an intense shot.”

“I’m Ukrainian,” I said. “I guess it’s just all I know.” And it was true. My dad drank nothing but vodka—never mixing it with anything, not even a drop of water.

“I’m Ukrainian, too. Do you do the big Ukrainian dinner for Christmas?”

“We usually do, but not this year. I mean, we were supposed to this year, but my sister ended up forgetting. We had KFC instead.”

She laughed. My God, she had the cutest laugh. And the way her eyes glowed when she smiled—she was on a whole different playing field. I couldn’t believe she was even tolerating me. I couldn’t believe I was even able to make her smile. Did she like me? Was I really not bombing this date into the ground?

Our shots came back and we clinked our glasses. “Na zdrovye,” she said with that adorable smile.

“Huh?” I said before taking my shot.

“It’s cheers in Ukrainian.”

“Oh, do you speak Ukrainian?”

“No, but my family always says it when they cheers.”

We took our shots. It was strong, but it was just what I needed—a nice, strong kick to the gut to straighten me out.

I was so terrified that we would sit the whole night in awkward silence, with nothing to talk about because we knew nothing about one another. But it turned out to be the opposite. We couldn’t stop talking. We talked and talked and talked all night long. And after a few shots, I was totally relaxed—or maybe I was just started to feel relaxed around her. But even as I became more relaxed, I still couldn’t believe that she was still there, that she was still smiling at me and laughing at my jokes, still looking into my eyes. I felt like I’d won some sort of lottery, like the stars had finally aligned for the first time in my life.

“So I hope this isn’t too forward, but do you want to have kids?” I asked.

And for the first time that night, her smile sunk. “Um, maybe,” she said. “I love kids.” But I could tell from the apprehensive look on her face that she wasn’t being completely honest with me. “Do you want kids?”

“I’d like to have kids. I want lots, preferably. I’ve always dreamed of having a big family.” I watched the glow in her eyes diminish. “I mean, I didn’t mean to get too personal with you—I just thought I would let you know, in case, you know, that’s a deal breaker or whatever…” I regretted saying anything. I could tell from that face that it was quite possibly a deal breaker, or maybe I was just getting way too far ahead of myself and making her uncomfortable. But the more I tried to dig myself out of that hole, the deeper I found myself. “I mean, I just wanted to know what you thought, but it’s not like that’s where we’re at. I mean, we aren’t anywhere. Well, it’s not like we aren’t anywhere. I just…” I hated myself for letting my stupid mouth spurt wildly.

She forced a smile. “Like I said, I love kids.” And then came the first truly awkward silence of the night. Thankfully, it was short-lived. She asked me about my job, and that took us far, far away from the topic of children. But that topic stayed on the front of my mind, along with that forlorn face she made when I brought it up. She seemed to have moved on from the topic quickly enough, so it didn’t seem like a deal breaker for her—but was it for me? Could I commit time to a relationship with a woman who ultimately didn’t want the same things I wanted?

I asked her about her job. She worked at a pet day-care. She loved animals, and wanted to have lots of dogs one day. And as she went off about her dream of owning a big acreage with lots of dogs, I couldn’t help but wonder if she imagined children on that acreage as well. If she did, she wasn’t mentioning them.


CHAPTER IV

We ended up taking our date out to the streets. It was snowing but the air felt warm. We walked down to the pier and we walked along the water. The city looked beautiful. She looked beautiful in the warm glow of the city’s streetlights. There were many moments where I wanted to kiss her, but I hesitated every time. It was just our first date—I’d only met her a few hours before. Was it appropriate to kiss? Would I scare her away? She must have already thought I was moving things along too quickly after my comment about wanting kids.

So I held off on kissing her. But we did end up holding hands. We stopped out front of an old heritage-style apartment building. “This is my place,” she said.

“Oh, I didn’t realize I was walking you home,” I said.

She laughed. “You weren’t. You were actually leading the way. This is just a coincidence.”

“Right,” I said. “Well, I’m good to keep walking if you want, but if you want to go home, I’ll understand. It’s late.”

“I’m actually feeling pretty cold,” she said. I just smiled. This was her polite exit. I didn’t have her phone number or any way to reach her—the Blind Date app doesn’t give you any of that. I wanted to ask, but I was suddenly nervous. She was already cutting the date off suddenly, and maybe that meant I should just take the hint. “Do you want to come up for a cup of tea or something?”

My heart leapt up into my chest. Was she really inviting me up to her apartment? Had I really made that good of an impression? “Sure,” I said, so we went up to her room. My heart was racing. I was about to have sex with my dream girl. That’s what tea means, right? It’s just dating code for sex?

Her place was nice, but small. She had one bedroom and a little living room and a separate kitchen. She told me to take a seat at the kitchen table while she boiled some water and got changed into “something warmer”. I was not expecting her to come out in the cute little booty shorts and tight tank top. “Is this too casual?” she asked with a little giggle. The shorts hardly covered the round of her perfect tush. And that top made her tits look huge. God, I just wanted to grab her and make love to her in that kitchen. Maybe that’s what she wanted, too, but I kept my composure.

“Not at all,” I said, undoing the top button of my dress shirt as soon as she was turned away.

She brought over two mugs of tea and took the seat next to me. She looked into my eyes with a smile, and then we went at it. We started kissing, our hands all over one another. She slipped her tongue into my mouth, and I loved it. Her lips were so plump and soft. I loved the way her nose cuddled up next to mine while we kissed. I ran my fingers through her soft hair. She got her hands under my shirt, to feel my chest.

“Want to go to the bedroom?” she asked.

“What about the tea?” I said.

“What tea?” She smiled and took my hand, leading me over to the bedroom. We continued making out on the bed. She got my shirt off and I was quick to get her top off. She let me suck her nipples and she loved it, moaning gently, running her hands up and down my arms. “That feels so good,” she said between moans. I started sinking lower, kissing her sternum and then her abdomen, and then she stopped me. “Hold on one second,” she said, and then she ran to her closet.

My heart was pounding. I wanted to jump her bones. I wanted to fuck her brains out. I wanted to make her scream and come all over my dick. She returned with a long black strip of satin. “What’s that?” I said.

“It’s a blindfold. For you,” she said. “Sit still for a second.” She wrapped it around my head.

“What for?” I said. I wanted to see her while we fucked. It’s not like I got too many opportunities to sleep with gorgeous women like her.

“Because it’s a blind date. Get it?” she said. I could see nothing but a little strip of light on the top of the blindfold. “No peeking,” she said. I felt nothing for a moment, and then suddenly, she was down at my lap, unzipping my fly. I took a sharp breath in. She reached into my pants and fished out my erection. “You’re so hard,” she said with a grin in her voice. And then I felt my throbbing cock slip into her warm, wet mouth.

She was sucking me off. And damn, I wished I could have been looking. I thought about ripping the blindfold off, but I wanted to play by her rules. I wanted her to have the fun she wanted. Because more than anything, I wanted a second date.

She got me so raging hard. She did this little move with her tongue, circling it around the tip of my dick—it was serene. I shuddered all over. “Shit,” I muttered.

“You like?” she asked with a giggle.

“Hell yeah,” I said. She even managed to deep throat me, gagging just a little bit, but that just made it even hotter.

“Keep your blindfold on,” she said as she pushed me down on the bed and climbed up on top of me. There was a moment of still silence, and then she began to lower down her bum. She took my cock and stood it up, lining it up with her hole. And then she started to penetrate herself with my cock. It was tight—really fucking tight. It took a moment for my dick to penetrate her, but once I was in, I slid in easily. She let out a soft moan.

But damn was it tight. “Am I in your ass?” I asked.

She giggled. “Maybe,” she said, and then she started to bounce, stroking my rod with her tight anal walls. It felt phenomenal. I’d never fucked a woman in the ass before. It was kind of a fantasy of mine—one I never thought I would actually get to experience. I wanted to remove the blindfold, so I could truly experience it, but I could feel her gaze on me, and I knew she wouldn’t appreciate the peeking. So I left it on.

She had the most adorable moan, especially once she really got going. She pressed her hands down on my chest. I blindly reached up and cupped her breasts. She let me squeeze them while she bounced relentlessly on my cock. “Fuck, you’re going to make me come,” she said. She sounded surprised, as if it was unexpected. But I just bit my tongue, holding off on my own orgasm. I wanted her to come before me. If I wanted to get a second date, I needed to let her come before me.

Her moaning became louder and louder. Her nails dug into my chest, but I didn’t mind. I bit down hard on my tongue. She was close, but I was closer. I was on the edge. I was squirming trying to keep it in. “Oh God!” she screamed, and I let go at the same time, unloading my hot load deep in her asshole.

It felt so damn good—every single blast was its own little orgasm. My face probably looked ridiculous as I clenched and moaned, but that was the last thing on my mind. I’d just come inside of the most beautiful woman’s asshole. I felt like the king of the world, like nothing could stop me, like life couldn’t be more perfect.

It was about ten seconds before she pulled the blindfold off of me. She was already back in her little booty shorts, but her tits still out. “That was great,” she said, cuddling up to me. She reached for the lamp and turned it off. “You don’t mind staying the night, right?”

“I’d love to,” I said, pulling her closer to me. It was quite possibly the best night of my life, cuddled up to her, enjoying every second of her presence. I was almost angry when I could feel my sleep beginning to take me away. I didn’t want to waste a second. But as I began to doze off, I remembered how she felt about kids—that reaction she made when I mentioned having a big family. Was she worth the sacrifice? Was there a girl out there just like her who wanted to have kids? Or would she really be open to having kids one day?


CHAPTER V

When I woke up, she was gone. I would have thought the whole night was a dream if it wasn’t for the fact that I was in her bed, in her bedroom. It was all so perfect, too good to be true. There was a written note on the bed that said, “Leave your phone number before you go.” I thought it was kind of strange that she didn’t just leave her own number on that note. I wrote my number, got dressed, and I took off. A part of me wanted to snoop around the apartment a little bit, to try to learn a little bit more about her, but I decided if I was going to start the relationship off right, I needed to mind her privacy.

My sister asked about the date that night. She seemed even more excited about it than me, her eyes wide and attentive. When I told her about how well it went, she had the biggest smile on her face. It was a notch in the win column for her. As far as she was concerned, it was all thanks to her, and I suppose it technically was thanks to her.

My phone buzzed and the Blind Date app asked me how the date went. I clicked on the ‘very well’ option, and then it asked me a few questions about her—how well the conversations went, what I thought were her biggest interests, things we didn’t agree on. There wasn’t much we didn’t agree on—just that looming child issue. The app assured me that my answers to the questionnaire wouldn’t ever reach her. So I put in the kid thing—just in case I had to use the app again to find a new match. It wasn’t until that date that I realized how important the kid thing really was to me. There I was with the most perfect woman ever created and I was on the fence with her over future children.

The app asked me if I wanted to have another match, but I chose no. I couldn’t wait for my next date with Molly. I couldn’t wait for her to shoot me a text message, so we could make plans, so I could talk to her. My God, I just wanted to talk to her, to pick up where we left off. I knew it was best to take things slow and steady, but all I wanted to do was meet up with her again. That night we spent together was just so much fun.

But I didn’t hear from her that night. I went to bed anxious, and woke up even more anxious. Was it the kid thing? Did she just use me for sex? Or was she just busy? Maybe she just didn’t want to come on too strong… Or maybe she had more time to think about it and realized she wasn’t interested… I tried not to get too worked up over it. She would text me soon enough, I kept telling myself.

And she did—that next night. My phone buzzed and I pulled it out from my pocket with lightning speed. “I had fun the other night,” it said, “but there’s something I didn’t tell you and the guilt has been killing me. I was born a man. I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you. I tried.” And the message was left at that. My heart stuttered. At first I thought it was a prank message from someone who had my number and knew about the blind date—maybe Monica’s husband. But why would he do that?

I re-read the message a few times, trying to convince myself that I was misreading it. But it was written clearly: she was born a man. She was a transgender. And there was a good chance that she still had her cock, too, seeing as she stuck me in her ass after blindfolding me. I shuddered—oh God, that’s why she blindfolded me. I could feel my skin turning pale. My body was suddenly cold, my hands trembling. It just couldn’t be true. I stared into her eyes all night—those eyes couldn’t possibly belong to a man. That face was too perfect to be a man’s face. And her body—what man has a body like that? Was it possible it was just a bad excuse to make me stay far, far away from her? But why?

I couldn’t bring myself to respond. I didn’t know how to respond. But I knew that the message had been marked as read.

My sister sent me a message only an hour later. “Have you heard from Molly yet? When’s the next date?”

I felt my heart sizzling in my stomach acid. “There’s not going to be one,” I said. I found myself re-reading that message from Molly again, hoping that the words would have magically changed, that I’d just hallucinated the original message. But it was the same. Molly was born a man. And for the life of me, I couldn’t bring myself to respond.

Because how could I respond? With anger? How can a person be rational about such a thing? She’d deceived me. Had she told me before we went up to her apartment, of course I wouldn’t have fucked her. I could still remember every minute of our night together. I could still remember the feeling of my cock sinking into her tight asshole. God, it felt good. But the fact that it felt so good made me tremble. How could the Blind Date app let such a thing happen? Where was the question in the questionnaire about willingness to date transgenders? Sure, there was that one question about willingness to be in an unconventional relationship—is this what they meant by that? How do I go back and change that answer now?

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down. The worst part about it all was the fact that I still looked back on the night and remembered all the fun we had. I still remembered the great conversations and I could still remember that incredible euphoria that surged through my veins while we had sex. I just wished that she was really a woman. But I really wanted to wish that the night had been a bust. Because now what? The fact that I enjoyed every minute of our night together—did that mean that I had a thing for trans chicks? No, no, of course not. She was frighteningly convincing. Anyone would have made the same mistake.

But if she was so convincing, then what really was the difference? She still looked and sounded and felt like a woman, so what was stopping her from being a woman?

I pushed that thought away. That thought scared the hell out of me. I couldn’t let my mind wander down that rabbit hole. What was stopping her from being a woman? The fact she didn’t have a womb, the fact that she couldn’t create children—

But then what about women with birth defects who can’t create children… Are they not women either? Of course they are. You would be insane to insinuate that they aren’t. So what about transgender women—could you not argue that they also just have a birth defect? I suppose you could argue it…

No—I had to stop venturing down that rabbit hole. I needed to stop those thoughts from creeping into my brain. I needed to move on, forget about the whole thing. I grabbed my phone and opened up the Blind Date app. There was no option to change my initial answers, nor was there an option to re-review my date with Molly. But what were the chances of ending up with another trans chick? I pressed ‘find a new match’, and I let the phone do its thing. The next morning, there was a set of restaurant options on my screen. Here we go again…


CHAPTER VI

I picked a different restaurant, though I’d still never heard of it. I Googled it first this time and saw that it was across town from Molly’s apartment. I wanted to be as far away as possible, in case I ended up running into her. That was the very last thing that I wanted.

My nervousness went in waves as I sat at the booth and waited for my date to show up. I would be completely calm one moment, knowing that the chances of being matched with another chick with a dick was astronomically small, and then nervous as hell the next moment knowing that there still was that astronomically small chance. But strangely, I wasn’t terribly nervous about the actual date. Apparently I’d gotten those jitters out the first time. In fact, I was more excited than anything, now that I knew how well the Blind Date app worked at matching people who really clicked together—because I really did click with Molly, despite the whole downstairs mix-up thing.

My date was cute enough. She was five minutes late, and she must have apologized fifteen times for it. She had blonde hair, a thin build, and the bluest eyes I’d ever seen. I actually found those eyes distracting—I was pretty sure they were blue colour-contacts over top of her naturally blue eyes, which I thought was strange. She was far more nervous than me, which actually made me feel more comfortable, like I was in control of the date and not a slave to my own self-conscious.

We had a lot in common. We both liked the same movies, the same sports teams, the same sports. She asked me if I wanted to play badminton with her that weekend and I said I would go. We even wanted the same things in life—she wanted a big family, a modest wedding, and she wanted to live in the same neighbourhood I wanted to live in. It was the perfect match—at least on paper. I should have been bouncing with excitement. I should have been proposing to her right there in that booth. But there was something missing. There was no spark.

It almost seemed like we had too much in common. At times, it felt like we weren’t having real conversations, just agreeing with one another in a strange back-and-forth. And after a while it started to feel like there wasn’t much to say, like we already knew how the other felt about whatever topic was on our minds, so what was the point in saying anything at all? I even guessed exactly which dessert she wanted before she even looked at the page-long menu.

I think she started feeling it, too—that same robotic sensation, that lack of spark. Or maybe she was just picking up on the fact that I felt it. I felt like she was forcing her smiles, trying too hard to make that spark happen. And maybe it would have happened if Molly weren’t on my mind the whole night. I just couldn’t look at the cute little blonde without thinking, ‘I wish Molly would have just been a real woman.’

The thought scared me, but it just kept reappearing in my head. I needed to let it go, accept that Molly wasn’t a biological woman and would never be—realize that the little blonde sitting in front of me was quite possibly my soul mate and I was ruining my chances with her because I had the face of a transgender chick stuck in my head.

My date gave me her number as we stood outside of her apartment building. “I had fun tonight,” she said.

“Me too,” I said. And she looked up into my eyes, hoping for a kiss. There was still hope in the kiss. The kiss could turn everything around—create that spark that had been missing all night. That kiss had the power to make me forget about Molly, smack some sense into me.

I kissed her. But the spark just wasn’t there. In that moment, our lips pressed together, and that was it. My heart rate didn’t change, and the whole time I could feel a cold draft. The moment was dead. She looked into my eyes and forced a smile before walking over to her door. And that was the end of our date.

That night, when my Blind Date app asked me to review the date, I clicked every positive option it gave me. How was the quality of the conversation? Excellent. How would you rate your common interests? Excellent. At the end of the questionnaire, it asked if I wanted another match. I picked ‘yes’. It asked why and it gave me a blank field to fill in. I sat there for twenty minutes trying to think of what to put into that field. All I really wanted to write was, ‘Why can’t you give me Molly but as an actual woman?’ Instead, I wrote, “Too much in common.” I felt stupid pressing submit, knowing some employee over at the Blind Date app’s headquarters would see the comment and think, ‘What the hell am I supposed to do with this?’ And for my next date, I would end up with some opposite-end of the spectrum chick—maybe a bisexual circus performer or something…

I didn’t ask for another match that night. I figured I needed to get over whatever there was to get over with Molly before I went on another date and wasted another girl’s time. I needed some time for reality to kick me in the ass.


CHAPTER VII

It was two weeks later when I finally convinced myself to return to the Blind Date app. After plenty of thought, I’d convinced myself that the message Molly sent was probably just a sure-fire way to get me to move on, so she wouldn’t have to struggle with telling me why she didn’t want to go on a second date. I mean, she was way out of my league and she probably knew it—she just didn’t want to have to tell me. There was no way she was really a dude—no matter how hard I tried to remember, I couldn’t remember any Adam’s apple, any deep tinge in her voice, broad shoulders—nothing. She was a woman—she just had to be a woman.

So I convinced myself to let the app pair me with a new girl, so I could give myself another chance. I clicked the ‘find a new match’ button and I waited while the algorithm did its thing. Maybe it would find me a girl just like Molly, who was actually interested in me. Or maybe it would find me an even better girl—maybe I didn’t even know what was possible with these computer algorithms. People did call it the future of dating for a reason, after all…

It was right as I was going to bed when my phone buzzed, asking me to choose the restaurant. My heart fluttered. Here we go again…

I picked the first option and then a few minutes later, the reservation confirmation was set. I had a new blind date the next day. And I was excited.

* * *

As usual, I was early for the date. I got a corner booth. It was a quiet restaurant. I wasn’t sure whether I liked the quiet. Sometimes the noise helped make awkward silences less awkward. But if the conversation was good, then the silence was appreciated. I straightened my dress shirt and ordered a third glass of water. I don’t know why I drank so much water when I was nervous. I guess it was just something to do with my idle hands.

She walked into the restaurant and looked right at me, even before the hostess pointed her to me. She was pretty—another blonde. Except her hair was short—almost shorter than mine, but it suited her. She had nice plump lips that reminded me of Molly, and her eyes had a nice glow to them. And—not that I was staring—she had a great rack. Her tits bounced as she walked, nearly bouncing right out of her little top. With her smaller stature and her big tits, I imagine it was hard for her to find dresses that fit properly. I wasn’t complaining.

“Hi,” she said to me. She had a sweet voice that was almost childish. I thought that it suited her.

I stood up and reached my hand out. “Tanner,” I said.

“Katie,” she said. The name suited her, too.

She was undeniably stunning, and we hit it off right away. A young girl walked by the window with her mommy, and that got Katie talking about kids. She wanted kids—lots of them, just like me. And just talking about them got her so excited. Like me, she pretty much had the whole kid thing planned out—right down to her dream Christmas morning. I was starting to feel that spark, excited that the Blind Date app still had its magic. Everything was going so well, until—

Molly walked into the restaurant. My heart stopped for a moment as her gaze scanned the restaurant and landed on me. My ears started ringing. I stopped hearing what Katie was saying. It wasn’t until she said, “Tanner, are you okay?” that I snapped back into reality.

“Huh? Yeah, sorry, I just remembered something—it’s not important though.” I forced a smile.

I’d forgotten how beautiful Molly was, how elegant and graceful she was. And now, I couldn’t help but stare at her, trying to see if it was true—if there was an Adam’s apple or something to prove it. But it just couldn’t be true. Staring at her now, no man can look like that with no amount of surgery or hormone treatment. Men can’t be that beautiful. But what if I was wrong?

“Tanner?” Katie said, bringing me back out from my distracted state, once again.

“Yeah?”

“I asked you where you went to school,” she said.

I forced another smile. “Right, sorry, um, I went to Dover,” I said. “What about you?”

“I just told you. I went to McInnis.”

McInnis—that’s where Molly went. “Do you know a Molly?” I asked.

“Molly? What’s her last name?”

I thought for a moment. I had no idea. She never said. “I’m not sure.”

“Wait, do you mean Molly the transgender?” she said. The comment made my heart skip a beat.

“What did you just say?”

“Molly the transgender—I went to junior high with a guy named Michael. On the first day of the tenth grade, he came to school in a dress and wanted to be called Molly. Poor kid was made fun of quite a bit. But by the twelfth grade, he actually looked pretty convincing. I mean, she—I guess that’s the politically correct thing to say, right?”

My hands were trembling. So it was true—or just a giant coincidence. But how could it be a coincidence? It wasn’t a coincidence. I needed to accept it as a truth. It should have been liberating. It should have been the proof I needed to let go. But still, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I couldn’t stop wondering if there was some way it could work—if I could really do it…

Do what? Date a transgender girl? Commit to a serious relationship to someone who was born a man, who probably still had a penis?

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Katie asked.

“I’m fine, I think I just need to use the bathroom. I’ll be right back.” I stared at my feet the whole way to the bathroom, so I wouldn’t make any unwanted eye-contact with Molly, who was somewhere in that restaurant, probably on another blind date.

I found myself starting into the mirror, wondering what the hell was wrong with me. I was with yet another perfect girl—someone who wanted all the same things as me, who would have made the perfect wife and life partner. And all I could think of was a transgender I spent one night with, weeks before. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to ruin my chances with every perfect girl. Sure, there are plenty of fish in the sea, but how many are truly capable of being your life partner?

I splashed some water on my face and said, “Snap out of it, man.” I needed to let it go, because it just wouldn’t work. Even if I did still see her as a woman—which I still did, no matter how hard I tried not to—she still couldn’t give me what I wanted: a family. There is only so much hormones and surgeries can do. Katie was who I should have been obsessing over. She had it all and more and I had a real chance with her. I splashed some more water on my face. “Snap out of it now,” I said.

But still, Molly’s face was right there in my mind.


CHAPTER VIII

As I emerged from the bathroom, I walked right into her: Molly.

It was the worst possible second to leave that bathroom. It was a cruel act of fate. Now, I was face-to-face with her, unable to move. I wanted to just smile and head back to my table, but I felt like I needed to say something. But what could I say? She also just stood there in silence, staring at me. God, it was a horribly awkward moment. I wanted it to end, but it felt like the moment was suspended in time—some sort of cruel purgatory.

“I’m sorry,” she finally said.

“No I’m sorry, I should have been looking where I was going,” I said.

“Not about that,” she said, but I already knew that. I found myself back in that awkward silence, unsure of what to say next. “I should have told you right at the start. I shouldn’t have wasted your time. And, you know, I should have brought you up to my place.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “It was fun. I just…” I laughed because I didn’t know what else to do. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that information, you know?”

“I know,” she said.

There was another horribly awkward silence. And then I said, “Well, I should be getting back to my date.”

“Bye,” she said as I left her standing there. I saw her date on my way back to my table. He was a normal looking guy. He looked nervous, his skin pale. I wondered if he knew already or if she wasn’t able to say it. I wanted to ask him, but I had my own date to worry about.

“Everything okay?” Katie asked. Our food had arrived while I was in the bathroom.

“Yep, all good. Food looks good. Let’s eat.” I smiled and started eating. But now, more than ever, Molly was all I could think of. I kept looking to the side, to see her with that guy. Whenever he made her laugh, I felt terribly jealous. I wanted to tell the guy her secret, just so I wouldn’t have to be tortured with watching her be out with another man.

My God, she was beautiful. If she really was born as a man—and I no longer had any doubts she wasn’t—then she really was meant to be a woman. No one with that body should suffer with being a man. It even seemed natural, like it was meant to be.

“Do you know that woman?” Katie asked.

I felt my cheeks turn red. “Uh, yeah I do. An old friend,” I said.

“You should go say hi,” Katie said.

“Maybe another time,” I said, forcing a smile. I kept eating my food.

“She keeps looking over at you—you really should go say hi.”

“Really?” I said, feeling my heart pounding. She was looking over at me? Did she still like me? Did she wish she was having dinner with me instead of that man she was with now?

“Yeah,” Katie said with furled look. I had a feeling I was being a terrible date, but I couldn’t help it. Molly was all I could think about, and my soul was screaming at me: Molly is the one, not Katie.

I saw Molly get up to use the bathroom. “Excuse me for just a minute,” I said, getting up. My date had gone downhill. We were both just pushing through to the end. I felt bad, but Katie was a cute girl and I knew she would find the right guy eventually. As for me, I needed to be with Molly.

I waited outside of the bathroom. When she came out, I jumped in front of her. She jumped. I didn’t mean to scare her, but I was just so excited. “How’s your date going?” I asked.

She stared at me with wide eyes. “Okay, I guess,” she said with a shrug.

“Let’s get out of here. We’ll get a coffee or something.”

I watched as her eyes began to glow. “Really?” she said.

“Really.”

“But… what about your kids. I mean, you want to have kids.”

“We can adopt or something. We’ll figure that out. But I can’t imagine Christmas morning without you there. I know that sounds weird and it’s probably too soon, but it’s the truth. So let’s get out of here.”

She bit her lip in an attempt to contain her smile—a failed attempt. “I should say goodbye to my date,” she said. We both looked over. Our dates had joined one another.

“I think they’re fine. Let’s go.”

We slipped out the back door. She was laughing. She had the cutest laugh. I couldn’t help but laugh as well as she took my hand. I was just so excited. I didn’t care what she had between her legs, or whether she could naturally conceive children. Sometimes we have to make sacrifices in life, and that was a sacrifice worth making. Besides, there are lots of kids out there who needed homes.

We skipped the café I had in mind. Instead, we went straight back to her place, straight to her bedroom. I threw her onto the bed and climbed on top of her. “You really don’t care that I wasn’t born a woman?” she asked, biting her bottom lip. God, she looked cute when she bit her lip.

“I couldn’t care less,” I said.

“You aren’t just saying that? I don’t want you to get under my skirt and then change your mind.”

I looked down. I have to say, I was pretty terrified. I liked to think that I would be fine with whatever I saw, but I wasn’t sure that would be reality. Maybe I would see her cock and want to get the hell out of there.

I flipped up her skirt and slowly pulled down her panties. And shit, there it was. It was longer than mine—thicker, too. She was clean-shaven, semi-erect. The sight of it did make my heart stammer, but I wasn’t scared away. In fact, I was strangely mesmerized. Somehow, it actually looked feminine, like it really belonged to a woman—which sounds so impossible, seeing as it was so big. I reached down and slipped my fingers under it, lifting it gently. It was heavy.

Her face was pale and she was breathing slowly. She watched with fear in her eyes. “Well?” she said.

I smiled and sunk down, slipping the thick member through my lips. Sure, it was different, but it was still her—just another part of her. It was covered by the same skin that covered her beautiful face, her perfect chest, and her soft tush. I could feel it throbbing in my mouth as she slipped her fingers into my hair. There was something seriously satisfying about the way it felt as it grew on my tongue, pushing against the insides of my cheeks.

“You’re getting me so hard,” she said.

I kept sucking. I couldn’t get enough. I even fondled her balls while I sucked and tickled the tip of her erection with the tip of my tongue. Her cock was perfect. She was perfect. And I knew we were going to have great relationship—maybe even a big family one day, in our own little house—the kids running down the stairs on Christmas morning. I could picture it perfectly. And I didn’t care if anyone knew what was hiding under her skirt. That was none of their business.

“If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come,” she said.

“So you’re saying I should stop being careful?” I said.

She laughed and then moaned gently. I really was getting her close. I could feel her throbbing intensifying. She was as hard as a marble pillar. I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum. “Come in my mouth and then I’ll come in your ass,” I said.

“Deal,” she said between moans. She let her head fall back on her pillow.

What I couldn’t fit in my mouth, I stroked with a tight-clenched fist. I knew she was about to come when her knees began to rise up next to me, her toes pointing, her fingers clutching the bed sheets. She unloaded hard, with big shots. It actually didn’t taste half-bad. I swallowed her whole load (it took two big gulps), and then we kissed before she went down on me, to get me nice and wet for the big anal finale.

There was no need for the blindfold this time. I was ecstatic to watch her while I fucked her—her tits bouncing as she bit down on her lip, her cock flopping around on her abdomen, her thighs closing in on my body. She was gorgeous—especially gorgeous when she was being stuffed by a big, hard dick. “Come inside of me, baby,” she said. I squeezed her tits, made her suck on my fingers, and then I unloaded deep in her tight asshole.

And while I was coming, I saw my phone buzzing in the corner of my eye. It wanted to know how my date went. Though I didn’t see the option for ‘the best goddamn night of my entire life’, or ‘the start of a truly amazing relationship’. I smiled and she smiled back. I was in love.

THE END


PROMISCUOUS

Brett walks his dog at the same park every day at the same time—because that’s when the beautiful petite blonde walks her little dog at the same park. She’s a head-turner, but after six months, Brett still hasn’t built up the courage to talk to her.

One afternoon, they finally meet. And after a little bit of chatting, she’s got a kinky little proposal for him—an especially kinky proposal, considering what she’s hiding between her legs.


CHAPTER I

I must have seen her one hundred times before I finally talked to her. She always walked her dog at the same park as me. She had a little white Pomeranian that wouldn’t wander more than ten feet away from her.

In fact, that girl was the reason I went to that park—or I should say, one of the reasons. There was a park that was closer to my house that I went to every day for two years, when I was still living with Julie. After our big break-up, I felt like I needed a change of scenery. That old park just reminded me so much of her. So one day, I loaded Whiskey up into my truck and we drove around looking for a new park. We found the new park—the park where the beautiful blonde walked her Pomeranian—about ten miles from my house.

I would walk around that big, fully fenced park for hours while I recovered from my big break-up. It was the only real reason I had to leave the house, and Whiskey appreciated it. Sometimes I would just go for long drives, hoping to find things to do—any reason to be out of the house that I shared with my ex-fiancée. I found a billiards hall and taught myself to play pool, but that got expensive quickly. I found an old arcade that took up a good few days of my time, until I got bored of the old games, and tired to wasting money on games that were probably free on my computer at home. I even did the whole sit at bars and watch sports games thing—but I hated the glares I got from the bartenders when I stopped ordering drinks but kept occupying a seat.

So the dog park became my sole refuge. It was free and I could spend as much time there as I wanted. When it started getting cold out, and the snow began to fall, it was even better. The place became desolate for the most part. You could walk around that five hundred and fifty acre park for hours and never walk the same path twice. There was a lot for Whiskey to explore while I let my mind wander.

It was one of those cold, snowy days when I first saw that blonde and her yappy little Pomeranian. She must have been the only other person at the park. She was wearing a white parka with a big fur hood and tight jeans. Those jeans made her ass look great—even from way across the park. I cautiously followed her, keeping my distance, trying not to be creepy but feeling creepy-as-hell nonetheless. I caught a glimpse of her face at one point, as she turned around to make sure her little dog was still following her. My heart jumped even though she didn’t look at me. She was gorgeous, all dolled-up for her walk at the park. I was fifty yards away from her but I could still see her blue eyes shining.

I found myself staring at her, fantasizing about her—about being with her, even though I didn’t even know her name and I’d never heard her voice. Sure, I felt a bit like a crazy person, but it was strangely relieving. It was the first time I’d had feelings for anyone that wasn’t my ex-fiancée in the better half of the decade. For the first time, I felt like I had hope—that I could potentially get over that failed relationship.

I saw her again a few days later, on another cold, desolate day. I pulled into the parking lot while she was loading up her little dog into her big truck to leave. She smiled at me before hopping into the driver seat. My heart melted a little bit. I smiled back, but it was after she’d already turned away. I felt my cheeks become warm. And I thought about that smile for the next two hours while I wandered around that big off-leash dog park. God, she was beautiful.

I made note of the time. It was eleven in the morning. The next day, I showed up at nine. I wandered around, staying close enough to the parking lot so I could spot that truck pulling in. And sure enough, it pulled in at ten. Whiskey was confused. He kept looking up at me with that tilted gaze of his, probably wondering why we were walking the same boring path over and over, not going into the wooded area, which was his favourite.

I tried to convince myself to go and talk to her, but just the thought of approaching her made my joints go stiff. My mind was set awhirl with anxiety. It was hard to pinpoint any precise thoughts. But I eventually grabbed hold of one, and it was of my ex-fiancée. Even though we’d been split up for a couple of months already, I still felt like I loved her. I still felt like I would be cheating on her if I went for another woman—even though she’d cheated on me, and even though we weren’t even together anymore.

But I had this crazy idea in my head that she would come running back to me, that she would realize her fling with that bartender she was fucking was a big mistake, and somehow our relationship would be stronger than ever. It would take another month before that peculiar and ill-founded hope would begin to vanish. And it did eventually vanish, thanks to that blonde at the dog park.

But still, I couldn’t build up the nerve to go and talk to her. I came close a few times, when we would cross paths (sometimes by chance, sometimes because I was trying to get a good look of her). But as soon as she was within twenty feet of me, a lump would form in my throat and my legs would tremble. I’d never felt that way around a woman before. But then again, it had been almost seven years since I’d last tried talking to a woman as a single man.

It was a warm spring morning when I finally decided I would talk to her. I’d come close so many times before, but now I was ready. I still had thoughts about my ex, but I knew those would never go away completely, unless I made that next big step and realized that the grass could be greener. I had to stop waiting for fate to make a move and realize that I controlled my own fate. I showed up at that park around nine-thirty, half an hour before she always arrived. I stayed close to the parking lot, performing breathing exercises, trying to get my mind straight before she showed up. There were a few other people at the park that morning, as the weather was unseasonably warm and the last patches of snow were quickly melting.

I was over-dressed, wearing jeans and a sweater. I was only there for ten minutes before I started breaking a sweat. Everyone else at the park was wearing shorts and t-shirts. I felt a little bit silly in my outfit. But I convinced myself that I was just being paranoid, trying to give myself any reason not to talk to the blonde bombshell.

She pulled up. I was ready to talk to her, ready to introduce myself, ready to ask her if she wanted to grab a coffee with me after her walk. I bit down on my tongue as her truck door opened. “I can do this,” I mumbled to myself, taking another deep breath.

But as soon as I saw her leg step out from the truck, I realized I couldn’t do it. She was way out of my league. She was too beautiful. For the first time since I’d started going to that park, she was dressed like the babe she was, in tiny jean shorts that didn’t even cover her whole tush, and a loose-fitted tank top over her braless tits. Her hair was down and uncovered. Her body was to die for. She looked like a goddamn supermodel stepping out from that big truck. She put on a pair of diva sunglasses and started her walk.

And I turned around and walked the other way. I thought I was prepared to talk to her, but I was not prepared for that. My heart was pounding. I watched as other men turned to look at her with glowing eyes. And I convinced myself that I would never have a chance with anyone that beautiful.


CHAPTER II

Even though I’d decided I would never have a chance with her, I still caught myself daydreaming about her from time to time, and I still showed up at the park at the same time, just so I could catch a glimpse of her to brighten up my day. Occasionally, I would see other guys approaching her—usually muscly, tattooed beef-heads with their Rottweilers and Pit bulls.

I would tell myself that she wouldn’t go for them, because I liked to think that she had better taste in men. But sometimes I would see her laughing with the guys, and my heart would sink into my gut. It was none of my business, but it still stung to watch. Sometimes that jealous feeling was exactly what I needed—a kick in the gut, a reminder that I was little more than a creepy stalker, scheduling my day around seeing her at the park.

And even though I’d decided I had no chance, my heart would still melt whenever our eyes met and she smiled. And for a brief moment, I would have a glimmer of hope that it was possible, that I could get a girl like that. But that feeling was always short-lived when I actually looked at her and saw that she was way out of my league. It was an early summer morning when she showed up in a tiny bikini. She went down to the end of the park where the park met the river, and she went into the water with her little dog. I got close enough that I could watch as she emerged from the water, her perfect body dripping-wet. She saw me and smiled and my instinct was to turn away and start walking.

I felt so stupid as I walked away—it was so obvious… so painfully obvious. But my anxiety just took the reins. I wanted to dig a hole and crawl into it and just hide my face for the next month until she forgot about the embarrassing moment. But instead, somehow I gathered the courage to show up at the park again the next morning.

It was near the end of the summer when I finally talked to her. It was completely by accident. I was in the little wooded area that Whiskey loved so much. I thought I was alone. I went to pick up a fresh pile of Whiskey’s poop when a female voice behind me said, “You dropped your leash back there.”

I didn’t turn around while I picked up the poop, wincing away like I always did. “Thanks. That happens from time to time. I go through so many leashes.”

“You should clip them to your belt loop,” she said.

“That’s not a bad idea. Thanks,” I said as I turned around. I froze when I realized it was her. She was standing ten feet away from me, smiling, holding Whiskey’s leash.

“Well, do you want it?” she said, giggling as she held it up.

My cheeks burned hot. “Uh, yeah, thanks, I’ll just, uh, take that from you.” As I took it from her, my hand brushed hers. “Sorry,” I said.

“For what?”

“For touching your hand,” I said, and I felt so stupid saying it.

She laughed. “That’s okay. I think I’ll survive,” she said. “I love your dog. Is he a purebred?”

“Him? Yeah, he’s purebred shepherd, although you wouldn’t think so because he’s not elegant at all. He’s kind of a big goof.”

She dropped down to one knee to pet Whiskey, who immediately dropped to the ground and rolled over so she would pet his belly. “What’s his name?” she asked.

“Whiskey,” I said. My heart was pounding. I was actually talking to her. I had to take a breath, biting my tongue, making sure I wasn’t dreaming. “What’s, uh, your dog’s name?”

“Potato,” she said. Potato crept up to Whiskey and cautiously sniffed his bum. “What’s your name?” she said to me.

“Whiskey,” I said before realizing she was asking me and not the dog, whose name she already knew. “I mean, I’m Brett.”

“Brett? I’m Ashley. Nice to meet you.” She reached out her hand.

“Nice to meet you, too,” I said. I shook her hand. It was so small and soft, almost like a child’s hand. But she was no child, though she couldn’t have been a year older than twenty. “Uh, what do you do, Ashley?” I asked. My heart was racing. I felt like I was in, and this was my chance. I didn’t want the conversation to go stagnant and have her walk away.

“What do I do? That’s kind of a loaded question—maybe for another time.” She smiled at me. “What about you? What do you do?”

“I write articles for a website. News kind of stuff.”

“News kind of stuff, huh?” she said with a little giggle. She was staring into my eyes now. Her eyes were mesmerizing. She bit her bottom lip. And my God, I was pretty sure she was coming onto me. I’d seen that look a few times before in my life—whenever Julie came home from the bar drunk and horny.

My head was spinning. I felt like I needed to up my game. I needed to make some sort of move or I would lose my window. “You’re very beautiful,” I said. And I instantly regretted saying it. It was so out of place, so uninvited.

Thankfully, she took it well. “Awe, that’s so sweet of you to say,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said. I bent down to pet her little dog. But her dog jumped away and growled.

“Sorry, he’s not very friendly,” she said. Her dog backed away from me, off of the path. And then, once he was over me, he decided to make a poop. “Do you have a bag I could borrow? He doesn’t usually go twice on the same walk, so I never bring more than one bag.” I gave her a bag and then I found myself staring at her as she bent over to pick up her dog’s business. She had a fantastic ass and her legs were pure perfection.

She looked back at me with a smirk. “Were you just staring at my ass?” she said.

My heart sunk into my gut with a splash. A tingle ran through my body, down to my fingertips. “Huh? No, I was just thinking and, uh, I mean…” I was completely flustered.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m flattered if you were. I spend a lot of time at the gym getting it like this,” she said. “Do you want to feel it?”

Now that tingling was intense. Was she really coming onto me, or was she just teasing me? “What?”

“Do you want to feel my butt? I do fifty squats every day, trying to get it perky and firm. Just feel it.” She turned around and bent over, making her tiny jean shorts ride up enough to expose the skin of her bum. I hesitated and then reached down and quickly felt her ass. “Give it a real feel,” she said. So I slipped my whole hand under her rump and gave it a little squeeze. My heart was pounding powerfully. “What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s good,” I said.

My face must have been so pale. She turned around and looked into my eyes. I had no idea what the hell was happening. “You’re looking at me like you want to fuck me,” she said. “I’m flattered.”

“Huh? I was just looking at you. I mean, you’re very beautiful. But I’m not like that. Really—I just think you’re super pretty.”

She bit her lip again, making my heart flutter. “Do you want to fuck? I’m really horny right now.”

“What?” I said, my head spinning. She must have been teasing me, setting me up for some sort of humiliation as revenge for staring at her for the past eight months.

“If we go into the woods, no one will see us. It’s up to you. I know you want to, and I want to—so let’s just skip all the formalities of getting coffee, and then going out for dinner, and all the texting and phone calls and all that bull-crap. Let’s just fuck. It’s not a big deal, right?”

“I guess not,” I said. I must have been dreaming. I carefully reached down and pinched my thigh. But I didn’t wake up. Was she really asking me to fuck her? Or was I really falling for some sort of trap?

“So let’s go. There’s just one catch.” She had a big smile on her face that she tried to tame by biting her bottom lip. She was so fucking hot; I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“What’s the catch?” I asked.

“I still have a dick. But I’ll hide it while you fuck me in the ass. I promise you won’t even see it.” My heart skipped a beat and I felt the colour rush from my face. I had to let those words ping around in my skull for a moment before I realized they really came out from her mouth.

“You’re a… You’re a dude?” I asked.

“I was. If that’s a deal breaker, I’ll understand. Otherwise, let’s fuck. It’ll be fun.” Her smile only got bigger, as if it was a big joke, a big prank, maybe a test, though I didn’t know which reaction would pass.

Do I call her on her bluff? Or would that be rude, if she was telling the truth. She sure as hell didn’t look like a man. There was no way I’d been fawning over a man for the better half of the last year. She had no Adam’s apple, but some guys don’t… She didn’t have broad shoulders or a harsh jawline, but again, some guys don’t. There was only one way to know for sure whether she was telling the truth, and that was to go through with it. But it’s not like I really had to go through with it once she had her cock out—if she did indeed have a cock. And if she was just bluffing, then I got to fuck one of the most beautiful women on the planet. So what did I really have to lose? “Okay, let’s do it,” I said.

She reached her hand out and I took it. She led me into the woods, far from the path. Our dogs followed.


CHAPTER III

She stopped suddenly, putting her back against a tree, and she looked me in the eyes. Her eyes were big and shining—no way they belonged to a man. I looked down at her body. Her tits were real—at least, they weren’t just pads inside of a bra. I could see her cleavage. But maybe they were implants. I couldn’t know until I felt them, and even then, I didn’t know what was possible with implants. And can’t men get real tits with enough hormone therapy, if they start early enough?

“Well, are you going to kiss me?” she asked.

I put my hands on her hips and I leaned in. My heart skipped a beat as I considered the thought that I was possibly about to kiss a man. But those lips just couldn’t belong to a man. I kissed her. Her lips were soft. She was an amazing kisser. It wasn’t long before she slipped her tongue into my mouth. I carefully slid my hands up towards her chest. I got her tits cupped and I started to squeeze. They did feel a bit stiff, but that could have just been the bra. She liked it when I squeezed her rack, moaning gently, biting my lip playfully.

I reached down and squeezed that perfect ass of hers next. If she was a man, she had the most feminine man’s body ever. But did that make it less gay? If I found out that she wasn’t lying about the cock, would I instantly regret every moment of our little romp?  Would I regret every day of the last eight months, coming to the park just to see her? I pulled her shirt up and over her head and then I unclipped her bra.

Her tits were perfect. She leaned her body back while I sunk down and sucked on her nipples. Her fingers slipped into my hair and she pulled me tight into her body. “You don’t think I’m a slut, do you?” she asked.

“What? Of course not,” I said.

She laughed. “Well then you’re a fool, because I am a slut,” she said. “But I don’t think there’s anything wrong with that.” She brought me back up to continued kissing her. After another minute, she said, “Well are you going to fuck my asshole or not?”

She spun around and reached down to undo the button of her jean shorts. She tugged them down to her ankles, along with her panties, and then she stepped out of them. Her thighs were too thick so see what was on the other side of her body—a cock or a pussy. But it couldn’t be a cock. That body couldn’t possibly have a cock on it…

“Fuck me,” she said.

I dropped my jeans to the ground. My cock was fully erect and throbbing. I stepped forward, pressing it up between her butt cheeks. Her small body made my average cock look huge. Her tight hole was puckering, begging for a stuffing. But I hesitated—

If she was a woman with a pussy, why did she want me to fuck her in the ass? Did she just like anal? Or was it possible she was telling the truth and there was a cock on the other side that I couldn’t see. I peeked over her shoulder with caution, but she was covering her crotch with her hand. “What are you looking for?” she asked, her cheek pressed against mine.

I couldn’t bring myself to say it. But I couldn’t see anything. My heart was throbbing mercilessly. Could I really go through with it with the uncertainty? I’d already come this far…

I brought my throbbing tip to her puckering hole. I pressed it in, sinking in about an inch before she clenched, stopping me. “It’s so big,” she said. She took a deep breath and then I felt her anal muscles relaxing. I slowly sunk in deeper. I watched as her fingers curled against the tree bark. I tried to peek over her shoulder again, but she was still covering whatever she was carrying.

I had half my dick in when I stopped, noticing her face turning red as she strained. I thought that I was maybe hurting her, going too deep too quickly, but then she said, “Deeper. I want all of it inside of me.” So I slowly pushed in deeper. She bit down on her lip and winced slightly in pain, but I was giving her what she wanted. “Fuck that feels good,” she said once my pelvis was pressed against her bum. “Fuck me.”

So I started to thrust in and out of her. It felt good—amazing, even. But my heart never stopped pounding. There was a chance that I was fucking a man. Though I’m not sure many sane people would classify her as a man, even if she had a cock. She still looked and felt and sounded like a woman. So what was the difference really? Well, for starters, every single cell in her body had a Y chromosome…

I peeked over her shoulder again, but still with no luck. But the euphoria was starting to pulse through me, and I found myself in awe of her body. She was perfect in every way. In that moment, I could have cared less what was between her legs. As she started to moan, I thought to myself that it made no difference, that she was fucking hot regardless.

I was on the verge of orgasm when I noticed she had both of her hands pressed against the bark of that tree, which meant her crotch was uncovered. I hesitated. I considered not looking, revelling in my ignorance. But her tight butthole felt so good, and her body was so damn sexy, that I didn’t even care. Or maybe I just assumed I didn’t care because I thought it was impossible for her to be a man.

But she was a man. I peeked over her shoulder and saw her flaccid cock bouncing up and down. It was small, but it was real. I was fucking a biological man. And for the next minute, I didn’t care. I didn’t slow down, I didn’t say anything, and I didn’t even think much of it. She did warn me, after all.

But once I came inside of her tight tush, and reality started rushing back to me, I realized what I’d just done: I’d fucked a man. I’d fucked a tranny. I came, bareback, inside of a t-girl’s asshole—and I hardly knew her. I knew her name and her dog’s name, and otherwise, she was a complete stranger. I felt sick.

“Are you okay?” she asked as she tugged up her panties. When she bent over to tug up her jean shorts, I could see the wet spot forming on the butt of her panties where my creampie was oozing out. And I could see the bulge of her ball sack.

“Me? I’m fine,” I said. But I wasn’t fine. I didn’t know what to do, what to say. Do I say something? What could I say? She warned me and I went ahead with it anyway. But somehow I felt deceived. But was I feeling deceived by her or by myself? If anything, I was angry with myself for enjoying it. It felt so good—why did it have to feel so good?

“I should be getting to work,” I said.

She looked at me with a distant look. “Really?” she said.

“Yeah. I’ve got a big deadline.”

“Maybe I’ll see you here tomorrow,” she said.

“Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. “C’mon, Whiskey.” I got out of there fast, my heart aflutter my stomach turning. Did that really just happen? Did I really just have sex with a tranny?


CHAPTER IV

I lost sleep over my anxiety. My brain was in a constant tug-o-war with itself—one moment trying to convince itself that there was nothing wrong with what I’d done, the next moment in complete meltdown mode over it. What scared me the most was the fact that I could only remember the encounter in a positive light—I could remember every euphoric second of our fuck. I could remember squeezing her soft tits, running my hands down her bare-naked sides.

But I could also remember that little cock, flopping from side for side as I penetrated her over and over. I could remember that more than anything. But that memory didn’t repulse me, didn’t make me cringe—and that’s what bothered me more than anything.

I even found myself online, at three in the morning, anonymously asking the Internet whether I was insane or not—whether the encounter made me gay or perverted. The answers were split. Some people told me I had nothing to be worked up over, and that I should be happy I got to fuck a beautiful woman. Others told me to seek therapy, to consider the fact I may be gay. But I didn’t want to be gay. It was easier to side with the positive responders—but I had to consider the others. What if they were right? What if all of this anxiety did mean that I was actually gay? I mean, I did come after seeing her cock. The sight didn’t turn me off of her.

I finally fell asleep around five in the morning. When my alarm went off at seven, I reached out and turned it off, and I went back to sleep. I planned on skipping the park that morning. I was seriously considering changing my schedule, avoiding her completely from now on. But Whiskey had other plans.

It was nine when he stuck his big nose in my face, startling me awake. I wiped the slobber off of my face and then looked at him with groggy eyes. He was holding his leash in his mouth, wagging his tail, staring at me with those big, glowing eyes. “Later,” I said, but he just wagged his tail even harder, doubling down on the pity train. “We’ll go later,” I said, but he wanted to go now. I’d made the mistake of getting him into a set schedule. “Fine!”

I pulled myself out of bed and got dressed in whatever was at the top of the pile. Whiskey was excited. I wasn’t. I thought about walking him over to the park across the street, the one I would go to with my ex, but the thought of digging up all of those old memories was even harder than the thought of confronting Ashley at the big park ten miles away. Besides, Whiskey preferred the bigger, fenced-in park, and it was big enough that avoiding her should have been easy enough. So that’s where we went.

I went in a different direction that morning, getting far from the parking lot as quickly as I could. I knew I would have to confront Ashley about our romp sooner or later if I was going to continue to use that park, but I needed time to figure out what I was going to say, how I was going to let her down easy. I was far away when I saw her big truck pulling into the parking lot. I quickly slipped into the wooded area nearby, calling Whiskey to follow me.

I decided to walk around those woods until eleven, when Ashley usually left the park. Whiskey didn’t mind. It was an area he rarely got to explore, and there were plenty of puddles for him to roll around in.

I even waited until fifteen minutes after eleven before emerging from those woods to return to my car. She was gone, thankfully, but I still wasn’t closer to knowing how to confront her about the whole thing. I had a feeling that I was just going to have to do it, I was just going to have to say, I’m sorry but I’m not interested, and I was inevitably going to look like a real asshole. But what else could I do? My other option was to forfeit the park.

I started arriving at the park early, at eight-thirty. I made a point of getting there before she arrived at ten. But it was a week later when my phone died on me shortly after I showed up (I forgot to plug it in the night before), and I didn’t have my watch, so I was stuck assuming the time. The overcast sky wasn’t helping at all, making it feel like it was still very early. I was returning to my car when her truck pulled into the lot.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I tried to pretend not to notice as I made my way to the gate. But she got out of her car with her little dog and headed for the same gate. She had big dark sunglasses on, but I knew she noticed me when she perked up and smiled. This was it—I had no choice: I had to confront her.

“Hey there,” she said with that big smile. “Are you coming or going?”

“I was just leaving, actually,” I said, forcing a smile, wishing I would have walked a little bit faster when I decided it was time to leave.

“So you don’t want to walk with me—just for a few minutes?” she said.

I hated how beautiful she was. I wished that I could just look at her and see through her implants and her makeup and her careful fitness and her hormone therapy. I wished I could just see the biological man that she was born as, so I wouldn’t have to feel like there was something wrong with me, with the way I saw people. But I knew it wasn’t just me. I’d seen other guys checking her out. I’d seen macho-type dudes approaching her and flirting with her. It’s not like I was the only one who thought she was a babe.

“I should probably be going,” I said.

“Oh c’mon. Just walk with me,” she said, looking over her dark sunglasses at me. It was those eyes that got me. I couldn’t understand those eyes. I understood that a man could have a female body—small and thin with narrow shoulders and wide hips. I understood that a man could obtain that voice with enough practice and enough hormones, and I understood that a man could grow his hair long and style it just like a woman—but I couldn’t understand how a man could have those eyes. They were distinctly feminine, and she was hardly wearing any eye makeup. The way they glowed—how could a man have those eyes?

“I guess I could kill a few more minutes,” I said. I just couldn’t say no to her, even knowing what was hiding in those little jean shorts. My heart still throbbed at the sight of her. I still couldn’t force my eyes away from her, and I couldn’t focus on anything else when she was in my peripheral vision.

Our dogs played while we walked towards the same little wooded area where we had fucked. She walked close to me—close enough that I could smell her floral perfume. I liked that smell—it brought me back to that moment where I was holding her hips and sinking my cock into her tush. “Potato loves Whiskey,” she said, pointing at our dogs. “He doesn’t usually like other dogs.”

“Really? Whiskey loves every other dog he sees.”

“He’s cute,” she said.

“Thanks.”

“So tell me why you’ve been so weird. Didn’t you have fun the other day?” she said, looking over at me.

“Weird? What do you mean?” I said, forcing confusion. I knew I’d been weird, and I’d hoped that she hadn’t noticed. But how could I just act like everything was normal? Even if she did have a pussy between her thighs, we were still strangers who fucked randomly at the dog park. But of course, it was the cock that made things especially awkward.

“Well, you’re suddenly on a whole new schedule. You’re walking in parts of the park that you never walk in. You’re trying to avoid me. What gives?” So she’d noticed. I couldn’t help but smile at the fact she’d noticed the change in my schedule. Because if she noticed the change, that meant she’d noticed my usual schedule before, which meant she’d noticed me before. And to think that someone so out of my league had noticed me before was flattering.

“I’ve just been trying to keep it interesting for Whiskey.”

“So you’re not weird about my whole downstairs mix-up then?” she said.

“What? No. Of course not,” I said, biting my tongue, trying to be as believable as possible.

“So you want to fuck again?” she said. My heart skipped a beat, right on cue.


CHAPTER V

I couldn’t believe that I was actually going off into the woods with her, with everything I knew, after everything I’d told myself. But somehow, my brain rationalized it: I had nothing to lose. I’d already done it once before, what was one more time? I knew it felt good, and I’d managed to convince myself that I wasn’t crazy in thinking she looked like a chick. Even with her clothes off, she still looked like a chick, as long as she was covering that cock between her legs—and I knew she would be covering it. As long as I didn’t look over her shoulder again, there was nothing wrong about it—right?

A shudder ran through me. I was really rationalizing this. I was really about to fuck her again, knowing what she was, and I wasn’t hesitating.

We were deep in the wooded area of the park. Our dogs were off playing together, twenty feet away. She had her back to the tree and she was looking into my eyes. I took a step forward and she tilted her head up, ready for a kiss. But could I kiss her? Fucking her tight hole was one thing, but kissing her was a whole different thing. Fucking was a pleasure thing, kissing was a romantic thing. Although we didn’t have any sort of romance—so was it really? “What’s wrong?” she said.

“Nothing,” I said. I had to do it. If I wanted to stuff her ass, I needed to kiss her. It wouldn’t be so bad. I’d done it before. And she kissed like a girl. She had soft lips. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I stepped forward. We locked lips. Her hands slipped around me. My heart stuttered. It was like the last week had gone out the window—all of my deep thinking and regret was nowhere to be found. But how could I resist her when she had that face and that body? She was still the same person I’d been drooling over for the better part of the last year—despite her cock.

I reached under her loose shirt and I cupped her tits. She wasn’t wearing a bra. As I squeezed, I could feel her hard nipples against the palms of my hands. I loved the way she gently moaned as I squeezed. Those tits were perfect—I wasn’t crazy. I wasn’t just irrationally convincing myself that she looked and sounded and felt like a woman; she absolutely looked and sounded and felt like a woman—even more than my ex-fiancée, who had a pussy and a womb and ovaries and all that.

“Fuck, I’m horny today,” she said with a little giggle. She had the cutest giggle. “Fuck the foreplay. Let’s just fuck.” She spun and around and wiggled out of her little shorts, exposing that perky, perfect tush of hers. She bent over slightly and gave it a shake, making her cheeks jiggle. She laughed. “Slap it,” she said, so I did. I loved the way it jiggled for a moment after contact.

I found myself on my knees, spreading her cheeks with my hands, drawing my tongue across her butt crack, right over her puckering hole. She liked it. She gently pushed her bum back, her cheeks into my face, and my nose into her crack. I started eating out her asshole. I was being driven by a trembling lust, a foreign entity—my actions were out of my control. I knew I was eating out a biological man’s asshole, but I was still doing it anyway. And still, my cock was as hard as stone, begging to be let out from my pants, begging to be inside of that wet, tight hole.

So I stood up, got my cock out, and I pressed it up to her hole. I took a deep breath, the euphoria already beginning to swirl inside of me. And I began to push in. I noticed both of her hands on the tree. She wasn’t covering her cock. I was tempted to look over her shoulder but I resisted. I liked what I saw from behind—a beautiful, horny woman, bent over, desperate for my cock. I liked it.

I stuffed her deep and started to pump her. She loved it, moaning, pushing her bum back with each penetration. She even loved it when I spanked her ass, grabbed her tits, made her suck on my fingers. I was pumping her hard—way harder than the last time, even harder than I’d ever fucked my ex-fiancée. I felt more driven than ever. My blood was hot. I just wanted to unleash myself on her.

And I couldn’t stop myself from peeking over her shoulder. I just had to see it. She wasn’t flaccid this time. She was rock hard, though her cock was still small. She must have really liked it. She looked over and noticed me looking down at her rod. “Give me your hand,” she said, reaching back. So I gave her my hand. She brought it down to her erection, curling my fingers around her little dick. “Jerk me off,” she said.

I was touching a cock that wasn’t my own. I could feel it throbbing. I could feel her bulbous tip. I took a deep breath and then I started stroking. My brain was screaming at me to let go, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to make her come.

Now there was no question about it—I was having gay sex. Maybe it wasn’t traditionally gay, but I was pumping an erection with my bare hand. And I was enjoying it—at least in the moment. Not only was I enjoying it, but I was watching, with my chin on her shoulder, my cheek pressed against her cheek. “You like this?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“You’re a little slut,” I said.

“You know it,” she said with a big grin. She was straining. Her face was turning red. I could feel the throbbing in her cock intensifying. She was about to burst. I clenched my grip tighter and pumped faster. I was ramming her so hard with my cock that she was hardly able to stand upright, her legs now trembling. “Oh shit,” she said, her head tilting back.

Warm jizz began to billow out from her rod like a volcanic eruption. It oozed down my fingers. As I came up, a shot blasted into the palm of my hand. And then as I came back down, I spread it down the length of her rod. She was trembling all over, moaning, her head rolling in euphoria. I wiped her cum off on her breast and then I bent her over, clutching her hips, and pumping her harder than ever. I was about to come.

I had to hold her up so she wouldn’t collapse. I was so deep inside of her—I didn’t know you could get so deep inside of a person. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

“Come inside of me,” she said.

So I did. I came hard and deep, filling her nice and full. And as the final blast of jizz oozed out of me, reality hit hard. Now I had a whole new problem on my hands—literally and metaphorically: I enjoyed fucking that trans chick more than I’d ever enjoyed fucking any woman.


CHAPTER VI

I knew that what I’d done was wrong. I’d gone too far. I kept telling myself that it didn’t matter, as long as no one found out about it—but that was the whole problem. Why was I allowing myself to do something that I didn’t want anyone finding out about? Was it not bad enough that I knew what I’d done?

I saw her again at the park the very next day. She smiled at me and waved me over. I’d thought about arriving at the park at a different time, or changing up my route to avoid her, but I knew avoiding her would just make the whole drama so much worse. I knew running into her was inevitable, and I didn’t want to have to explain myself anymore than I already had to.

But I did have to explain myself—explain why it wasn’t going to work between us. I couldn’t keep having little flings with a transgender chick. It simply wasn’t good for my sanity.

“How’s it going?” she asked.

“Fine. Tired,” I said, forcing a smile. I wanted to just tell her that I think we should stop seeing one another. I was willing to take any other time at the park—she could keep the 10:00 AM window, or any window she wanted. I’d make it work. Hell, at that point, I was even willing to go to a whole new park. And yeah, I thought about just abandoning that park. She didn’t know where I lived. She didn’t know my phone number. She didn’t even know my last name, to look me up online. But I felt like I had to leave her with some closure, so that I wasn’t being a complete jackass.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, looking into my eyes. And then I made the mistake of looking into her eyes—her bright, shining eyes. I should have seen it coming. Those mesmerizing eyes made me weak. It wasn’t fair—I was powerless around her. I was more attracted to her than I’d ever been to anyone. And was it because of what was between her legs or was it just a coincidence?

But as I looked into those eyes, those unwanted feeling started seeping into my mind. Was it really so bad? Could we go at it just one more time? It’s not like I had anything left to lose. We both enjoyed it—so what really was the harm?

It was a look that we got from a passer-by that made me hesitate. Ashley noticed the look, too. She looked away, looking suddenly vulnerable. “What’s wrong with you?” I asked.

“Nothing. I guess some things are just bound to catch up with you,” she said. I didn’t know what that meant. Did she know that person? It was a normal-enough looking woman—probably in her late forties. Maybe the mother of a past lover? Or someone who knew her family? “Do you want to go fool around a bit?” she asked me. She was smiling now but the smile was forced. That strange look we got from that woman seemed to be resonating with her.

“Not today,” I said. “I’m not feeling great. I should probably be going, actually. I’ve got a lot of work to do.”

She forced another smile. “Sure,” she said. She could tell that I was lying. But I just couldn’t bring myself to let her down.

I said goodbye and then I started for the parking lot. While I was loading Whiskey up into my car, that woman from earlier approached me. “Do you have any idea who you were just talking to?” she said. She had a grouchy look on her face, with scowling eyes, as if I’d done something so heinous, it was inexcusable.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Just a girl walking her dog,” I said.

“She does nasty pornography. You should stay far, far away from her.”

“What? How do you know?” I said.

“Everyone knows. And if someone doesn’t know, you should tell them. It’s our job to keep our community safe from these perverts.” She shook her head and walked away, leaving me speechless. Ashley did pornography? And everyone knew? I’d been fucking a transgender porn star?

I looked over. Ashley was standing there, looking my way, sad and broken. She was way out of earshot, but she knew exactly what I’d just found out. I couldn’t look her in the eyes. I don’t know why I felt so surprised—I should have seen it coming. She was awfully promiscuous considering her ‘condition’. I should have been more careful. I got into my car and I left.

I saw her again the next day. She arrived at the park early, wearing big shades. She saw me at the same time I saw her, but she looked away quickly, unable to face me knowing what I now knew. I couldn’t see through those big dark shades, but I knew that she was hurting, that she’d been crying. Maybe the giveaway was the redness of her cheeks on her pale face. I felt bad for her, but what could I do? I felt deceived, but was I really? It’s not like she lied to me, and it’s not like she made me fuck her. That was all voluntary. Had I known she was a porn star, I probably wouldn’t have done it.

I walked on the other side of the park. I didn’t see her again until I was loading Whiskey up into my car. She was loading Potato up into her truck. We made eye contact briefly but we both looked away quickly. She got into her car and drove off. And I had the sudden urge to confront her. So I got into my car and I followed her. I kept my distance. I didn’t want to freak her out. I just wanted to ask her if it was true, ask her why she didn’t tell me—but I don’t know why I cared to hear her excuse. I should have just let it all go. I should have cut my losses, found a new park, forgot the whole thing ever happened. It’s not like we were in a relationship. We’d just fucked a few times.

I pulled up behind her truck as she was walking up to the front door of her little house. The house was in the suburbs, painted yellow, shaded by a big oak tree. I hopped out from my car and called out to her. “Ashley! Wait!” I said.

She stopped and faced me. “Brett? What the hell are you doing here? Did you follow me?”

“No—I mean, yeah, but just because I wanted to talk to you.”

She stood there, looking weak and vulnerable. She was cute when she was vulnerable, but I had to stay strong. I had to remind myself that she wasn’t really a woman, and she was a porn star—sleeping with strangers on camera for money. I could never be with anyone like that for so many reasons. “What?” she said as I walked up to her.

“Is it true?”

“Is what true?”

“That you’re… you know… a porn star?” I said in an almost-whisper. I felt so stupid saying it out loud, terrified one of the neighbours would overhear us talking.

She scowled. “I’m not a porn star. It’s… It’s not that simple. I make a living, okay? It’s none of your business and it’s none of that cruel woman’s business either.”

“If you aren’t a porn star, then what are you?” I asked.

“I just told you, it’s none of your business.” She looked like she was about to cry.

“I’m making it my business,” I said.

“Why?”

“I don’t know, because I want to like you. I mean, I like you, but I’m afraid.” I caught myself raising my voice. I bit my tongue and took a deep breath. “I mean… I don’t know what I mean.”

She stared at me, her eyes watering but glistening with a hint of what looked like happiness. “You like me?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah. And I just had to know if it was true. If it’s really not, I’ll go find that woman and I’ll give her a piece of my mind.”

“Come inside,” she said, leading the way. I went into her house. She led me through her living room, past her kitchen, down the hall, and into her bedroom. And in her bedroom, there was a computer and a camera set up, pointed at the bed. “I’m not a porn star, but I’m not too far off.”

“What is this?” I said. Her walls were painted pink. There were little lingerie outfits on the ground.

“I… I play with myself on camera… for money.” That vulnerability seemed to fill her up in a heartbeat, and once again, she stood there looking weak and sad. And I looked at the room. So the woman wasn’t technically lying to me: Ashley really did make porn. “Just solo stuff. I have a bit of a following and… well, since I’ve been getting more popular, people have started recognizing me. I’ve had to move five times in the last three years.”

I liked Ashley a lot, but could I be with a transgender cam whore?


CHAPTER VII

She looked at me with a sadness in her eyes—a sadness that just killed me inside. I hated seeing her like that, especially knowing that it was because of me. She didn’t deserve it. She’d been through enough in her life. “If you don’t want anything to do with me, I’ll understand,” she said. “I’m used to it. If you want to just keep things between you and me, in the woods at the park…” She couldn’t finish the sentence, the tears welling up in her eyes.

“I want to be with you,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction. I wondered if I really meant it. Did I really want to be with her, not just when no one was around, not just as long as she kept her truth a secret? Would I still want to be with her if everyone in the world knew about her? Would I still want to be with her if my friends and family knew what was dangling between her thighs? My heart stammered.

“Prove it,” she said.

I took a deep breath. How could I prove it? What could I say? There was nothing I could say. But sometimes actions hold more impact. I reached down for her computer mouse.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

I clicked on that big red ‘Go Live’ button. Her camera turned on there we were on the screen, in her bedroom, with a little empty chat window on the right side of the screen. It didn’t stay empty for long. After a few seconds, there was a ding. And then another. And then another. My heart was racing. Each ding was a real person, watching, staring at me as I sat next to Ashley.

“What are you doing, Brett?” she said.

“I’m going to prove that I want to be with you, and not just in secret,” I said. I slipped a hand around her head and I leaned in for a kiss. She seemed reluctant. Her computer kept on dinging.

“People record these sessions you know—they end up on porn sites. People will see this—people you know. Trust me—I didn’t think anyone I knew would ever find this, but they did,” she said, looking into my eyes.

“I don’t care,” I said.

“I don’t think you understand,” she said. “It’s a guarantee, not a risk.”

“I don’t think you understand,” I said, and then I kissed her. She gave in, her body relaxing, her arms wrapping around me. I gently laid her down and then I began to kiss her neck. That computer kept dinging.

“Are you really sure about this?” she asked.

“Totally sure.” I lifted up her shirt, exposing her tits. I grabbed them, squeezed them, kissed them, and sucked on them. She moaned, letting her head fall back. There was still a lot of tension in her body, but she was starting to relax. There was probably a lot in my body—how could there not be? This cam show was going to end up on every porn site, with my face: me with a tranny cam whore. And still, I was going through with it.

I sunk lower, kissing her sternum, kissing her abdomen. I undid the button of her jean shorts and tugged the shorts, along with her panties, down to her ankles, exposing her little flaccid cock. I looked up at her and she looked down at me. Her cheeks were red. She bit her lip, and then I went for it, slipping her little cock into my mouth. I started sucking.

Now her computer was dinging every second. That chat room was filling up. She was right—someone was bound to be recording. But I just didn’t care. I wanted to be with Ashley no matter what anyone thought.

I got her so hard with my mouth. She was small enough that I could fit all of her in my mouth, only gagging a little bit from time to time. I fondled her balls while I sucked. Her knees rose up and pressed against my shoulders as a squirt of pre-cum blasted my tongue. She liked it. Apparently I wasn’t so bad at sucking cock.

She was squeezing her tits, her chest heaving, breathing heavily. She loved it. I loved it. I’d never been so happy in my life. Nothing had ever felt so right. “You’re going to make me come,” she said.

“Good,” I said, surfacing only for a second before slipping that little erection back into my mouth. She was throbbing hard, ready to burst at any second. I wanted it so badly. I bobbed my head, massaging her girth with my lips. I wanted that cum more than anything.

She groaned, her fingers clutching handfuls of bed sheets. Her knees pressed hard inwards, squeezing me tight. I pulled my head back, grabbing her rod with my hand to pump out the finale. I wanted to let her come in my mouth, but I didn’t want to take the finale away from our audience. She erupted, all over her own abdomen and pelvis. Her body trembled as she moaned.

The last shot oozed down the length of her rod. Before it reached her pelvis, I licked it up. It didn’t taste so bad—it didn’t really taste like anything. But I liked it. I crawled back over her and we kissed. “You’re officially a porn star,” she said with a chuckle. “I hope you’re ready for the repercussions.”

“I’m ready,” I said. We kissed some more. I really didn’t care what anyone had to say. So there was a video of me sucking off my promiscuous girlfriend online—big deal.

The next morning, we went to the park together, in my car. I’d stayed the night at her place. It was busier than usual, even for a warm weekend morning. People looked at us as we got out from the car and entered the park. There were some weird looks, for sure, but that was their problem—not ours. We got some especially strange looks when I held her hand and kissed her.

I loved her so much, I didn’t care that everyone knew, and I didn’t care what anyone thought. We were meant to be together and that was our business—not anybody else’s.

THE END


CHRISTMAS TRAP

Cindy has always been upfront with guys about the fact she used to be a man. But every time she tells a guy her secret, she gets the same reaction: a combination of disgust and shock. Her family has started to worry about her failing love life, and she’s starting to think she’s destined to be alone forever.

Until one day she decides to try something different—keeping her reality a secret with the cute guy who owns a little bookstore near her home.


CHAPTER I

Of course I knew there would be challenges—literally everyone told me there would be challenges: my parents, my friends, the doctors, even random strangers in waiting rooms. And I believed them. But I don’t think I fully realized what they meant when they said, “Expect people to call you a girl, but don’t expect people to look at you like a girl.”

Maybe I thought that I would be the exception, that people would see me and say, “Hey, that’s a girl, regardless of whether she’s always been a girl.” That was probably some wishful thinking on my part. But I knew I could look the part. Even before I started taking the hormones, I could look like a damn-convincing girl. With a dress and a bit of makeup, I’d already convinced countless people. Unless I told someone that I was born a man, they would have no idea, and they would look at me like a girl.

But when I told them that I was born with a penis instead of a vagina, that look would change. No matter how convincing I was, no matter how much hotter I was than all the other girls in the room, they looked at me like a man—a transgender at best. I was a transgender, so I suppose I can’t complain. But I wanted to be a girl—hence the transition.

I didn’t let it bother me like it bothered some of the trans-friends I met at the support group they made me go to (if you want to transition, they make you consult with a therapist, and it isn’t until the therapist gives the docs a green light that you can start the hormones. My therapist wanted me to go to the damn support group meetings). Some of my friends would bitch nonstop about it. Some of them said that they’d stopped telling people. As far as they were concerned, they were girls—it was no one else’s business what they were before.

I couldn’t quite bring myself to agree with them. Even if I didn’t have my cock anymore, I still couldn’t agree with them. I tried it once—not telling a guy who asked me out for a whole week. We went on three dates before I told him. It was when he was going in to kiss me that I spilled the beans. The guilt was just too heavy. Long story short, I didn’t get that kiss. It would have been my first kiss ever—I didn’t want my first kiss ever to be under controversial circumstances. We didn’t go on another date. He stopped answering my text messages.

I made a point of telling people from the start. It didn’t work out so well for me. I always got that look—the one that was reserved for male disdain, a look men only give each other when they’re pissed off. It’s hard to explain, but I knew it too well. It’s better than the look I would have gotten had I let them find out on their own.

Sure, I was upset about it, but I knew it wasn’t fair to be upset. Like I said, everyone warned me—literally everyone. The fact of the matter is, you can’t expect to change the way a person thinks. And you can’t criticize a person for thinking a certain way. After all, I couldn’t offer guys the same things that biological women could offer them—a pussy, potential children, and so on. Even if I went through with the full sex reassignment surgery, I still couldn’t give them babies—and biologically speaking, isn’t that the whole point?

So I kept to my morals, telling every guy that chatted me up for more than ten minutes. Occasionally I ran into a guy that was into it—too into it. It was like a fetish for some people—closet homosexuals, maybe, I don’t know. As soon as they found out, they were trying to convince me to go home with them, to mess around. I noticed a trend with these kinds of guys—they were always married. Not the kind of guys for me…

But I didn’t have many other options. Some of my trans friends told me to just go for it, go home with the guys so that I could at least have a bit of fun. But I don’t think what those guys had planned would be any fun for me. I wasn’t interested in being anyone’s kinky experiment.

“Then you really need to go through with the surgery and just not tell the guy you’re with, unless you know for a fact he’ll be okay with it,” one of my friends said to me.

But I wasn’t sure about the surgery. I’d seen photos of the aftermath and I was far from convinced. Not to mention, the whole procedure scared the hell out of me. It didn’t seem natural. Why couldn’t I be a girl with a cock instead of a pussy? What was the big deal, even? It’s just skin. I still had a hole that guys were welcome to plug. Unfortunately, other people didn’t see it the same way. To them, it was simple: a cock means you’re a dude.

I was convinced that I would eventually find a guy who was different, who would love me regardless of what was between my legs—not because I lied to him and not because he wanted to indulge in some freaky fantasy.

That’s what I told myself anyway, but reality had other plans for me.

Two years went by with me telling guys upfront. I never went on another date. And every time a guy came up to chat with me at a bar or at the dog park, I was a tiny bit closer to keeping my mouth shut. I just wanted to feel romanced. Everyone else in the world got to experience romance. Why was I so different? If they liked what they saw, and they liked talking to me, why did the organs matter?

It was a late November evening and I was waiting for some friends at a bus stop when a guy came up to talk to me. He was so handsome—maybe slightly Latino. He had a nice even stubble beard, chiselled features, and thick arms. His eyes were a tremendous blue colour. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but I saw you from across the street and you’re absolutely stunning.” My heart throbbed.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Are you single? I hope I’m not being too upfront with you. I would love to take you out on a date—just a coffee.” His smile was heart melting. He looked like a character from some cheesy romance movie. And I wanted so badly to just lie to him, tell him that I was just a normal chick. What was the harm in it? I could just go on a little date with him—maybe two little dates. I could kiss him and leave it at that, just so that I could feel a little bit of romance in my life.

But I couldn’t do it. After talking for a few minutes with the handsome stranger, I forced myself to say it. “Full disclosure, I’m a transgender,” I said. And I watched as his face became pale and his gaze turned inward. It was an obvious deal breaker. I may as well have told him that I was a crazed murderer or something. He told me he had a bus to catch and he walked away without looking back.

So everyone was right—there were challenges, and there would be challenges for the rest of my life. And I was starting to think that being a woman meant being celibate for the rest of me life.


CHAPTER II

A few days after my awkward encounter with the stranger at the bus stop, I found myself at the bar with some friends. I was trying to explain to them how handsome he was. They didn’t seem to believe me as they all forced smiles and nodded their heads. “I wish I would have taken a picture to prove it,” I said.

“You should have just not told him. It’s none of his business,” Carol said to me. Carol didn’t tell guys that she was trans. And she was like me, still with her downstairs intact. She claimed that most guys were into it once they found out about it—as long as they found out about it while they were being intimate. I had a hard time believing it, based on my own experiences with telling guys about my secret. But maybe it takes a bit of making out and some heavy petting to sway them towards the dark side. Maybe she was right about keeping it a secret.

Though she wasn’t in a relationship. She was basically just a booty call for a number of guys. But at least she had that. What did I have? I had a phone full of numbers that were given to me before the guys knew what was between my legs. I’m sure I was blocked by every single one of them by now.

“I don’t know…” I said. Just entertaining the thought of not saying anything filled me with guilt. Did people not have the right to know? Was it really none of their business?

“Just try it,” Carol said, and then she started to look around the bar. Her scanning stopped and her face lit up. She turned to me and smiled. “See that cute guy over there? Try it with him. I guarantee you he’ll be into you.”

“You mean, don’t tell him that I’m trans?” I said.

“Yeah, don’t tell him. Just go up to him and ask him how his night is going. Let him take the lead. He’ll probably buy you a drink or two. Go home with him.”

“But what if I piss him off? What if he sees what I’ve got and he gets angry?” I asked.

“He won’t. Guys never do. They’re all secretly a little bit gay—believe me. At worst, he’ll make you promise not to tell anyone and then he’ll only let you suck his dick.”

My heart throbbed. I didn’t like anything about it. Even before I rose to my feet, I felt deceitful. I felt like I was doing something that should have been illegal, though I don’t know why it should have been illegal. I still couldn’t answer my own question: why was it any of his business? But somehow, I felt like it was his business. I felt like there was no benefit to being secretive and shady, the way Carol wanted me to be.

But I stood up anyway. I was tired of living without men in my life. I was tired of being in my twenties and having never kissed a boy before. I’d never even felt a guy’s muscles before, and I have to admit, I wanted to.

I started walking towards him. My heart was aflutter. A cold buzzing ran up and down my body, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand upright. I tried to control my breathing, but the more I tried, the more sporadic it became. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to try to get with a man without telling him about my cock?

My toe hit the edge of a chair and I jumped to the side, so I wouldn’t fall over the guy sitting there. But I ended up jumping into a waitress, making her throw her tray of beers aside. It all happened so quickly, but in super-slow-motion at the same time. I watched as those beers crashed down on a little table where a guy was sitting. Within a second, he was soaked with four pints of lager.

I felt the colour drain from my face as I looked down at him. He was expressionless, probably not yet sure of what had just happened. He looked down at his lap and raised up his arms. Beer ran off his sleeves as if he was emerging from the ocean. He looked up at me and said, “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He was a scruffy-looking guy, with shaggy hair and a week’s worth of facial hair. He was kind of cute, and really pissed off. “I’m sorry,” I said, taking a half step back. Everyone in the bar was looking at me now, including the stud that I was on my way to talk to. “I’ll pay for your dry-cleaning.”

“Dry-cleaning? It’s a hoodie drenched in beer, not a suit drenched in wine.” Her took his sleeve and rung it out, making beer splash on the ground. “This is just great.”

“I said I was sorry,” I said.

He looked up at me. “Okay,” he said, and then he looked back down at his lap. He stood up. There was half an inch of beer floating on his seat. “Nice…”

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked.

“You could keep on standing there—that would be tremendously helpful. Just keeping standing there watching. It’s really making everything better.”

“I said I was sorry.”

“You mentioned that.” He looked around and waved over his waitress. “Hey, can I just get my bill, please?”

“Let me pay for your bill,” I said, feeling stupider and stupider.

“Don’t bother.”

I wanted to run to the bathroom and hide until he was gone. Sure, he was being a massive dickhead, but I still felt terrible. I was still responsible for drenching him in ice-cold beer. I went to a nearby table and grabbed all of the napkins. I returned to the man and handed him the napkins.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

“I don’t know—”

“—Just get out of here, already, would you?” I wanted to hate him for being an asshole. But how could I not feel bad as I watched him pick his phone out from a giant puddle of beer? It looked like a brand new phone, and now it wasn’t turning on.

“You should put it in rice,” I said.

“You should walk away already. I don’t know what your deal is.” He wiped the phone off on his chest and he tried turning it on again. It still didn’t work. Next, he picked his wallet out from the puddle. He turned it upside down to let the stream of beer pour out of it.

I wanted to apologize again, but I knew he didn’t want to hear it. I looked back over at the guy I was supposed to try and woo, but I had a feeling that wasn’t happening anymore. I was already the joke of the bar. So I returned to my friends across the room. I looked back at the shaggy-haired guy. He was settling his bill, still dripping with beer.

“Did you get his number?” Carol asked.

“You did see what happened, right?” I asked.

She smiled. “Yeah, it was the perfect chance to get his number. He’s cute in a Wolverine kind of way.”

I stared at her for a moment before looking back at the guy I drenched with beer. He was kind of cute, sure, but he was also an asshole who happened to hate my guts. “He’s all yours,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders and took a long sip from her drink. The beer-soaked man left, dripping the whole way, but as the night carried on, I still felt guilty. Maybe I was just a guilty person.

Carol tried to convince me to go and hit on more guys, but I couldn’t gather up the courage after the whole beer-spilling incident. One big humiliation was enough for the night. But I got to watch as she worked her magic on a handsome black guy. It wasn’t long before she had her hand on his thigh, and he had his arm around her back. It was nearly time for the bar to close when Carol came up to me to let me know she was going home with the guy. “Does he know?” I asked quietly.

“Of course not. I’m telling you, you shouldn’t tell people,” she said. I watched them leave together. I was worried about her—worried the guy would find out and then snap. I kept on texting her throughout the night. It was around three in the morning when she texted me to let me know she’d just had the greatest sex of her entire life. “He was massive,” she said. “He almost couldn’t get it inside of me.”

My heart stuttered at the message. He really went for her? So she wasn’t lying—guys really were into it once they were in the bedroom?

Maybe it was time for me to try it out, to put aside my morals, to live a little bit…


CHAPTER III

It was just a few days before Christmas and I still hadn’t gotten Carol a gift. I wouldn’t have been so worried about it had I not known that she’d gotten me a gift—I saw the order receipt on her phone when I borrowed it to make a call.

I tried going to the mall, but I couldn’t even get into the parking lot. There was a line of cars four blocks long. It didn’t help that we were right in the middle of one of the biggest blizzards of the decade. You couldn’t see more than ten feet ahead of you, and the side of the road was littered with stalled cars.

My car was struggling. Busses weren’t running. The train was down—apparently it was too dangerous to operate in those conditions. And everyone in the city had apparently decided to leave their Christmas shopping until that day, just like me. It was absolute mayhem. But I knew it was only going to get worse. The snow wasn’t supposed to let up until Christmas morning.

There were stores that I had to avoid, strictly for logistical reasons. There was a little owl candle-holder statue that I knew Carol would have loved, but the store that sold it was on top of a large hill, and I knew my car wouldn’t make it up the hill, and hiking in that blizzard was out of the question. There was a little store that sold hard-to-find recipe books—Carol loved cooking—but it was across town, and seeing as it took me nearly an hour to make it ten blocks, I had a feeling I wasn’t going to make it across town.

I made the mistake of trying to make a detour, to get around the stagnant line of traffic. I went down a side street, snuck down a few alleyways, and then I got onto a clear street. It was perfect—until I hit a red light. I made the stop and even before I tried hitting the gas again, my heart trembled. I knew I’d made a big mistake.

The light turned green and I pressed the gas, but my tires just spun in place. I tried gassing hard, I tried rocking my car, I even tried putting the floor mats down to give me some traction, but I was stuck. I was one of the many victims of that terrible blizzard. After thirty minutes of pushing and rocking and turning my wheel in every possible direction, I managed to get my car to the side of the road, so that it was at least out of the way of the big raised pickup trucks that didn’t seem to notice the terrible storm.

It wasn’t the end of the world—I was only about fifteen blocks from my house, which was about an hour of walking in that deep snow. The real issue was that I still didn’t have a gift for Carol, and I was meeting her the very next day—when I assumed she would give me my gift.

I looked up and down the street and then I spotted an open sign. It was a little bookstore with an orange glow from the warm light inside. The rest of the street was desolate. It was my only hope. I crunched my way through the snow, towards the little bookstore. I figured they might have some recipe books for Carol—or anything, seeing as I was desperate.

I didn’t realize how cold I was until I entered the little store and the warmth hit me. I thought they maybe had the heat cranked to a ridiculous temperature, and then I noticed the thermostat on the wall that told me it was actually colder than room temperature. I stomped the snow off of my feet on the welcome mat and I threw off my hood.

The store looked much larger on the inside. It was cramped, with shelves of books not even separated by more than a few feet. Those same shelves extended all the way to the ceiling, and they were all crammed with books with no particular order that I could discern.

I wandered down one of the narrow isles, scanning shelves for anything even remotely recipe related. I saw the word ‘vegetables’ on one of the book spines, near the top of the shelf, so I reached up for it. I had to strain just to get the tips of my fingers on the book.

“Can I help you?” a voice behind me asked. It startled me, making me spin around. My heart throbbed. It was the bookstore employee.

But it wasn’t just any bookstore employee—it was the guy from the bar, the guy I’d knocked those beers onto. His eyes narrowed as he realized who I was. “We don’t have any books on how to spill beer on unsuspecting strangers,” he said.

I could feel the warmth rushing into my cheeks. “Again, I’m so sorry about that—”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, I’m sorry. I was having a bad day and I took it out on you. It wasn’t your fault. I’m actually glad I ran into you—it’s been bugging me.”

“Oh, that’s okay, I understand,” I said. I looked up at what I thought was a recipe book. “Do you have a step ladder or something I could borrow?”

“Which book are you looking at?”

I pointed out the vegetable book. He stepped up next to me. He was surprisingly tall—much taller than he looked at the bar, when he was sitting, drenched in beer. He grabbed the book and handed it to me. It was a book on how to get your kids to eat their vegetables. “Having problems with your kids?” he asked.

I laughed. “No, I thought it was a recipe book,” I said.

“Well, I think we have a few recipe books for picky kids.”

“I don’t have kids.”

He looked at me with a raised brow. “Or picky adults, I suppose.”

I laughed. “I’m just looking for recipe books—for a friend of mine. She cooks.”

“Oh, I see.” He led me over to a shelf full of recipe books. He reached up to the top shelf and pulled down an additional stack. “I think we might have even more in the back as well.” I looked through the options. There were some interesting books in there. They were all used—in fact, I’m pretty sure it was a used bookstore. But the added character almost made them better.

I picked out four different books, feeling a wave of relief as I brought them over to the cash register. I wasn’t going to have to face Carol empty handed. “These are gifts?” he asked.

“Yeah, all for the same person,” I said.

“You want me to wrap them? We do that here.”

“Sure, I guess so.”

I watched as he wrapped them. It wasn’t until he was tying a bow around the neatly wrapped gift that I realized he never scanned the barcodes, or even made note of the price tags. “What do I owe you?” I asked.

“It’s on the house,” he said. “Consider it part of my apology for embarrassing you at the bar.”

But I’d seen the price on the back of one of the books: $18. Assuming they were all roughly the same price, that was quite the giveaway. “I can’t accept that,” I said. “Just let me pay.”

“No, I insist,” he said.

“Let me pay half or something. It’s just too much.”

He smiled, his cheeks turning red. “Well, why don’t you give me your phone number and we’ll call it all even.” I felt my own cheeks turning red. Was he asking me out on a date? Did he think I was cute?

He was kind of cute—I could see what Carol was saying now, now that I didn’t hate his guts. He’d trimmed his beard since our episode at the bar, and his hair was now neatly brushed back. And that shy smile of his was adorable. “My what?” I said awkwardly.

“Your, uh, phone number. Maybe we can get a coffee or something,” he said. “You know, as part of my apology.”

“You want to get a coffee with me?” I asked.

“Only if you want to,” he said. “My name is George, by the way.”

“I’m Cindy,” I said.

And that’s when the urge came to tell him that I was trans. I opened my mouth and started to push those words out, but they didn’t make it past my tongue. I kind of liked him; I didn’t want to blow it. What if Carol was right? What if my chances of a relationship were better if I held off on telling him? Maybe it was better to wait until he was emotionally invested before I took the gamble… But then I might be emotionally invested, too. Was I just setting myself up for heartbreak?

“Well?” he said.

I took a deep breath. “I’d like that,” I said. I reached into my purse and fished out a business card. I handed it to him.

His face was glowing now. He had a big smile, which made me feel good about myself—knowing that I was responsible for that smile. Though I wasn’t sure he would be smiling once he realized he was asking a trans chick out on a date…


CHAPTER IV

I was a trap.

That’s what they called girls like me: transgender girls who trap men into dating them. I hated the word trap, and I hated that I’d become one. But was it not worth a shot? What did I really have to lose?

I went straight from my meet-up with Carol (who loved her new set of recipe books) to my meet-up with George. We met at a small café that was close to my house. My car was still stalled near his bookstore, buried underneath two feet of heavy snow. The café was only a ten-minute walk from my house. When I asked George how close he was, he just smiled and shrugged his shoulders and said, “Don’t worry about it.”

It wasn’t until later in the conversation that he let it slip that he lived on the other side of town. “How the heck did you get here?” I asked.

“I left early,” he said with a rosy-cheeked grin.

“How early?”

“Don’t worry about it.” But it must have taken two or three hours in those conditions. Entire roads were closed. Cars were abandoned everywhere. It was strange waking up that morning to complete silence as the streets were completely desolate, speckled with abandoned vehicles. From my apartment window, the roads looked like solid white streaks covered in white bumps of varying sizes.

I had a feeling George had walked across town, but he wasn’t saying. He probably didn’t want me to feel bad, but I felt bad. Had I known he lived so far away, I would have picked a meeting spot closer to him.

He apologized again for his behaviour at the bar. I laughed and told him to stop apologizing, and then I found myself apologizing again for spilling the beers. He laughed and told me to stop apologizing. And then we decided to migrate over to that very bar for a drink.

We ended up talking all night. And he was surprisingly charming, buying me drinks, pulling out my chair for me, holding doors—little things that made me feel like a real woman. It was the kind of feeling that I’d always wanted, since the day I decided I was going to transition. Even the way he looked at me, into my eyes with that smile on his face—it was everything that I wanted. But I could have done without that lingering guilt, that came up every ten minutes or so, reminding me that he still didn’t know that I was actually a man.

I went to the bathroom later in the evening. I looked at myself in the mirror and I told myself, “You need to tell him.” I couldn’t go on being a trap. I couldn’t keep building him up, only to knock him down later. It just wasn’t who I was. But then I returned to the table and he looked into my eyes like I was actually a woman, like I was actually someone he could see himself being with, and I chickened out. I didn’t say anything. We ended up getting dinner at that bar. It was late when I finally yawned and he asked if he could walk me home.

On our way, he reached down and held my hand. No one had ever held my hand before. And even through two pairs of gloves, it felt nice. It made me wish I were just born a woman, so I wouldn’t have to deal with this constant guilt, this constant secret keeping.

We arrived at my apartment door. I turned and looked at him. He was smiling. His face was red from the cold. He was shivering slightly—we both were. “Do you want to come upstairs and warm up?” I asked. That’s when I realized there was no way I could send him home that night. Transit wasn’t running and it was a three-hour walk in deep snow, in the dark. It was practically suicide.

“Sure,” he said.

But if I didn’t send him home, what was the other option? I couldn’t sleep with him—not without him finding out about the secret between my legs.

He looked around my apartment, admiring the art on my walls. “Nice place,” he said. “I’ve driven by this building one-hundred times before. I’ve never seen inside of it.”

“It’s homey, I guess,” I said.

I put on a pot of tea. As I turned around, he stepped up to me, slipped his arms around me, and he kissed me. I froze, panicking, not sure what to do. I’d never been kissed before. And I couldn’t let my first kiss be under these dishonest circumstances… although it did feel nice, his warm lips pressed against mine, his hard arms around my body. Maybe I could indulge, just for a moment.

I let my body relax and I kissed back. I slipped my arms around him, feeling his muscles through his sweater. He was surprisingly fit. His nose snuggled up against mine and we stumbled back slightly, into the counter. But the kiss continued. And for a brief moment—maybe ten or twenty seconds—I wasn’t burdened with guilt. I didn’t feel like I was doing something heinously wrong. I felt like everything was right, like there was nothing wrong at all about what we were doing.

And then the kiss ended and he leaned back, looking into my eyes. In that very moment, the guilt came rushing back into me, more powerful than ever. I’d just kissed a man who had no idea that I wasn’t born a woman. Did it matter? I don’t know—maybe it would to him, though. “That was nice,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said, my hands still clutching his sides, feeling his dense muscles. My head was spinning. I had no idea what I was supposed to think. I was doing exactly what Carol told me I should do, but that didn’t make it right. “Do you still want tea?” I asked, because it was the only thing I could think to ask.

“Maybe later.” He stepped forward and kissed me again. I didn’t resist. I even kissed back. I even found myself exploring his body with my hands, slipping them under his sweater so I could feel the hard lumps of his abs, the thick ridge of his pecs. His body was warm and I was obsessed with it. He followed my lead, slipping a hand up my top, cupping one of my small breasts and squeezing. His other hand moved around and eventually found itself on my ass. “Where’s your bedroom?” he asked.

“This way,” I said, taking his hand and pulling him towards my bedroom. But what did I think I was going to accomplish in the bedroom? I couldn’t let this go any further—or could I? Could I do what Carol told me to do, and let him find out about my cock on his own?

The couple in the apartment next to me had left for Christmas, and the apartment above me was vacant. What about the apartment below me? I had no idea who was there, if anyone. If George found my cock and decided to beat the hell out of me, would anyone even hear me screaming? Would it even be fair to scream? Or would it be fair punishment for not disclosing my secret?

He threw his arms around me and we continued kissing. My worries vanished for another extended moment while I pulled his sweater over his head, exposing his toned body. Then I started working away at his belt. Why wasn’t I stopping myself? What had happened to my morality?

I pulled out his belt and tossed it onto his sweater. I even let him pull my shirt off and unclip my bra. Before I could get his cock out, he sunk down to suck on my nipples. It felt good. I looked over at the full-length mirror and watched as he squeezed one and sucked the other. My breasts looked bigger that night than they had before. They were getting a tiny bit bigger every day, thanks to my twice-daily hormone pills and bimonthly hormone injections. It was nice to know that they were already apparently convincing.

He started to sink lower, kissing my abdomen. His fingers started to work away at my belt. And then I had the sense to stop him. “Wait,” I said. He looked up at me. My heart was pounding. What had I gotten myself into? I couldn’t reject him—I was stuck with him for the night, unless I wanted to be a real bitch and send him home in the frozen tundra. But I couldn’t go through with it—I just couldn’t. I couldn’t let him see what I had between my legs. Carol was insane if she thought that was a good idea. “Lay on the bed,” I said.

He stood up and jumped onto the bed, a big smile on his face. His pants were still open, and I could see the big bulge of his erection. And I found myself standing there, stiff, wondering what the hell I was going to do. What was my plan?


CHAPTER V

I found myself between his legs, my fingers around the waistband of his jeans. I carefully pulled down, slowly revealing his long, erect cock. Once the waistband passed his tip, his cock sprung out, slapping him in the abdomen. He was big—bigger than me by at least two inches.

He sat up on his elbows and looked down at me with a rosy-cheeked smirk. He gently bit his bottom lip.

I was mesmerized by his rod. It was so big, it looked so warm, and I could see it throbbing. I carefully slipped my fingers around it and started to pull back his foreskin. It was the first cock I’d ever touched. I was knocking a lot of firsts off of the list that night. I leaned forward and licked his tip, drawing circles around his little hole with my tongue while I stroked. There was something very satisfying about his throbbing erection.

I looked up into his eyes. “Do you like that?” I asked nervously.

He let a little laugh slip. “It’s great,” he said, and then he bit his lip again.

I kept pumping, drawing circles on his tip with my tongue. He was so hard—throbbing mercilessly. “Damn, you’re really good at this,” he said. “I mean—not that I’m saying you have a lot of practice, just… it feels really good.” His cheeks became redder.

I laughed. I did have a lot of experience, despite being a virgin—with my own cock. I knew where to rub that would feel good. I knew just how much pressure was enough. I suppose that was one thing about me that was obviously masculine.

I firmed up my grip slightly and I pumped faster. I got my lips around his tip and I started sucking. It was a fantasy come true. My heart was racing. My pants were starting to tighten as my own cock became erect. But that guilt never left my mind.

I wanted to tell him—but that was not the time. But how could I tell him now? How could I say, ‘Oh yeah, by the way, a man just sucked your cock.’ I wasn’t a man, but I was to some people. Some people don’t believe in transgenders—it’s just a mental disorder to them. Maybe George was one of them. But how could I know? How could I bring up the topic casually? And even if I could bring it up, and he did say that he was fine with the whole transgender issue, would he really be fine with the idea that he’d been with one?

Even Carol would have told me I was nuts. She didn’t even get this far with her men before ensuring that they knew what they were getting into. I’d crossed her line, and her line was already football fields away from mine.

Yet there I was, sucking a handsome man’s cock.

“If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come,” he said.

I smiled. “That’s the idea,” I said.

“Don’t you want to save a bit for your pussy?” The statement made my heart jump. It was a harsh reminder that he really was oblivious. He really had no idea that I had a cock between my legs.

“Another time,” I said.

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded and then sunk back down, slipping his big, hard dick back into my mouth. I sucked and pumped while he moaned and squirmed. He was close—I could feel his cock beginning to pulse, pulsing powerfully, getting ready to—

He came, in my mouth. Hot blast after hot blast coated the insides of my cheeks. I made sure to suck the very last drop out from his raging erection before swallowing all of it. Then, I jumped up next to him and gave him a kiss on the lips. He flipped me over and threw his arms around me. “I think I like you,” he said with a grin in his voice.

“I like you, too,” I said. And that was the worst part about it… I now had both him and myself set up for humiliation and heartbreak. I’d deceived possibly the first man that I’d really liked in my life. I’d lost my oral virginity to someone who thought I was a biological woman. I was the worst kind of person—a real trap in the truest sense of the word.

Oh God, I was a trap. I was the thing I hated the most.

He looked over at the clock, which read 12:12 AM. “It’s officially Christmas Eve,” he said.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

“You really don’t mind if I sleep here with you tonight?”

“It’s all I want,” I said, snuggling back into him. He pulled the blanket over us and then he threw his big, muscular arm over my body. I felt so safe, so comfortable, and so deceptive.


CHAPTER VI

I woke up in his arms, cuddled against his body. I could feel his hard muscles against my bare skin, and I could feel his big dick against my bum. He was still asleep. One of his hands was on my pelvis, just inches from my cock. I took his hand and moved it up.

Looking out the window, I could see that it was still snowing. When was it going to end? I don’t think I’d seen so much snow in my life.

I lay for a while he slept peacefully, and then I decided to get up and fix some breakfast for the two of us. I made bacon, eggs, and toast, and a hot pot of fresh coffee. As I was prepping the plates, he came up behind me. “Look at you go,” he said, slipping his arms around me. He was wearing nothing but his underwear.

I was living in my fantasy. I’d dreamed every second of this moment before—except for the part where he didn’t realize he was hugging a biological man. And that slight detail was enough to ruin the whole experience. My heart sunk into my gut. I thought about telling him right then and there—maybe after breakfast.

I brought the food to the table and we sat down to eat. “I love watching the snow,” he said, looking out the window. “And you’ve got a great view of it. I live in a basement suite. I just see a wall of white from all of my windows.”

He looked into my eyes and smiled. That smile nestled its way into my heart, making my whole situation so much more complicated. No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t spit out those words. I would open my mouth and try to speak, but I could only produce air. Every ounce of my being was stopping me from telling him about my secret. And every time he smiled, the guilt weighed down on me. I knew it was going to be bad. I had a feeling I knew exactly how this was going to go down: he was going to leave, I was going to be too afraid to answer any of his text messages for the next three days, and then I would text him that I was actually born a man, and then I would never hear from him again.

And I knew that I should have been enjoying that moment while it lasted—sitting across from him after our night together, a night spent in his arms. But I wasn’t enjoying it. How could anyone enjoy anything under those conditions, with that kind of stress?

“Are you feeling okay?” he asked.

“A bit of a headache. Maybe too much to drink last night,” I said, forcing a smile.

I was living in my fantasy and I couldn’t bring myself to make a genuine smile. I should have listened to everyone when they told me there would challenges with transitioning. I should have believed them when they said, “It’s really not going to be easy. There will be a lot of sacrifices that you aren’t expecting.” There were so many sacrifices. Sometimes I wondered if it was worth it—that morning was one of those times.

“Well, I should start my hike back to my house if I’m going to make it home in time to get ready for dinner with my family,” he said. “Hopefully they get the ploughs out soon.” He stood up and started towards the door.

I walked down to the lobby entrance with him. Before he left, he turned around and planted a kiss on my lips. “After Christmas, let’s meet up again,” he said.

I took a deep breath. Now was my chance to tell him—tell him face-to-face, so I could see his reaction, so I wouldn’t have to assume his reaction, so I wouldn’t be stuck living with that shard of hope that he might still be interested. I just had to do it—I had to say it…

“Let’s do that,” I said, my heart sizzling in my stomach. I wasn’t strong enough to do it. I was stuck with my secret, stuck with my guilt and my anxiety and that reminder that I was a horrible, horrible person.

I went back up to my apartment. I picked up my phone and I called Carol. I needed to tell her what I’d done. I needed someone to give me advice on how to get out of this endless hole I’d dug myself into. But I couldn’t even bring myself to tell her—the guilt was just too overwhelming. “What’s up, babe?” she said.

“I just wanted to see how you were doing,” I said.

“I’m good. Just getting ready for Christmas Eve dinner with the family. Is everything alright?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, everything is fine. Just… doing the same. Getting ready for dinner with my family.”

“Alright. Well, I should get going—unless there’s anything else.”

I really did have to get ready for dinner with my family, which I wasn’t terribly excited about. My parents were understanding people. They weren’t like some parents who disown their kids after they transition. Those as understanding as my family was, they looked at me the same way guys looked at me after I told them that I was transgender. It was almost an inquisitive look, like they were examining my face and deciding whether I really looked the part, like they were constantly trying to figure out their stance on the matter.

My dad was the worst. He never said anything about it—he hated talking about it. But he was always looking at me when I wasn’t looking. He always looked torn, not entirely sure whether or not he would have preferred that I was still his son. And my mom was too supportive—more supportive than she really felt on the inside. She was all forced smiles, always saying things like “You go for it, girl!” After I told her that I wanted to transition, she started talking to me like I was one of the girls—but she always overdid it. We would be watching a TV show and she would say something like, “Isn’t that actor just so dreamy?” or, “One of these days, we need to have a girls day—maybe we can go to the spa, get our legs waxed.” I wished she would have just treated me the way she’d always treated me before—like a human, and not like her ‘new daughter’.

But at least they put in the effort, and at least they were more-or-less understanding of the whole thing.

The real issue was my mother asking, “How are things with your love life? Is there a man in your life?” Whenever I said no, I felt like I could see the ‘I told you so’ on their faces. I’ll never forget the day my dad told me, “You might see yourself as a woman, and you may well be a woman, but don’t expect other people to see you as a woman.” I was pretty sure he hadn’t forgotten that day either. Sometimes I just wanted to lie and tell them that there was a man in my life and he was perfect and totally fine with the whole transgender thing.

But I wasn’t a good liar. Though what would I tell them tonight, at the Christmas Eve dinner? Would I tell them about George? No, no, I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t tell anyone about George until George knew about my secret. And by then, he wouldn’t be in my life anymore, so he was irrelevant as far as my family was concerned.

It was three o’clock when I put on my coat and boots and started towards my parents’ house.


CHAPTER VII

That question inevitably came up, and it came up sooner than expected. Dinner was just being served, and we were all just sitting down at the table when my mom asked, “So how are things with the boys?” Everyone looked at me—my mom, my dad, my brother, and my sister. They all stared at me with that expectant look on their faces, all waiting for me to tell that there still was no guy, that they were all right when they warned me things wouldn’t be so simple.

I hated that look—I’d hated it since the day I started transitioning, and I hated it more than ever now. I just wished that I could tell them that everything was great and that they were all wrong about how hard it was going to be to find a romantic partner. And for some reason, that’s what I did.

“I’m seeing a guy now,” I said. They all perked up. The room became a special kind of silent. Even the gentle background music seemed to dim itself after my response.

“You are? What’s his name? Who is he? What’s he like?” my mom said, and they all kept on staring at me, their eyes wider than ever.

I panicked. My heart started racing and I did something terribly stupid—I told them about George. “He’s really nice. He owns a little bookstore just down the street from my place,” I said.

“And it’s serious?” my sister asked.

“Yeah, going steady now,” I said. But I don’t know why I said it. I don’t know why I said any of it. Now I was going to have to tell my family that I’d gone through a big breakup, after I got around to telling George that I was transgender. And when they asked me why we broke up, what would I say? Would they just assume it would have something to do with the whole transgender thing? No matter what I told them, I’m sure they would assume it, and I would be right back in the same place, hearing ‘We told you so,’ five times a day.

“We have to meet him. You have to have him over for dinner. Invite him over—this coming weekend. I’ll make a roast,” my mother said. She was still perked up with a big smile on her face. Everyone was strangely happy for me—happier than they should have been, as if I’d told them that I’d been cured of some terminal cancer, and not just that I was dating a guy. They were relieved, which meant that they were worried about my dating life and me.

To be fair, I was worried about it, too. But seeing the relief on their faces now made me really worried. Were my chances at love terminal?

Throughout the evening, I kept on checking my phone for messages from George. I wanted to hear from him. I thought about texting him, but I was afraid of coming off as desperate. I checked my phone so much that it died on me. I’d left my phone charger at home. “Is there a charger I can use?” I asked. My mom took my phone and plugged it into one of the kitchen outlets.

Following tradition, I stayed at my parents’ house that night, in the guest room in the basement. There was an empty bed in my old bedroom, but I never slept there anymore, since I started my transition. Growing up, I shared a room with my younger brother. Since transitioning, my mom insisted that I sleep in a separate room, but she never said why. I guess she just thought that I wouldn’t be comfortable sharing a room with a boy—I don’t know.

I was lying in bed and I was beginning to doze off. I figured it would be a good idea to set an alarm for the morning, so I wouldn’t keep everyone waiting to open gifts. I reached for my phone but it wasn’t there. I remembered my mom taking it and plugging it into an outlet in the kitchen. I figured it was probably charged by now, so I got up and went to grab it.

And that’s when I saw my mom in the kitchen, holding my phone. “What are you doing with my phone?” I asked.

“Hey, you’re still awake. Your phone was buzzing and I just wanted to make sure it wasn’t anything important, or if I should wake you up,” she said. She passed me my phone. She had a big smile on her face. “I hope you don’t mind, but I invited your boyfriend over for Christmas dinner.”

I felt my heart sink into my stomach. As I reached out for my phone, I noticed my hand was trembling. “You what?” I said.

“Well, like I said, your phone was buzzing. It was a message from your boyfriend, George. He said that his Christmas plans fell through and he asked what you were doing—so I sent him a message saying to come over tomorrow to meet the family. Don’t worry—I told him the message was from me. I told him you were asleep. He said he’s very excited.”

I looked at the message stream on my phone. She wasn’t lying. She’d messaged George, inviting him over for Christmas dinner. And George had accepted the invite. I wanted to die. This was so, so horrible. There were pictures of me as a boy on the walls of the house. My parents couldn’t go ten minutes without bringing up my transition. And I couldn’t even begin to imagine what kinds of questions they would have for George.

“You’re not mad, are you?” my mom asked.

“Mad?” I said, forcing a smile. “Not at all. I can’t wait for you to meet him.”

Once I was back in the basement guest room, I phoned George. It rang a few times before he picked up. “Hey Cindy. What’s up?” he said.

“You don’t have to come over tomorrow,” I said. “I mean, my mom’s kind of crazy. I know she probably made you feel pressured, but you really don’t have to come if you don’t want to.”

“I want to come. I can’t wait. I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said. My heart throbbed.

“Yeah, well my mom can be really overbearing. It’s maybe not going to be the most fun Christmas dinner you’ve ever been to.”

He laughed. “I’m looking forward to it. I can’t wait to see you again. What are you doing now?” he asked.

“Now?” I said. “Just laying in bed. I can’t sleep. I’m too stressed out.”

“About tomorrow?”

“Basically,” I said. I bit my tongue. I needed to tell him my secret before he came over. I couldn’t handle the embarrassment of him finding out about me in front of my whole family. I couldn’t have my family know that I’d been reduced to being a trap—having to trick men into being with me romantically. I took a deep breath and tried to say it—but again, I just couldn’t produce those words.

“Don’t be stressed out. It’ll be fine. I’ve got a crazy mom of my own.”

I fell back on my bed and stared up at the ceiling, my cellphone still pressed against my ear. “You have no idea,” I said with a sigh.

“So is your mom the kind of mom that would flip out if you had guys stay over?” he asked.

“No, she’s not like that. In fact, she’s the kind of mom who would come tuck both of us in and make sure we had enough condoms and lubricant.”

He laughed. “Okay, that is weird. But in that case, come let me in. I’m outside.”

My heart skipped a beat. “What?” I said.

“I’m outside—come let me in.” I stood up and walked to the little window. I opened the blinds and looked out. There was a car idling on the street, and I could just make out the figure of a man on a phone in the driver’s seat.

My heart plunged deeper into my gut. What the hell was I supposed to do now?


CHAPTER VIII

I whisked him quietly down to the basement guestroom, shushing him before we entered the house. My heart was pounding mercilessly. I still had no idea what I was going to tell him, or how I was going to tell him. But I needed to tell him. I had to tell him before my mom got within twenty feet of him.

On our way down to the basement, we passed a family photo from when I was sixteen, and still a boy. George knew I had a brother and a sister. All he had to do was look at that photo and see one girl and two boys. Thankfully, he didn’t look at the picture.

Once we were in the guestroom, I closed the door. “Are you crazy?” I said.

“I don’t know, maybe,” he said with a smile. He stepped up to my, brushing a strand of hair off of my face. He leaned forward and kissed me, sending my heart aflutter. “I missed you.”

“I missed you, too,” I said. My mind was suddenly cluttered with speeding thoughts. I had to strain to remember what I needed to say.

“Look, George, I have to tell you something,” I said. “Maybe you should sit down.”

He looked at me with narrowed eyes, an apprehensive smile on his face. He was slow to take a seat on the edge of the bed. “What’s up?” he said.

I looked into his eyes. I liked him—I liked him too much. I liked him so much that it was impossible to muster up the words, muster up the heartbreak. I wasn’t afraid of him beating me up. I wasn’t afraid of him verbally abusing me. I wasn’t afraid of him going and telling my parents what a shitty person I was. I was just afraid of hurting him.

“Is everything okay?” he said. “Are you okay?” His smile was beginning to fade. He could probably see the severity of what I wanted to tell him on my face.

“I just wanted to say…” I said. But I couldn’t do it. “That I really like you.” I felt so stupid saying it. He sat there with that apprehensive smile on his face, waiting for the actual bomb to drop, but I just couldn’t drop it.

“I like you too,” he said. He patted the seat next to him. I went and sat down. He put a hand on my thigh. “I know you’re stressed out about tomorrow. Don’t worry about it. I know how parents can be. Just relax.” He put one hand on my cheek, turning my face towards his. He kissed me. I kissed back. I didn’t want to lose this. For the first time in my life, I had something that felt special, that was exactly what I’d always wanted. Why did it have to be so complicated?

He lowered me onto the bed and rolled on top of me. He brushed my hair off of my face and then we kept on kissing. I pulled off his shirt, ran my fingers over his muscles. When we were kissing, I didn’t feel any stress—like it vanished in an instant. His stubble tickled my chin, but I liked it.

He got my shirt off and then he started to fondle my bare tits. He squeezed hard, breathing deeply. He was consumed with passion and so was I. I reached down, under the waistband of his pants, and I grabbed his big, meaty cock. I got my fingers around it. I squeezed and massaged and tugged until it was as hard as a steel beam in my hand. He reached down and began to slip his fingers under the waistband of my pyjama pants. And then my brain clicked, reminding me that those fingers could, under no circumstances, go any further. I grabbed his wrist and stopped him. “Wait,” I said, my heart pounding.

“What is it?” he said.

I looked around the room. There was a satin scarf on a nearby dresser. I jumped up to grab it. While my back was turned to him, I adjusted my little cock in my pants. I was erect and the bulge was obvious. I needed to be careful. I returned with the scarf.

I had no plan. I was just running off of instinct, and my instinct was to blindfold him. I wrapped the light scarf around his head, covering his eyes. He laughed. “What’s this?” he asked.

“I thought it would be fun,” I said.

“But I want to see you. You’re so beautiful. This seems like such a shame.”

I put my index finger to his lips. “Just relax,” I said before sinking down, tugging down his pants, and sucking his cock.

My own erection was throbbing. I wished I were wearing panties, not just my pyjama pants—anything to hold my cock in place. I kept having to reach down to adjust it, so it wasn’t poking him or bulging out obviously.

I got his throbbing cock nice and wet. And then, I slipped off my pants. “Keep that blindfold on,” I said.

“Okay,” he said. His cheeks were red. He had a cute smile on. I turned around, facing away from him, and I lowered myself down slowly. I held his cock upright, aimed directly at my asshole. And slowly, I stuck him inside of me. “Oh shit,” he said with an elated breath. “Is that your asshole?”

I was puckering, clenching and releasing, moving slowly. He was big, and I’d never been stuffed by a cock before. I had to take it slow so I didn’t hurt myself. “Just relax,” I said through clenched teeth. I looked over my shoulder to make sure his blindfold was still on. It was.

I managed to take his whole cock inside of me, pressing my bum against his pelvis. Once I was stuffed, I started to bounce—slowly at first, picking up speed with each penetration. It felt good. His cock was slightly curved, making it press up against the perfect sweet spot. I could feel each of his thick veins and the ridge of his bulbous tip along every inch of my backdoor. I especially loved the feeling of his tip when it was teasing my tight rim, before I came down to press my ass into his pubic area. “That feels fucking amazing,” he said.

I looked down to watch his cock sliding in and out of me. It was an amazing sight, his thick girth stretching my hole wide. My own erection was bouncing up and down, throbbing visibly. I wanted to reach down to jerk myself off, but I resisted the urge—it wasn’t a very ladylike thing to do, after all.

His hands grabbed my hips and he started to pull me down with each penetration. Once he had me in a rhythm that he liked, those same hands moved up to my chest, cupping my breasts. He pulled me down so my back was against his chest, his cock still deep in my tush. Now, he was holding me down, doing all the work as he thrusted upwards. It felt amazing. So amazing that I started to feel a warm buzzing in my own cock. I looked down. My cock was pulsing, twitching, swelling slightly. Was I about to—

I came. My cock unloaded onto my chest and abdomen. One blast nearly got his hand as it cupped my breast. My heart stuttered. But it felt so good; I couldn’t do anything to cover myself. I was a limp sex toy on top of him—his to do whatever he wanted with.

“I’m going to come,” he said through clenched teeth. I turned my head and we kissed while he pounded harder and harder, faster and faster. I could feel him swelling and pulsing in my asshole. I could feel it coming.

He unloaded. I could feel every hot burst inside of me. I bit down on my tongue and took a sharp breath in. God, it felt so good. I wished that feeling would never end. I swayed my bum, pressing it hard against his pelvis, making sure to get every last drop of his load as deep as possible inside of my body.

And as I turned my head to kiss him again, I noticed his blindfold was pushed up to his forehead and he was looking down at my erection, which was dripping cum onto my pelvis. His eyes were wide, his lips parted. “I—I can explain,” I said.

“What the hell is that?” he said.

“I can explain,” I said again. But I really couldn’t explain.


CHAPTER IX

He got up and started to get dressed. He wasn’t saying anything. I just sat at the head of the bed, covers over my body, watching, trying to think of some sort of explanation. I brought my knees up to my chest.

“I, uh, should get going,” he said.

“I wanted to tell you,” I said. “But I just liked you so much, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.” It got me nowhere, but at least it was honest.

Once he was dressed, he started towards the door. “I should get going,” he said again, almost in a trance. It was probably one of the better reactions I could have anticipated. He could have beaten me up or screamed in my face. I was lucky that he was just getting up and leaving without making any sort of scene at all.

“Please don’t go,” I said.

“Sorry,” he said. He stopped in the doorway but he didn’t look back. It looked like he wanted to look back, like he wanted to say something—probably something along the lines of, ‘You’re a fucking piece of shit trap.’ But he said nothing. He just left. He let himself out and I listened as his engine revved up and he drove away.

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. I’m not even sure if I got any at all. I was just beginning to doze off when I heard my family gathering in the kitchen upstairs, starting breakfast, getting ready to open gifts. I decided to drag my ass upstairs and join in the festivities.

And of course, the first thing my mom said to me was, “I’m so excited to meet this boyfriend of yours.” It was salt being rubbed directly into my wounds.

I forced a smile. “I don’t think he’s going to come, mom,” I said. I wanted that day to be over so badly. I wanted those presents to be opened so my mom could go and start dinner so we could eat and just be done with all of it. I wanted to be back at my lonely apartment where I could be alone with my problems, without the humiliation of my family buzzing around me.

For some reason, I found myself checking my phone constantly, half-expecting a text message from him. I don’t know what I was expecting though—maybe a death threat, maybe a restraining order. He didn’t message me though. I was pretty sure he was just going to be like the rest of them—no longer existent in my life now that he knew my secret.

So it’s true—there are challenges to expect when you decide to transition. It doesn’t matter if society tells you that it’s okay to transition—it doesn’t even matter if they encourage it. You can’t expect people to accept it on a personal level. If a man wants to be with a biological woman, that’s his decision as an individual. It’s not discrimination—it’s just a reality. People want what they are biologically designed to want.

Maybe this whole transitioning thing was a mistake. Maybe I would have been better off suffering through life as a man, in a body that felt alien to me. At least I would have been looked at like a human, and not like some failing social experiment.

After gifts, my mom insisted I join her and my sister in the kitchen to help with dinner. She had us peeling potatoes while she ran out to the store. I figured she forgot to buy carrots or something. I wasn’t expecting her to return with a giant turkey. “We already have a turkey, mom,” I said.

“But that little turkey isn’t enough if we’re having guests over,” she said. And my heart just sunk deeper into my gut.

“George really isn’t coming tonight, mom,” I said.

“He told me that he was,” she said. “He said he couldn’t wait.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t think that’s going to happen,” I said. But she just kept on chugging along, sticking that enormous turkey into the oven, making us peel extra potatoes, starting work on an extra pie. She always went all out when we had guests over. I think her rule of thumb was to make ten extra servings of food for every one guest.

I excused myself from the kitchen to join my dad in the living room. He was sitting and watching TV. I figured I was safe from the humiliating reminders in there, but I was wrong. Even my dad said, “I’m looking forward to meeting this man of yours.” I thought about putting on my coat and books when no one was looking and running home. At least then I wouldn’t have to see the disappointed looks on their faces when we all sat down at the table and there was an empty place setting right next to me. Oh God, I couldn’t even imagine the humiliation.

But I couldn’t bring myself to leave. I couldn’t endure the thought of disappointing my family like that, even if they were inevitably going to be disappointed when George didn’t show up.

It was six o’clock, half an hour before dinner, when my mom asked, “What time did George say he was coming?”

I planted my face into the palms of my hands. “Mom, I told you, he’s not coming.” And as I said it, the doorbell rang. My heart skipped a beat. Were we expecting other guests? Did my sister have a boyfriend coming over? Or maybe my brother had a girl coming over? An aunt or uncle? Did grandma crawl out from her grave to attend one last Christmas dinner?

My mom went towards the door. “That must be him,” she said with a big smile on her face. But surely it wasn’t. Surely it was just some Mormon spreading the good word.

She opened the door, and sure enough, it was George. He was dressed in a nice suit, wearing a handsome smile, holding a bouquet of flowers. “Are you Cindy’s mother?” he said.

“I am,” she said. “And you must be George.”

“These are for you,” he said, handing her the flowers. My mom’s face turned red. She looked at George and then she looked back at me. I’d never seen so much pride on her face before. “Honey, George is here.”

“I can see that, mom,” I said. My heart was pounding powerfully into my ribcage. It couldn’t be. There must be some kind of mistake. Did he not see my cock the night before? Did he think it was a dream? What was happening?

George walked up to me, put his hands on my hips, and he planted a kiss on my lips. “I’m sorry about last night,” he whispered. “I overreacted. You look nice.” He kissed me again before turning to my mom and saying, “It smells delicious in here.”

My mom blushed and ran up to grab George’s coat. “Make yourself comfortable. Dinner will be served in twenty minutes.”

I didn’t know what to say. My head was spinning. But I was so happy—I’d never been so happy in my life. It was real—for once in my life, I was in a real relationship, with a guy that really didn’t care about who I used to be.

I wasn’t a trap anymore. Now, I was just a girl—a girl with the best guy in the world.

THE END


ALL I WANT FOR CHRISTMAS

Ben’s girlfriend has disappeared just a week before Christmas. She also left all of her clothes and shoes and makeup and a note saying she’s left for Brazil with a man Ben didn’t know existed. To make matters worse, Ben is sent home from work, until he’s in a better state of mind.

Now, bored and home alone with an entire female wardrobe at his disposal, Ben is overwhelmed by a creeping curiosity. And it really is just a curiosity—at first.


CHAPTER I

My girlfriend left me one week before Christmas.

I sort of saw it coming a whole year in advance, but it still took me by surprise. It wasn’t so much the split that took me by surprise, but the way she did it—a simple note left on the kitchen table, letting me know that she was gone. “I’m going to live with my new boyfriend,” the note said, “with his family in Brazil. I’ll be changing my phone number as soon as I get there, so I’m afraid you’ll have no way of reaching me.”

At first I thought I was having a nightmare. It was so absurd. Her new boyfriend? We’d slept in the same bed just the night before. She never mentioned any new boyfriend or even any potential boyfriends. I suppose she was living a whole secret life on the side—which I sort of assumed she was doing.

It was a year before when she asked me if I would ever cheat on her. “Of course not,” I said. It was around that time that we stopped having sex, we stopped kissing, and we stopped hanging out together. We were starting to become more like roommates than anything. “Why would I ever cheat on you?”

“Well, it wouldn’t be cheating if I told you it was okay, right?” she said. That question still haunted me. I remember my heart skipping a beat, my palms becoming sweaty. I asked her what she meant by the question and she said, “Well, lots of my friends are in open relationships. I was talking to Janet about it, and it actually makes a lot of sense.”

Maybe I was just desperate, or stupid, or desperate and stupid, but she somehow managed to convince me that it wasn’t such a bad idea. As she put it: “It’s the way of the future. Monogamous relationships are basically oppression.” It didn’t make any sense to me—and it still doesn’t—but I went along with it. I just wanted her to be happy, and the takeaway I got from the conversation was that she wasn’t happy with just me. She needed a little extra if I was going to be enough for her, and for some reason I went along with it.

Though I never thought she was actually seeing other guys. Sometimes she would be out late—sometimes she wouldn’t even come home until the next morning. I guess I suspected she was with other guys, but I never asked her where she was. I was too afraid of hearing it out loud. I was in a comfortable little bubble of ignorance, and that’s where I wanted to stay. Besides, our relationship seemed to improve throughout the year. She seemed to have more energy, most zest. We started having sex a few times a week, like we did when we first started dating. She would kiss me before she left for work, and again when she came home. I heard her say, “I love you,” for the first time in six months…

But I always wondered: if she is seeing other guys, what will happen when she finds one she likes more than me?

Well, that mid-December morning, I found out. She was gone, on a plane destined for Brazil, with a man I’d never met or even knew existed. And who knows how long they’d been together? I sure as hell had no idea.

Was I devastated? Not exactly. But when I looked down at my hands, I noticed they were shaking. I suddenly felt cold and scared. My apartment suddenly seemed terribly quiet. I could hear every little squeak and groan of the old hardwood as I walked towards the bedroom to lie down. Now what was I going to do?

I wasn’t too worried—just overwhelmed. When we’d started dating, there was no such thing as Tinder, only a few weirdoes used online dating websites, and I was still a pimply-faced young adult. Now, my skin was clear, I had a decent job as an insurance salesman, and pretty much every person used online dating as far as I knew—I heard about it at the office almost daily. I was sure that I would figure it out.

But the longer I lay there, staring up at my ceiling, the more I started to wonder: what went wrong? When did things take a turn for the worse? Was it me, or was it her?

There was one moment that stuck out as an obvious contender—just over a year and a half before the split. She came home early from work on the worst possible day. I was in the bedroom, trying on her clothes, wearing her makeup. It wasn’t something I’d ever done before—not even something I’d ever thought about doing before. But the way she looked at me, with those wide eyes and that pale expression…

You see, she was running late for work that morning. She rushed to put her makeup on, while I was sitting and watching the morning news. She left her makeup kit out on the coffee table. After she left, there was a little news segment about the first transgender to compete in a major beauty pageant. And I looked over and there was the makeup kit. I was just curious—and I had nothing better to do. So I took the kit to the bathroom and I started to mess around.

I’d always suspected that I could look like a girl with some effort. I was smaller than most guys, my shoulders were narrow and I had soft features on my face. In fact, bullies used to call me ‘Sissy Boy’ at school.

My girlfriend had a wig in the closet that she wore after a haircut gone-wrong, a year before. It was her own fault, really—she insisted that they bleach her hair blonde from jet black. The hair stylist tried to talk her out of it, and the next morning, her hair started falling out. So she went out and bought a blonde wig that was more-or-less in the style she was originally gunning for: a curly bob with bangs. I always thought the wig looked kind of funny on her—she hated it—but it actually looked pretty good on me. The blonde curls framed my face nicely.

I surprised myself with my makeup skills. I actually pulled off what I would call a mix between Milla Jovovich and Taylor Swift. And then I started getting carried away. I went into the bedroom and started pulling out outfits. I’d already come that far—I figured I might as well complete the look. So I tried on a few dresses, a few skirts, a few tops, a few pairs of shoes. Everything fit perfectly—my girlfriend and I were about the same size. A few of her heels were too tight for my feet, though.

And I lost track of time. It wasn’t until I heard the door close that I realized hours had gone by. And my girlfriend walked into the bedroom while I was furiously trying to wriggle out of one of her dresses. I tried to convince her that it was just a joke, that I was just fooling around, but hearing the words out of my mouth, even I didn’t believe it. I was caught. She never quite looked at me the same way ever again. And maybe that was the beginning of the end. It was certainly around when we stopped having regular sex.

I never got dressed up in her clothes again while we were living together. Though there were times when I thought about it—times when I had the day off and I knew she was going to be out. But I resisted those urges—they weren’t welcome. I couldn’t even understand why I was having them. I just wanted to be normal, and I wanted to have a normal relationship with my girlfriend.

Now, she was gone, off to Brazil with some stranger. And she’d left all of her clothes and makeup behind. I thought it was strange that we’d only been technically broken up for a few hours and I was already getting those urges—stronger than ever. And what did I have to lose? What reason did I have to resist now?


CHAPTER II

I did resist. I didn’t want to be reduced to a complete mess, now that I was single and living alone. You hear stories about those guys who get their hearts broken and then they end up getting dressed up like animals and going to furry conventions. I knew one guy in high school who was dating this girl for a while. I heard they broke up, and then a couple of years later, I saw him on BBC documentary about sex robots. During his interview he went on a long rant about how men won’t need women in the future because of sex robots. It was a sad sight.

I didn’t want my friends to see me on some BBC documentary about men who snap and start dressing up like women. I’d seen the men who get dressed up like women—there was a bar just for them downtown, called Shakers. None of them looked anything like women. At least I really did look like a chick when I got dressed up—though I wasn’t sure whether that was something to be proud of or not.

I peeled myself off of my bed and I went to work. They say that the best way to recover from a breakup is by drowning yourself in your work. I figured it was a good opportunity to get a raise—maybe I could work lots of overtime, skip all of my breaks, do everything possible to distract myself from the thought of my now-ex-girlfriend. It didn’t work. I stayed at work longer than usual, but I still managed to get called into my boss’ office. “These reports you’ve submitted are crap. What were you thinking?” my boss said to me.

So work wasn’t the perfect distraction. In fact, my recent breakup turned out to be the real distraction. It was on my mind every minute of every day for the next week. I even called a client Jill over the phone—that was my ex-girlfriend’s name. She corrected me and then I called her Jill again just a minute later. It didn’t help that she had a similar voice.

It was the next Monday when my boss came into my office and asked me what was going on. I forced a smile and told him that everything was fine. “Well, whatever it is, I want you to take some time off work until you straighten yourself out. You’re no good to us like this.” He made me leave right then and there. So I got on the bus and started my journey home, wondering what I was going to do with my time.

They kept me on the payroll—that was nice of them. I don’t know how long they expected me to stay away from work for. I didn’t see my recovery from my breakup happening any time soon. And now that I was stuck at home, I had nothing to do—nothing but reflecting on why my relationship failed.

I needed a distraction. And I had one—but it was the last thing I really wanted.

For the first day at home, I managed to resist the urge to indulge. By the second day, I knew it was inevitable. I knew I was going to be at home for a while, surrounded by that wardrobe and that makeup. I knew it was just a matter of time before I caved and let myself go. Besides, I wasn’t hurting anyone. I was just getting dressed up like a girl in the privacy of my own home—who cares?

Before starting, I latched the lock on my door—the one that can only be opened from the inside, just in case she came home from her trip to Brazil (not that I was expecting her to).

First, I put on that old wig. I looked at myself in the mirror and found myself flashing back to that day, almost two years before. I remembered how good I looked with just a little bit of makeup. I remembered how much fun I had trying on outfit after outfit. And I remembered the look on my girlfriend’s face when I was caught. But now I didn’t have that to worry about.

And now, I could do anything. I didn’t have to worry about her finding her clothes slightly out of place. I didn’t have to worry about her finding a speck of makeup on the corner of my eye that I didn’t quite wash off. I was free—free to fully indulge in an urge that had been lingering in the back of my mind for almost two years.

So I shaved my legs. Why not? It’s not like she was going to come home and see them, and I could wear pants out of the house until the hair grew back. Besides, if I was going to indulge, I figured I may as well do it right. I even used her disposable pink razors, while sitting in a warm bubble bath. I shaved my arms, my armpits, and the small amount of hair that was on my chest. I made sure I was totally hairless, save for my head. I even rubbed a moisturizing lotion on my newly shaved skin, to give me that soft glow that really separated girls and boys.

I felt like somewhat of a lunatic, digging through the closet with a big smile on my face. I was scaring myself. Had I really been supressing urges that were this strong? Was this not just some passing curiosity? Or was I just losing my mind in my newly fragile state.

I tried on cocktail dresses, maxi-skirts, old Halloween costumes, lingerie, and so on. I stuffed bras with toilet paper to create the illusion of breasts. It looked surprisingly good, as long as I didn’t try to go too big. I found myself posing in front of the mirror, smiling more than I had in the last six years that I was in that relationship. My heart was pounding the whole time, filling me with a tingling dread, reminding me that what I was doing was not sane. But I kept going anyway.

After a good five hours of blissful indulgence, I came across a little outfit. It was a sexy Misses Claus costume, that Jill had bought a few years before for a Christmas costume party. I held it up. It was made from a super-soft cotton, with the cutest little skirt and a black satin band around the waist.

My father was an alcoholic before I was born, and when I was growing up, he went to those Alcoholics Anonymous meetings. He always talked about the importance of resisting the urge—he wouldn’t even take a single sip from a light beer. Because he said that one sip would lead to one gulp, and one gulp would lead to one drink, and one drink would lead to ten. I understood that now, as I held up that sexy Misses Claus outfit. I wanted to put it on. Not only did I want to put it on, but also I wanted to put it on, take photos of myself, post them anonymously online, try to get men to jerk off to the image.

I had to bite my lip to stop the big smile from crossing my face. Was I really excited about the idea of getting other guys off? It wasn’t the idea of getting guys off as much as it was the idea of being hot enough to be able to get guys off. But like my dad always said, one sip leads to one drink. Was this really a path I wanted to go down?

I put on the Misses Claus outfit but I resisted the urge to snap sexy photos in the mirror. I decided that I would just keep that image for myself. But that didn’t stop me from getting a little frisky. Jill had a couple of sex toys hidden in the back of a drawer. She didn’t know that I knew about them. And they were still there, left behind with the rest of her stuff. I pulled out a long vibrator and I teased the idea of sticking it in my ass. I pressed the button on the back and it started buzzing. It was an intense buzz, nearly jumping out from my hand. My heart skipped a beat.

I’d never put anything up my butt before—but there’s a first time for everything. I got up on my bed and turned to the mirror. I stared at myself for a moment, holding up the vibrating dildo. I still couldn’t believe how good I looked—and I was pretty sure I wasn’t just going insane. I slid the dildo up between my breasts. I pushed it up to my chin and then I gently tilted my head forward and ticked the tip. I kept my eyes on the mirror the whole time.

After circling the tip of my tongue around the tip of the artificial cock, I slipped it through my lips. I sucked it for a couple of minutes, but I don’t know why. It was like I was a completely different person in that little outfit—like I was possessed by the spirit of my slut of an ex-girlfriend. I took the dildo and slid it down, down, down, beneath my skirt. I reached down and pulled aside my tiny red thong before pressing the dildo up to my asshole.

I took a deep breath as I watched my cheeks turn red in the mirror. I looked cute when I was blushing. I sat down slowly, penetrating myself. I had to stop a few times, my anus clenching. I wasn’t used to being stuffed. It was an unnatural feeling. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel particularly good either. I wasn’t sure I saw what all the gays were going on about—

And then I pressed the vibrate button. I watched as my eyes lit up. My legs started to tremble slightly. I bit down on my lip and started to breathe deeply. It did feel good—really good—too good. As I started to bounce up and down on the vibrating dildo, I started to moan. “Oh God,” I heard myself muttering. Fuck, did it feel good. How had I been missing this for so long? Where was this pleasure in my life before? I bounced faster and faster, plunging that dildo deeper and deeper. My blood was running hot, electricity surging through my veins. I looked down to see my skirt being pushed forward by my throbbing erection. I had to reach down and stash it into my panties to keep the illusion going. I got up on my hands and knees and I reached around back, to plunge the dildo in and out of me, as if I was being fucked doggy-style. I was a moaning mess, a ridiculous smile glued to my face.

Then I found myself on my stomach, and then my back. I got the whole large sex toy inside of my body—save for the flat base with the controls on it. I had the vibration turned up to its max setting. I got back up onto my knees as a hot blast of euphoria made my whole body tremble. Then, I let go and slipped my hands into my hair as I revelled in the amazing orgasm that I didn’t know was possible. When I looked at myself in the mirror a minute later, I saw the white cum dribbling down my leg. I came on myself.

I got myself cleaned up, washing off the cum and my makeup. My head was spinning, wondering what the hell had just happened. Did I really just do that? Did I really just get myself off with a dildo while dressed up like a little slut?

I had one final indulgence that night: I went to sleep in a piece of sexy lingerie. It’s not like anyone was going to come into my apartment in the night, so what difference did it make? One more sip… One more drink…


CHAPTER III

I spent the better part of the next morning continuing my cross-dressing bender. A year and a half of supressed urges were flowing out of me at once. I hated how much I was enjoying myself. But I loved what I saw in the mirror. I was staring at a beautiful woman—I was staring at myself. But it didn’t seem fair. As a man, I was lucky if I was mediocre. I was lucky if I was so much as noticed on the streets. But as a woman, I was stunning. I knew that if I went out, I would turn heads. If I went into a bar, I would be showered with free drinks. If I went for a walk in the park, I would be asked out by every guy I walked by.

Or would I? Maybe I was just seeing what I wanted to see. Maybe I actually just looked like a man in drag, just like all the trannies who hung out at Shakers, who stood by the street waving at cars. Maybe they all thought they looked like convincing chicks, too.

There was only one way to find out…

But I couldn’t possibly do it, could I? Could I really go out dressed up in Jill’s old clothes, dolled up in her makeup? It was an insane idea—what if I ran into someone I knew, a friend, a family member, someone from work? Would they recognize me? And what if someone came up and talked to me? Could I put on a convincing voice? I tried a few lines as I stood in front of the mirror. I thought I sounded pretty good, but maybe that was just part of the delusion.

I found the perfect outfit for going out in. It was a fitted white cashmere sweater with a turtleneck, and a pair of fitted black jeans. The outfit looked so cute with my blonde bob, and a dash of cherry-red lipstick. I even found a pair of fashionable boots in the closet that Jill had maybe worn once.  I found myself five feet from the mirror, staring at myself, scrutinizing every little detail, wondering if I could really pull it off in public.

I looked at the clock. It was only 10 AM—still a whole day ahead of me. Still a whole week ahead of me, maybe a whole month. Was it inevitable? Now that the idea was in my head, was it just a matter of time before I caved and went out into the world? And what if it worked? What if people bought me as a woman, and I had a really good time? Would that be the one drink that turns into ten?

I found myself at my front door with my hand on the doorknob. My heart was a pounding mess. My palms were sweaty. There was so much that could go wrong, yet there I was, about it risk everything. And for what? What was I even getting out of this?

I had no idea, but I knew that I couldn’t resist. It was like a drug, a high. Seeing my reflection when I had that dark eyeliner around my eyes gave me a burst of energy. Seeing my puckered red lips made me smile. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt like that. So I opened that door and I walked towards the elevator. Screw it—I wasn’t hurting anybody. It was my life to do what I wanted with, and as far as I was concerned, I had nothing to lose. My whole life up and left while I was sleeping—took off to Brazil with some guy I didn’t even know existed. Even if it was a mental breakdown, was I not entitled to a little mental breakdown?

The elevator was empty and my apartment lobby was quiet. When I stepped out onto the street, there were only a few people walking in various directions. One older woman looked over at me, but only for a brief second before she looked forward and continued on her way. That one little look was enough to send my heart racing.

I was one block from my house when I started regretting everything. I caught my reflection in a shop window. I thought I looked beautiful, but I still looked like me. Anyone who knew me would have recognized me—not that I knew a ton of people, but it just took one person to fill all the others in on my downfall.

I didn’t even know where I was going, and I was starting to forget what I was setting out to accomplish. I had to strain to remember that I was just going out for a walk, just trying to see what kind of reactions I could get from strangers.

But now that I was out on the street, I was realizing how stupid of an idea it was. It was absolutely not worth the risk. Even if I did get favourable reactions—that was almost worse. Then what did that mean? That I was justified in getting dolled up like a little sissy? I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to think that this was actually going to be part of my life. I didn’t want to think that—

I got my first smile. It was a businessman, maybe a few years older than me, walking to work with his briefcase at his side. He looked at me and smiled. But it wasn’t like smiled I’d gotten before. It wasn’t just a passing smile-and-nod. There was substance to the smile. He held eye contact for a moment longer than a simple passing smile-and-nod. He was handsome. I didn’t even really know what that meant: ‘handsome’, but I could tell that he was it. He had a stubble beard, a rigid jawline, short brown hair that was a big messy, but in a controlled kind of way. He walked tall, his chest prominent, his head up. He had a glow about him. And I watched as he passed a few more women—and he wasn’t smiling at them. But he did smile at me.

My heart jumped up in my chest. Was that the validation I was looking for? Did that mean I was pulling it off? I had no idea what any of it meant, but it left me with a smile on my face. I suddenly felt weightless, like I was floating down the sidewalk, like I could feel the sun warming my skin for the first time in half a decade. Who cares what it meant—it meant that I was happy.

“Excuse me,” a man said behind me, “do you have the time?”

I spun around in a single, elegant move, that smile still on my face. And then I froze when I realized I was face-to-face with my boss, the man who asked me to stay at home until I sorted out my life. I felt the colour drain from my skin. I felt a coldness entering into my body. I knew it—this was a giant mistake. That momentary bliss was not worth the risk. It wasn’t worth anything because it meant nothing. And it was over just like that.

“Well? I forgot my phone at home,” he said, reaching into his empty pockets as he shrugged his shoulders. It was only a matter of time before he recognized me. I shouldn’t have left my apartment. Or at the very least, I should have taken that outfit and that makeup and gotten ready on the other side of the city, gone out on the streets on the other side of town, where I didn’t live and work and hangout with all of my free time. Maybe I should have just gone to Shakers with the rest of the transsexuals and cross-dressers. At least if I was recognized there, it would never get out. Maybe that’s where I belonged anyway.

“Um,” I managed to say after a moment of crippling silence. I reached down for my purse and pulled out my phone, trying to keep my face tilted away from him so I wouldn’t be recognized. “It’s ten to noon,” I said.

“Cheers,” he said with a smile. He looked into my eyes for a second before turning to walk away. And that second felt like an entire lifetime. My eyes may have been dolled up with eyeliner, mascara, and eye shadow, but they were still my eyes, still the same eyes he looked at every day when he came by to pick up my daily reports. But he never looked at me like that before. He never smiled like that, even when I made a joke or when he was in a particularly good mood. That smile was different, a lot like the first smile I received that day. That smile suggested I wasn’t just pulling this guise off; I was making the most of it.

When he reached the street corner, he turned and looked back at me with that same smile—a little thank you and maybe a little more. Was it a little flirtation? Did my boss have the hots for me?

It was better than any smile or any validation from any stranger. There was someone I knew well, who I’d known for years, who looked me right in the eyes and still thought that I was a woman. I wasn’t like those dudes who hung out in front of Shakers. I really was a woman in that makeup and in those clothes. Maybe I wasn’t having a mental breakdown after all.


CHAPTER IV

It was the next day when I started to realize I was suffering from a developing fetish. At least that’s the best way I could describe it. I wanted people to see me. I wanted to put myself on public display. I liked the buzzing electricity that filled my body whenever someone looked my way. The highlight of my walk around town was my confrontation with my boss. I’d never felt so alive.

Again that night, I didn’t get dressed back into my male clothes. I slept in lingerie, and got dolled up again as soon as I was awake. At one point, while I was getting my makeup on, I even considered the idea of moving to a new town with Jill’s wardrobe and makeup and just living as a woman until it got old. So far, every minute that I was in drag, I was happier than I ever was as a man. Though I still hadn’t decided whether that was just part of my post-breakup mental breakdown.

And I tried to resist—at least I told myself that I tried. Deep down I knew indulgence was inevitable, and I was right. I went out for another walk, dressed in a skirt, black stockings, and a navy blue cardigan. I didn’t just go for some random walk—I walked over towards my place of work, and I did it right at noon, right during lunch break. I knew I would run into my co-workers, and I knew it was a terrible idea, but I found myself doing it anyway. The reality of my situation was starting to become obvious: I was going insane. At least I was going insane while looking good.

I passed one of my co-workers just a block from the office. She looked at me and then looked away as if nothing was out of the ordinary. My heart stuttered, but I continued towards our building. I tried pinching myself and I tried biting down on my tongue, but I just couldn’t stop myself. I was out of control. I walked right up to the office building doors with a smile on my face that I just couldn’t shake.

And as I saw myself in the glass of those doors, I flashed back to that first time I got dolled up, a year and a half before. I remembered the look on Jill’s face. That look lingered on her face for the next few months. I don’t know whether it was shame or embarrassment or just downright shock—maybe all of it mixed together. But there was no question about it—I was responsible for the downfall of our relationship. That moment was the beginning of the end. And now, I was looking at the same face that she saw when she walked into that room.

And I felt a bit of shame now. How could I say that I wasn’t hurting anyone? I hurt Jill. I hurt myself. But for what? What was I getting out of this, besides a momentary fix of euphoria? Was it really worth crashing my life into the ground? My old friend from high school—the guy who got sucked into a sex robot obsession—he wasn’t hurting anyone either—no one but himself.

Someone opened the office building doors. “After you,” he said. I recognized him from the floor below mine. He was in accounting. He had a charming smile and a nice, freshly pressed suit.

“Thank you,” I said, stepping in.

He looked me up and down and said, “I like your cardigan. It really brings out your eyes.” He smiled and then went off to lunch, leaving me with rosy cheeks and a big, goofy smile. But the smile was worthless. It was just proof that I was happier in a body that wasn’t my own, happier in my own delusions than in real life.

And still, I remained in the comfort of my delusions, wandering into the office lobby, looking around as if it was my first time in the building I’d walked into almost every day for the last eight years. Though it did feel like the first time in some ways. I noticed details on the tall pillars in the lobby that I never noticed before, gold embellishments around the elevators that seemed more eccentric than usual. I noticed a smiling young woman behind the lobby desk that I didn’t recognize. Was she always there? Was there always a person behind that desk?

I wandered around, smiling at everyone. At first I found it hard to maintain eye contact for long before fear and dread took over, especially when it was someone I recognized from my floor. But after a while, it started to become easier. Maybe because I was seeing over and over that my disguise was working, that I was unrecognizable—not just unrecognizable, but that I actually looked like a girl. Had I just been some dude in drag wandering around, I would have gotten some different looks, I’m sure of it.

I was starting towards the door again, to leave and continue my wandering elsewhere, when I noticed a poster on the wall. It was a little advert, looking for volunteers for the upcoming staff Christmas party. They needed a guy to dress up like Santa, and a few more volunteers to dress up like elves, but it was the last part of the ad that caught my attentions: females needed to dress up as Santa’s helpers, for later in the night, to pass around drinks and whatnot. Staring at the ad, I wondered if I could do it. I had that sexy little Misses Claus outfit. Hell, I could probably even make a few bucks in tips while I was at it.

But I would be surrounded by people I knew—not just casually passing me in a lobby, but I would be around them all night. That thought should have been enough to send me away from that ad, to push the thought out from my head. But instead, it got me even more intrigued. I wanted to see how far I could push my new little persona, and I liked the idea of a bit of high-stakes fun.


CHAPTER V

I wrote down the phone number and called it as soon as I got home. “I’d like to volunteer for the upcoming staff party,” I said to the woman on the other end, using my best female voice that I’d been practising constantly for the past few days.

“Do you work for The Henson Company?” the woman asked.

“No, but a friend of mine does, and he passed your ad along to me. I just think it sounds like a lot of fun,” I said, and that was enough. They asked if I had a costume and they asked me to send them a picture of myself. My heart was pounding as I awaited a reply to the selfie I snapped of myself. But they bought it—they bought me.

“Be here at 6:30 tomorrow, so we can run you through your duties for the night,” I was told.

“No problem.”

I was excited, a smile permanently stuck on my face. I couldn’t sit still. I kept buzzing through the house, making sure everything was ready for the big night where I would truly get to put my feminine persona to the test. I couldn’t wait to see everyone’s reactions—I couldn’t wait to hear the compliments from oblivious men. For once in my life, I was good at something. I felt like I’d figured out what I was meant to be. I felt good in those feminine outfits, and people smiled at me. People accepted me.

But was it right? Was it real? Was it maybe wrong to be enjoying myself so much? I mean—I wasn’t actually a woman. I was just pretending. So it’s not like I was discovering that I was meant to be a woman; instead, I was discovering that I was meant to be a cross-dresser. I was meant to be one of those people who gets dressed up in drag and marches in the parades and hangs around at gay bars. That’s not what I wanted to be. It’s not like I actually had tits or a pussy. It’s not like I was attracted to men—and even if I was, it’s not like I could marry one and have his babies. I was quickly turning into a freak. I was quickly descending into madness. I was a man. I was born a man, with a cock and the ability to impregnate women, with a Y-chromosome… I should have been embracing that—embracing reality.

But instead, there I was, staring at myself in the mirror, with a full face of makeup, my hair curled perfectly, my lips cherry-red, toilet paper stuffed into my ex’s bra. My excitement was starting to wane as reality set in. Sure, the reflection I was staring at looked like a woman, but it wasn’t a woman. It was a man—it was me.

I walked over to the window and I looked out. I watched as men and women walked up and down the streets. Everyone was in their rightful place in society. And I was making a big mess of it all. I was getting ready to go out and confuse the whole system, make everyone question everything—and for what? For a kick? For some false sense of happiness?

It was suddenly obvious that I needed to stop myself before I passed the point of no return, before I became so obsessed with my suppressed urges that they completely took over. The Christmas party would be my last hurrah as a woman. Then, it would be back to life as usual. I would make a point of forgetting about all of it. I would throw out all of the clothes and all of the makeup. Maybe I would even grow a beard—just an added detail to discourage me from getting dolled up ever again.

But I had to do the Christmas party. I’d already signed up, and I was terribly excited for it, no matter how much I tried to convince myself otherwise. I didn’t want to let anyone down, and I wanted to go out with a bang. So far, people had only seen me in jeans and sweaters and leggings. The Christmas Party was my only real chance to show off how sexy I could be—or maybe it would be the opposite; maybe I would get nothing but weird looks and a reality slap that I was really a man who was meant to be a man, like every other man.

I spent the whole next day getting ready, perfecting every little detail. I tried on every pair of Jill’s shoes. I settled on a sparkly pair of high-heels that took some getting used to. I walked up and down my apartment hallway over and over until I had the heels mastered. They weren’t as hard as women made them sound, but they certainly hurt as much as women complained about. But they were worth it. They made my ass look incredible, and my legs stunning.

I got into my adorable Misses Claus outfit, curled my hair to perfection, and added one last coat of cherry-red lipstick. I looked at myself in the mirror before leaving my apartment. I was going to miss seeing that face, but it was for the best. It was fun while it lasted, but it had only set my life back—potentially many years.

I put on one of Jill’s old fur coats and I called a cab. I waited down on the street for my ride.


CHAPTER VI

There was a woman waiting at the front of the building to meet me. “You’re late,” she said when I stepped out from the cab. She looked like a nervous woman—I’d noticed her pacing from a block away. I wasn’t even late. According to my phone, I was three minutes early. Even if my phone was wrong, I couldn’t have been more than a couple of minutes late.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Traffic was bad.”

“Let’s get you inside and get you briefed,” she said, turning around and scuttling into the building. She led me down the hallway and past the ballroom where the party was already underway. It was bumping. There must have been five hundred people in attendance. Until that moment, I was calm and relaxed. But as soon as I saw that crowd, all with drinks in their hands, my heart began to stutter and pound. Was I crazy? Did I really sign myself up for this?

“C’mon,” the woman said, reaching out and tugging my wrist, leading me towards a back room where the other girls were getting ready.

My heart was full of regret. There were five hundred people in that room and I knew a good chunk of them personally. Soon, they would all be looking right at me, staring at my face—and someone was bound to recognize me. I didn’t go heavy enough with my makeup. I went for a more minimalist look, which I was realizing now was a very big mistake. I looked at myself in a window reflection before entering the room with the other women. I could see too much of myself. My disguise wasn’t good enough.

“Are you coming or not?” the woman asked. I should have excused myself and run away. I don’t know why I went into that room. “Okay, good. Now that we’re all here, I can run you through what you’re going to be doing tonight.” She started to go off on our tasks for the night, but it was hard to focus. Some of the girls in that room were gorgeous. Their eyes were big and shining, their tits were perky, their asses were supple, their legs were long. Whenever one of them looked my way, I turned my face away. Any woman that gorgeous could certainly see through my lousy disguise, right?

“And that’s pretty much all there is to it,” the woman said as she finished her briefing. I hadn’t heard a word of her speech. My mind was spinning. My heart was racing. There was a ringing in my ears that was making me regret every second of the past week—the past year. But still, I was following the group. I was still going into the kitchen, grabbing a tray of drinks just like the other girls, lining up by the door, about to thrust myself into that ballroom full of my co-workers. I really had lost my mind…

While no one was looking, I took one of the drinks from my tray and I downed it. I watched as the girls started to walk through the doors, into the fray. I took another drink and downed that one, too. I was going to need all the courage I could get. In just a few seconds, before I even took a step towards the door, I could feel the alcohol entering into my system, relaxing my nerves. It was exactly what I needed. “What are you waiting for?” the woman in charge asked me. I took a deep breath and I stepped out.

My nerves were vanishing by the minute. Maybe it was the liquor I was sneaking in on the side, or maybe it was the validation I was getting from the crowd. Men were checking me out—some men that I knew. I was getting smiles from everyone. People I knew were looking me right in the eyes and they were still oblivious. Maybe my makeup was a good enough disguise. Maybe I was unrecognizable enough. Or maybe people just thought it was too outrageous to think that one of their co-workers was getting dolled up and serving drinks at a staff Christmas party.

Once the nerves started to vanish, the night started to become a lot of fun. I was quick to return the empty drink to the kitchen, quick to rush back into the ballroom to serve more drinks to more of my co-workers. As the crowd got drunker, the looks got better. Some were completely blatant, looking me up and down with big grins. One guy slapped me on the tush, but I kind of liked it. I looked over my shoulder and winked at him and watched as his face turned dark red.

I felt powerful—able to bring men to complete silence with just a small look. It was nice to think that I was in the same realm as the other girls that were working the same job—to think that I was maybe almost as pretty as them, maybe just as pretty. I had guys begging me to stay and chat with them. I had guys bringing me drinks that they were retrieving from the bar: much better, non-free drinks. The night was turning into a blast.

When I excused myself to use the bathroom, I nearly made the mistake of going into the men’s washroom. I had to pause at the door and clear my head before turning and walking into the women’s bathroom. After using the potty, I found myself in front of the mirror, admiring myself, wishing this could have been the way I was born. It was a shame that this would all be over after tonight. It was a shame that I needed to return to reality—but I did. It was bad enough that I was indulging once again at that Christmas party. I shouldn’t have been there. I had to be absolutely sure to get rid of all those clothes and makeup as soon as the night was through.

The alcohol hit me harder. I stumbled slightly but caught myself. I went back out into the ballroom and from that point on, my memory became hazy. I started chatting with various guys, revelling in the constant compliments, wishing the night would never end. And then suddenly, I was talking to my boss. We talked for a while. He asked me if I worked at the office. Somehow we started talking about movies. His favourite movie was Die Hard.

And then the next thing I knew, it was midnight and I was sitting in a cab, next to him, on the way back to my place. It was like I was returning to consciousness, but my body had been active the whole time I was away. My boss had his arm around me, holding me close against his body. We were just a few blocks away. I was suddenly trying to think if there was anything in my apartment that would give away my identity. I didn’t have any pictures of myself anywhere, but my male clothes were in my closet—would he look in the closet?

My heart was pounding as he paid for the cab fare. I looked up at my apartment. The light was on. Did I leave it on? Surely I must have…

“Are you coming?” he asked. He was now out of the cab, reaching his hand towards me. I should have told him I wasn’t interested, that I wasn’t feeling well. I could have given him a fake number and been done with the night… But instead, I took his hand and let him lead me to the front door.


CHAPTER VII

Once we reached my floor, I felt completely sober. I was no longer stumbling and my mind was clear. But still, I continued to lead my boss towards my apartment. I was trying to think of an out. I thought about telling him I was suddenly feeling sick, but I had a feeling that would backfire, and he would end up in my apartment making me a tea, rubbing my back, trying to help. I though about telling him I was just straight up not interested in going any further with him, but I just couldn’t bring myself to reject him.

So we ended up in my apartment. All of the lights were on—I must have left them on in my heart-pounding excitement. Though I was pretty sure that I could remember flicking the light off in the main hallway. Oh well…

“Can I make you a coffee or something?” I asked.

“A coffee would be great,” my boss said with a smile as he looked around the apartment. I had to take a quick look around myself, to make sure my real name wasn’t written anywhere. It wasn’t. I started brewing a pot of coffee, and then I heard my boss in my bedroom. I looked over. The door was closed. What was he doing in the bedroom with the door closed? I started walking towards it. “Mr. Stein?” I called out.

“Yeah?” he said, startling me. He was standing at the end of the hall—not in my bedroom. So who was in my bedroom? My heart sunk into my gut. There was only one other person with a key—two if you count my building manager. And my God, was I ever hoping it was my building manager.

“Um, nothing. Do you want to go check on the coffee while I get changed?” I said.

“Sure,” he said with a smile and a nod, leaving me to face whoever had entered into my bedroom. I grabbed the handle and took a deep breath. My hands were shaking, my palms covered in sweat. What was happening? Was my life really falling apart right in front of my eyes?

I opened the door. And there was Jill, standing in the middle of the room, staring at her opened closet. She turned and looked at me. At first she just looked confused, then that confusion turned to shock. Her eyes became wide and her lips parted. Her bottom lip trembled. I tried to say something but no words came out. There was a thick lump in my throat, preventing me from speaking. I coughed and then managed to say, “Hi.” It was all I could think to say. I wanted to come up with some sort of excuse, but I couldn’t think of anything—I had no excuse. I couldn’t even say, ‘It’s not what it looks like,’ because it was exactly what it looked like: I went out, dressed as a little slut, and I brought home a man.

“You’re wearing my clothes?” she said. Thankfully she said it quietly—probably with as much volume as she could muster—so that my boss wouldn’t hear.

“Yeah,” I said after some hesitation. I wanted that night to be over. I wanted to pack all of my things and move to another city—another country—another planet, if such a thing was possible.

“You look…” she said, looking me up and down. She wasn’t able to finish that sentence.

And then Mr. Stein was behind me, with his hands on my shoulders. “Hey, are you—oh, hello,” he said, noticing Jill, my ex.

“Hi,” Jill said. Her face only became paler.

My boss extended his hand. “Ross Stein, nice to meet you,” he said.

“I’m Jill. I’m… her roommate,” she said, forcing a smile.

“Camilla didn’t mention she had a roommate,” said my boss.

“I didn’t think she would be home,” I said, managing to push the words through the lump in my throat.

“Do you mind if I talk to Camilla for a minute?” Jill said, reaching out and grabbing my wrist to pull me into the bedroom. My boss walked away as she closed the door. “What the hell is going on here?” Jill asked.

“I—I don’t know. I was drinking, and, well… I don’t know,” I said.

“I’m gone for a week and… this happens?”

“You left me. What do you want me to say?” I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t even believe what came out of my mouth next. “I’m finally happy. I don’t know what to tell you, but this is the first time I’ve been happy in years. I know that you won’t understand it, and I don’t expect you to, but that’s just the way it is. This is who I am.”

She stared at me with wide eyes that began to water. “This is who you are?” she said.

“You probably think I’m crazy, and I don’t blame you—but this is who I am. I’m sick of hiding from it. I’m not going to hide from it anymore.”

She wiped the tears from her eyes. “Why did you never tell me?” she said.

“Because I was afraid of your reaction—I was afraid of this reaction.” My heart was aflutter in the pit of my gut. But I felt more relieved than ever. I felt free. I felt like I didn’t have to lie any longer.

“What reaction? Do you think I’m angry with you?” Tears rolled down her cheeks faster than she could wipe them.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

“Well I’m not. I’m just sad that you never felt you could tell me,” she said. “And now I feel like I’ve lost you. I feel like I don’t even know you.”

“You ran off with that Brazilian guy,” I said as my gut turned.

“No I didn’t. There was no Brazilian guy. That was just a lie so you wouldn’t come looking for me. And I regret it now. I realized that I love you. I love you regardless of what you want to be or how you want to dress.”

I looked into her eyes and for the first time in over a year, I saw the woman I fell in love with. She hadn’t gone anywhere. I was just too stupid to see her through my own urges and suppressed feelings. But she was still the same person. “I love you, too,” I said.

She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me. “But if we’re going to work,” she said, “then you need to be yourself—and you can’t be afraid of being yourself around me—otherwise this is never going to work out.”

“Okay,” I said. We kissed. For the first time in so many years, I felt that spark that we once had. I still loved her. I loved her more than I’d ever loved her before. And for the first time in as long as I could remember, I could feel her love for me. Sure, I was filled with regret: regret that I’d never been able to be myself around her, regret that I never said anything out of fear for our relationship. But in the end, those eighteen months of strife brought us closer together than ever before.

She placed a warm kiss on my forehead. “You actually look pretty sexy,” she said with a grin. “Where did you learn to do your makeup like that?”

“Instinct, I guess,” I said. We kissed again.

“And what are we going to do with that guy in the kitchen?” she asked. I bit my bottom lip. I was embarrassed, but relieved that she seemed to think it was funny more than anything. “I’ve got an idea,” she said, biting her own bottom lip.


CHAPTER XIII

Strong couples do everything together—that’s what my parents always told me growing up. I understood that now that Jill and I were in the bedroom together, with my boss. Jill was standing behind me, guiding me through the motions, occasionally sharing a kiss with my boss, usually sharing a kiss with me. My boss was into it—he seemed to enjoy watching Jill and I together more than he liked any attention directed towards him. He especially liked it when I was down on my knees, my face between Jill’s thighs. He fondled her tits while I ate out her pussy.

I have to admit, it was a bit strange at first, sharing my wife with another man. But as the night moved forward, it seemed more like I was the one being shared, and no one seemed put off by it at all. Even Jill was into it, spinning me around so that I would suck my boss’s cock. She made me unzip his fly, fish out his throbbing erection. She even held my head while I sucked, slipping her fingers into my hair. “Just like that,” she said with a grin in her voice, while my boss’s cock was pressing against the back of my throat. I gagged a few times, but I managed to hold everything down. I had my boss so hard—his cock was turning red.

Jill sunk down to her knees beside me. We took turns sucking. And then she had the brilliant idea of fetching the blindfold from our bedside table’s drawer. We’d only ever used the blindfold once, years before. It was a gag gift from a friend. Neither of us were too into the idea of being blindfolded during sex, but my boss loved the idea. We blindfolded him and made him lie on his back. Then, Jill pulled down my panties, bent forward and licked the length of my cock, and then she guided me towards his lap. I had my back to him at first, but she insisted that I turn around, even though it made my erection face him. We were putting a lot of trust into that blindfold.

It was a strange feeling, being stuffed by a big, throbbing dick. But after a few penetrations, it actually felt quite nice—especially once I got the angle just right, so his throbbing tip was pressing into my sweet spot.

Jill sat behind me the whole time, fondling my chest, rubbing my body, stroking my cock. When she started kissing my neck, I started to moan. I was deep in a state of erotic stimulation—a powerful euphoria that seemed to sweep me away. Thankfully, I was able to return to reality for a moment when I started to come—so that I could reach my hand out and cup my load before it sprayed my boss’s chest.

As I moaned and groaned in my euphoric climax, my boss grunted, and then I felt my ass filling with his hot product. He was coming deep inside of me. “Oh my God,” I said sharply, reaching back and grabbing onto Jill’s hand tightly. It felt strange, but amazing. I’d never felt so stuffed—so completely filled. I shuddered all over. I looked down and saw that more come was still oozing out from my own cock, as if his climax sent me into a second orgasm.

Jill watched from over my shoulder. I could feel her smirking. “That’s a girl,” she said. She reached around me and stuffed my throbbing dick back into my panties, fixing my skirt, before taking off my boss’s blindfold. His cheeks were red, his forehead dripping with sweat.

He went to the shower to clean up. Once he was gone, I turned to Jill. I sunk down between her plump thighs and I ate out her perfect pussy. And I’d never felt more in my element: a lesbian between my lady-lover’s legs. I got her so wet. I had her moaning within minutes. She even squirted a little bit on my face. “I love the new you,” she said after her third orgasm. We kissed. I could still feel my boss’s cum dribbling out from my anus, into my panties.

She looked over at the clock. “Hey—it’s Christmas,” she said. “Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas, baby,” I said. We hadn’t opened any presents but I’d already gotten everything I wanted.

THE END


ROOMMATE BENEFITS

Michael is desperate for a new roommate. His last roommate skipped town without paying rent, and his parents are getting tired of the constant handouts. So he puts out a roommate-wanted ad, and with a week before the new month, he’s willing to take any willing candidate.

Terri seems like the perfect applicant. She has a stable job, she loves to cook big meals, and she’s kind of cute, too. Except there’s a catch: she’s actually a cross-dressing boy. And to sweeten her application, she adds that she would be interested being ‘roommates-with-benefits’.


CHAPTER I

I needed a roommate—badly.

Lewis moved out while I was out of town for Thanksgiving. He didn’t say anything—he didn’t even send me a text message. It’s not like I didn’t see it coming, though I thought he would have at least given me notice. He was always kind of sketchy. His rent cheques were always bouncing and he couldn’t hold down a job. He’d been talking more and more about his friend a few towns over who had just bought a house with a spare bedroom.

I knew it was just a matter of time before Lewis was gone. I didn’t think it would be right after I’d just bought all of my Christmas presents—everything on credit, which I planned on paying off after my next couple of paycheques. I had just enough in my bank account to pay rent. Well, not anymore. Not without Lewis’s half.

I called my parents and begged for a loan. They were sick of me begging for loans, but I only ever begged when Lewis let me down. Hell, I should have kicked him out back when his first rent cheque bounced. I should have gone out and found a reliable roommate sooner. My parents agreed to wire me four hundred bucks—half of rent. But there was just a week before the new month, and I would have to scramble to find December’s rent.

After I got off the phone with my parents, I went online and put up a roommate-wanted ad. “Roommate wanted! Move in immediately. $400.00 per month. Please call to schedule a meeting!” And I waited, refreshing my e-mail every five minutes. It was half an hour before I got my first e-mail. It was from the classifieds website, asking me to confirm my e-mail address. I guess that explained the lack of responses. I confirmed my e-mail and continued to refresh over and over.

I got a couple of e-mails that night from real losers—people who were even lousier than Lewis. One responder asked if I would consider letting him live with me for one hundred dollars per month. “I’ll do your laundry for you,” he said. He even attached a picture of himself—balding, over-weight, almost fifty-years-old. No thanks. I didn’t reply.

I went to bed that night with anxiety. If I didn’t find a roommate soon, I would be back on the phone with my dad, begging for money, having to listen to the same old shit. “We told you that pursuing art was a bad idea. We told you just to stay at home and work for the family business. And now, here you are, begging for money. What have you even done lately? Is any of your stuff in a museum? You don’t even have a website! What artist in 2017 doesn’t have a website, for crying out loud!” I cringed at the thought of reliving that same conversation within the month.

Thankfully, I woke up to packed e-mail inbox. There were plenty of red flags, lots of strange requests. One guy had seven cats and he insisted that the den become the litter-box room. But there were some normal-sounding people in the mix. I e-mail five people back, asking them to swing by that afternoon for a viewing.

I was excited. I was about to have a reliable roommate, possibly a new friend. I didn’t get out a lot anymore, money being tight and all. Not to mention, all of my friends from art school had moved back to their hometowns—they were all broke, unable to make a sale or a commission. I at least got the odd commission. But I needed new friends.

My first potential roommate showed up at noon, half-an-hour late. He was way older than he said he was—he looked to be about forty, in his e-mail he said he was twenty-five. He walked with a slouch and didn’t say anything unless I asked him directly. “Are you from Toronto?”

“No,” he said.

“Where are you from?”

“New York.”

“The city?” I asked.

“No.”

“How long have you lived here?” I asked.

And he gave me a weird look, as if to say, ‘Why are you asking so many questions?’ I stopped talking to him. Instead, I just followed him through the apartment, watching his reactions as he poked around in cupboards and closets. I followed him, saying nothing, all the way to the door, and then I watched as he left, without saying anything. It was a terribly strange encounter that left me feeling rather uncomfortable. After he was gone, I checked the drawers and cupboards to make sure nothing was missing. I never heard from him again.

My next potential roommate was a larger woman, also in her forties. She coughed a lot and her skin looked uncomfortably damp. She grunted while she walked. She asked about absolutely everything. “This drawer—does it ever squeak?”

“No,” I said.

“What about this one?”

“None of the drawers squeak.”

“You know, I hate the sound of squeaking drawers. It drives me nuts. We have a squeaking drawer in our house now.”

“Is that why you’re moving?” I asked.

She gave me a dagger stare and then continued to tour the house. “I use the bathroom for one hour every morning. I don’t like to be disturbed during my hour in the bathroom.”

“Okay,” I said.

She walked up to the painting I was working on, in the den. “Do you paint?” she asked.

“I do,” I said.

“Well, you’ll have to do that in your room. The paint fumes make me feel sick. Also, the walls in here need to be painted. My doctor says I need to have green walls, because it helps to calm my anxiety.”

“Um, okay,” I said. She had a ton of other complaints, but I started to tune her out. I’d already decided she was a no. Getting her out of the apartment was a challenge, as she had a lot to say in the doorway—a whole list of questions (a literal list that she pulled out from her pocket), including a list of microwave rules that included no fish and no popcorn. I managed to get her out as the next potential roommate walked up to the door.

She was pretty, with long brown hair and a cute little dress. She couldn’t have been a day older than twenty-years-old. She stood cutely in the doorway. “Are you Michael?” she asked. There was something off about her voice but I couldn’t pinpoint it.

“That’s me. Are you Terri?”

“That’s me,” she said with a little hop and a smile.

“Come on in,” I said.


CHAPTER II

Terri loved the apartment. She fluttered through it gracefully, admiring everything. She even stopped to compliment my paintings. “These are yours? Oh my God, you’re so talented!” She was bubbly, full of energy. When she walked into the room that would be hers, she spun around with her arms out, the skirt of her dress lifting into the air. “I love it!” she said.

It was a plain room with a small window—nothing special. But it was nice to see that she liked it, unlike the last two potential candidates.

“I cook, you know. I can cook meals for both of us,” she said with a big smile.

“That sounds great,” I said. I was still trying to figure out what was off about her. There was a red flag there somewhere—my intuition was telling me so. Or maybe she just seemed too good to be true. I watched her closely, trying to figure it out. Though I had to admit, she was cute. And I liked the idea of living with a cute chick. Maybe she could bring over her cute friends. Or maybe we could have our own little roommate romance. My cousin ended up marrying his roommate, as a matter of fact.

“So what’s the catch?” she said.

“The catch?” I said.

“Yeah, there’s always a catch.”

“No catch that I can think of. That one half of the den is mine, for my painting stuff. The other half would be all yours—I would just ask that you not be too loud if I’m working. I work from home generally. Maybe no big parties—unless you give me enough warning, and not too often.”

She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “There really is no catch, huh?” she said.

I looked at her with a cautious smile. “What’s the catch with you?” I said.

She bit her bottom lip and her cheeks turned red. “I don’t know if you can call it a catch,” she said. “But I’m actually a boy.” The comment made my heart skip a beat before plunging down into my stomach. “I just get all pretty on my days off, like today.” She looked at the ground with a shy smile. “I guess that can weird some people out.”

“Oh,” I said. I didn’t know what to think about it. It did weird me out, but I didn’t know why. I didn’t like the idea of having my friends find out I was living with a dude who liked to dress up like a chick—especially so openly. “That’s interesting,” I said. It was all I could think to say. I felt my cheeks burning hot.

“Is that a deal breaker?” she asked with a sad look.

“Uh, no. But I do have other people coming to see the place today, so I can’t give you a yes or a no right away.” She continued to look sad, like she’d heard it before. But it was strange—what can I say? Maybe it was the fact that I had really thought she—or I should say he—was so cute. I felt dirty about the whole thing.

“I understand,” she said.

“What? What’s wrong?” I said.

She forced a smile. “Nothing. I just really like the place, and you seem like a cool guy. I guess I just have my hopes really high up.”

“Well, I’ll be sure to let you know.”

I walked her to the door. In the doorway, she turned and looked at me and said, “You know, if you want, we could be roommates with benefits.” My heart plunged back into my gut. Did I just hear what I thought I heard? And did she mean what I thought she meant?

I felt the colour drain from my face as my lips parted. It took a moment before I could push any words out. “Uh, okay, I’ll let you know.”

She smiled and skipped away. My hands were trembling and my mouth felt dry. What the hell just happened? Did a boy, dressed up as a girl, just tell me that she wanted to fuck? I had to go to the bathroom and splash some water on my face.


CHAPTER III

There was only one other decent candidate to show up at my apartment that afternoon. He was almost too decent—didn’t say much as he walked through the apartment, was well-spoken when I asked him questions, and he asked me all of the questions that one would expect from someone looking for a room to rent. He said he was interning at a law firm, had a girlfriend across town who also worked full-time, and he liked to spend his evenings with a book and his iPod.

His name was Frank, and he even seemed too good to be true, especially when he asked if I would consider letting him pay extra to use half of my storage unit, which I never used to begin with. He even asked me if the damage deposit was half of rent. I hadn’t even thought about a damage deposit, but with that I could pay back my parents so they would be off of my back. But for some reason, when he asked if he could move in the next week, I was hesitant to respond. I didn’t want to give him an answer just yet. I felt like I had to think about it, even though he was the last candidate I planned on seeing that day.

Terri came to mind. I found myself considering the possibility of living with her. She said that she liked to cook big meals—that was a benefit worth considering. And then there was that other benefit—the one she alluded to before she skipped away. But I wasn’t actually considering that was I? I mean, she wasn’t even really a woman. She wasn’t even transgender—at least, I didn’t think she was. She said she liked to get dolled up, but what did that mean?

“Well?” Frank said, snapping me out from my momentary daze.

“I’ll let you know as soon as possible,” I said.

He smiled, nodded his head, and headed towards the elevator. He really was the perfect roommate. He even left me with a list of references, including a senior lawyer at the law firm where he worked. I would be stupid to decline the opportunity. But there she was again, teasing my mind: Terri, the cute cross-dresser who liked to cook big meals.

I decided to sleep on it. And by the morning, I had come to my senses. Of course Terri wasn’t the better option. Of course I couldn’t live with someone like that. I had lived with a girl a few years before, and everyone thought that we were secretly an item. My own parents would come over and make jokes about how we should just admit that we were boyfriend and girlfriend—but we weren’t. It was super embarrassing whenever my mom invited me out to dinner, adding, “Why don’t you bring your cute little ‘roommate’ along?” It was especially embarrassing when my parents came over one afternoon while my roommate’s boyfriend was over. My mom looked at me with so much disappointment, as if I was allowing my girlfriend to see other men on the side. “She’s not my girlfriend and she never was,” I said with a sigh, but they didn’t buy it.

And what would they think about Terri? Would they think that I was now seeing a cross-dressing boy? Would they think she was my girlfriend and then one day come over when she wasn’t dolled up? My God, how would I convince them that I only let her move in for the cooking? And my friends, would they have the same thoughts?

So I sent Frank an e-mail, telling him he could move in whenever. I was excited. He seemed like a normal, cool guy—potentially a new friend as well as a roommate. He didn’t respond that day… He didn’t respond the next day, either. After a few days, I sent a follow-up e-mail, worried that he’d changed his mind. I found myself staring at the calendar on my computer, counting the days before the end of the month, before I owed my landlord even more money. There weren’t many days left—three to be precise. I sent another follow-up. And then finally, he messaged me back.

“I decided to move in with my girlfriend. Thanks for the offer though,” he said simply. My heart stuttered. I was doomed. There was no way I could find a new roommate with just three days left. It took a whole day just for a roommate-wanted ad to go live, another couple of days to get people in to see the place. And who would even be able to move in immediately?

As I stared at my computer screen in a gut-turning panic, an e-mail dinged in my inbox. It was Terri. “Hey cutie, have you made any decisions about that room? Lots of love! Terri.” The e-mail made my heart stutter. I didn’t have many other options. As a matter of fact, I had no other options.

I messaged her back. “Hey! I was just about to e-mail you. The place is yours if you want it. You can move in whenever.”

“Really? I’m so excited! I’ll move in tomorrow. I’ll be there in the morning. Is that okay? Ah, I’m so excited. Can’t wait to move in, Roomie!”

I wasn’t sure how to feel. I found myself in the den. I had a commission that I needed to finish, but I couldn’t even bring myself to start. My head was swirling with questions: Was this really such a good idea? Was the whole ‘roommates with benefits’ remark a massive red flag? And what about my friends and family—what was I going to tell them? I needed to tell them something before they found out about Terri on their own.

But I couldn’t let those anxieties get to me. I had to look at the plus side: I had a roommate in time to pay December’s rent. And apparently, she loved to cook big meals. And she liked my art. I mean, how bad could it really be? Besides, my parents weren’t bigots—they would surely understand that there are people out there that like to do weird things. Surely they knew me well enough to know that I wasn’t going to be sleeping with my cross-dressing roommate… Right?


CHAPTER IV

I paced the apartment the next morning. I still hadn’t made any progress with that commission that was sitting in the den. I just couldn’t bring myself to even look at it. In my distracted state, I knew that I would just churn out crap, and I would piss off the client. I still had a few days before the deadline and if that meant working through the night, then so be it.

I must have drank five cups of coffee waiting for her to show up. I hadn’t eaten anything. My stomach was growling and I felt nauseous. But I wasn’t hungry—I had no appetite at all. I hadn’t even slept much, worrying I was making a gigantic mistake. Because once she was living with me, I couldn’t just kick her out—not without just cause. But how bad could she really be? She couldn’t be any worse than Lewis, skipping rent and then skipping town—

A loud buzzing made me jump. I was mid-pace, passing the buzzer as it went off. I spilled coffee on my shirt. “Shit,” I said, looking down at myself. The buzzer rang again. I pressed the button. “Hello?” I said.

“Hey, it’s Terri! Buzz me up.”

I buzzed her up and once again found myself pacing while I waited for her to reach the apartment. I jumped again when she knocked at the door. The coffee had me on edge, but I don’t think it was just the coffee. I always drank lots of coffee and had never been this much of a nervous wreck.

I opened the door. She was standing there with a big, cute smile. I was expecting to see a boy in makeup, but I don’t know why. I guess I’d convinced myself over the past week that she hadn’t really been cute—that I’d just been overlooking obvious male traits. Her voice had a tinge of maleness in it, but it was still impressively feminine. Now, she was wearing a pair of blue denim overall shorts with black leggings. Under the overalls she was wearing a black and white polka dot blouse. “Hey Roomie!” she said with a little hop.

“Hey,” I said. “Ready to move in?” I felt awkward around her, the same way I felt around pretty girls—even though I knew that she wasn’t a girl at all.

“Ready for me to move in?” she said with a wink.

My heart skipped a beat. I was immediately reminded of that remark about ‘roommates with benefits’. She didn’t really mean that, did she? That was just a joke, right? Or maybe it meant something else. She was a few years younger than me—maybe that was just something kids said. Maybe she was just talking about those big meals she liked to cook…

“I’ll be in the den working. If you need any help, let me know. Here’s your key.” I handed her the spare key and watched as she skipped back to the elevator to start unloading her truck. I looked out the window and could see the little rented U-Haul parked on the street. She didn’t have a ton of stuff—mostly just boxes of clothes that went straight into her bedroom.

I tried to get a bit of work done. I mostly just concentrated on personal projects, my head still pinging with those same worries, unable to properly focus. I wasn’t making a big mistake. This was good. Now I had someone who seemed more-or-less reliable to split the rent. Why was I worrying? My parents wouldn’t possibly think that I was in a relationship with a cross-dresser.

She knocked on the den door. “So sorry to interrupt you, but I was wondering if you could help me with my mattress. I promise that I’ll make it worth your while.” She smiled big.

A buzzing moved through me, ending in my fingertips. I hesitated. What did she mean by that? She would make it worth my while? How so? Was she alluding to that ‘roommates with benefits’ thing again? “Sure,” I said. “Just let me put on my shoes.”

I went down and helped her get her box spring into the apartment, and then we went back down for her mattress, which was particularly heavy. It was a pain getting it into the elevator, but once it was in, we were golden. With one last heave, we hoisted it up on top of the box spring. She jumped onto the bed. “It’s a really comfy mattress. It’s probably the most expensive thing I own,” she said, sitting cross-legged with her hands on her knees. The big mattress made her look so petite and somehow fragile.

“It looks nice,” I said. I turned to go back to work.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Back to work.”

“Don’t you have a few minutes? I said I would make it worth your while. Come here and sit down.” She patted the edge of the mattress. My heart skipped a beat. What do I do? Do I decline the offer? Do I tell her that I’m not interested in any fooling around? Or was that even what she was alluding to?

It occurred to me as I stood awkwardly in her room that she probably thought I picked her over the other candidates because of that ‘roommates with benefits’ comment. Did she think that I wanted to fuck her? Was there some sort of accidental expectation in this agreement? “Well?” she said. “C’mon. Sit down.”

Reluctantly, I took a seat. She crawled up behind me. I sat up straight, stiff, and nervous as hell. I didn’t know what was happening, what I was agreeing to—whether I was agreeing to anything at all. She put her hands on my shoulders. “I give the best backrubs. Hands down.” She started to rub my shoulders. She worked deep into my traps, and worked all the way up into my neck. It actually felt pretty good. “You have a lot of tension in your neck.”

“I know. It’s from staring up at my work all day,” I said. She had soft hands—warm hands. She was gentle in all the right places and firm in all the right places.

“You have a lot of knots,” she said. She scooched forward, putting her legs around me. I could feel her warm breath on the back of my neck as she worked in deep. God, it felt good. She really was making it worth my while. She even started to work her way down my back, getting into a few more tense spots, making me relax. She smelled nice—like flowers.

I suddenly felt tired—too relaxed. My eyes became heavy. I turned my head, feeling looser than I had in years. And while I tested out my newly relaxed muscles, I noticed an open box in the corner. There was a piece of lacy black lingerie sticking out. It was a tiny little outfit that couldn’t possibly leave much to the imagination—though it left plenty to my imagination. I found myself imagining Terri in the little outfit, the tight lace hugging her petite body, her soft curves…

“I should get back to work,” I said, springing up. I didn’t like where my mind was going. I didn’t like what she was doing—subverting me like that, whether it was on purpose or not. We were just roommates, and roommates don’t give each other back rubs.

“No worries. If you want, I can get the rest of those knots out later. It’ll make you feel way better.” She smiled, and I’m pretty sure I noticed her wink—though I wasn’t sure if that was just in my head. I didn’t know what was in my head anymore. Was the ‘roommates with benefits’ remark just in my head? Had she ever really said it?

I found myself back in the den, staring at the work that needed finished. But I knew I wasn’t going to finish it that day. I knew I wasn’t going to finish anything. So I decided to just do some drawing exercises—working on forms and poses and expressions. My faces especially needed work. So I drew out ten blank heads and started to draw in faces.

That was what my realism instructor told me to do, whenever I felt one of my skills was lacking—tediously draw the same exact thing ten times, criticizing each iteration. If it’s not perfect after ten, take a short break and do another ten. I did my first five faces as males, and my second five as females. I struggled getting the eyes just right, but by my tenth face, I was pretty happy with the outcome. And then I took a closer look at the face I’d drawn—

A cold chill ran down my spine. I’d drawn Terri. It was an uncanny resemblance. Was her face just etched into my subconscious, or was it a coincidence? I found myself adjusting a few things, particularly the hair and the nose, to see just how close I could really make that face look like Terri. It was somewhat of a challenge, and somewhat of a curiosity. But the end product was frighteningly accurate. In fact, I don’t think I’d ever drawn a more realistic-looking face. I felt like I needed to rip it up and throw it out, so she wouldn’t see it, but it seemed like such a shame to do so—one of the best pieces I’d ever drawn, from a technical standpoint.

But it got me curious. There was a large blank space below the head—lots of room to draw a body. So that’s what I did. I gave her a body, putting her in that little lacy piece of lingerie I saw billowing out from that opened box. I tried to match her proportions to the best of my ability. I didn’t know what that piece of lingerie looked like exactly, so I had to use some imagination.

It was while I was working out the details of the legs when I realized how insane the whole thing was. I was drawing an erotic picture of my new male roommate in lingerie—and she was just in the other room, unpacking boxes. Had I lost my mind?

I took the drawing and stuffed it into a box of old studies. I thought about tearing it up and throwing it out, but I couldn’t bring myself to waste one of the better drawings of my artistic career. Maybe I could admire it years later, after Terri had moved out, and once I’d forgotten who Terri even was. Then, it would just be a terrifically executed drawing of a girl, and nothing else.


CHAPTER V

I didn’t see a whole lot of Terri for the first few days we were living together. She woke up before me, started work around six in the morning, and she usually came home while I was in the den working, with my headphones in. Occasionally I would hear her bedroom door close, other times I wouldn’t even know she was home until I smelled her cooking.

She was a good cook. She would come into the den with a plate of food for me and a big smile on her face. “Don’t work too hard,” she would say. “You should take more breaks.” At times I forgot what was really under those little skirts and dresses she would wear.

Usually after dinner, she would go into her room, or she would sit out and watch television. It was a week after she moved in when she asked if she could watch me paint. I let her, though I had to say it was a bit awkward. I hadn’t had anyone watch me work since I was in art school, and I never liked it then: the stress of the constant criticism. But Terri was different. She was impressed by everything. She would look through my old paintings, oohing and awing. “Did you really do this?” she asked more than once. I felt my cheeks turning red. She wasn’t some professional art critic, but her awe seemed genuine regardless.

“You should draw a picture of me,” she said, taking a seat right next to me.

I laughed. “Maybe when I’m not so busy,” I said.

She continued to watch me draw. She smelled different—still good—like she was wearing a new perfume. And she had that fresh-out-of-the-shower smell, that warmth radiating off of her body. Her bare thigh was touching my leg. Her skin was soft—I could tell even through the denim of my jeans.

I bit my tongue. She wasn’t a she—I had to keep reminding myself that.

“What’s in this box?” she asked, pulling the box towards her.

“Just old studies. Mostly from when I was in school,” I said.

She started thumbing through the loose pages, admiring the rough drawings of heads and skulls and hair and bones and perspective exercises. “You’re so talented,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, looking over. That’s when I noticed a page that was slightly whiter than the rest in the box—the drawing of her that I’d slipped in there just the other day. My heart began racing. She hadn’t found it yet but she was close. “But can you put that down. It’s not really my best work.”

“I think it’s great.”

“I’d rather you didn’t look through it,” I said sternly. And she got the message, her expression dropping, and her cheeks turning red.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“It’s okay.” I continued painting—slowly and carefully, now that my hands were shaking. If she had found that picture, I would have been so humiliated. It was one of the most realistic drawings I’d ever produced, and it was undeniably of her.

“Are you okay?” she asked. I must have looked pretty pale.

“Me? I’m fine. Just getting tired.”

“You should relax. You know what they say the best way to relax is…”

I looked at her but only for a quick second. She was smirking devilishly. “What’s that?” I said, my heart pounding suddenly.

She stood up, still with that smirk on her face. “I’ll be in my room if you want me for anything.” There was a strange emphasis on the word ‘anything’, like she was implying something. And what could she have been implying, save for sex. She must have mean sex, right? She wanted me to go to her room to fuck her, to cash in on those ‘roommate benefits’ she was always subtly alluding to.

She turned around and left. It wasn’t until then that I realized she was wearing a terribly tiny skirt—one that didn’t even cover her whole bum, probably picked up from some adult lingerie store where strippers and hookers shopped. My heart skipped a beat. Now my hands were really shaking. There was no way I could get any more work done that night, not now that I was left with that little doozy.

I put away my supplies and I went to watch some television. But I kept finding myself drifting off, trying to figure out what she could possibly mean, if not sex. It had to be sex, right? She was in her bedroom right now, waiting for me. And if that’s really what she wanted, was it really so bad? Was it not, deep down inside, one of the reasons that I invited her to be my roommate?

I gave myself a little slap on the cheek. What was I saying? That I only brought her in because I wanted to fuck her? No, no, of course not. I brought her in because she was the only semi-sane candidate who responded to my ad. She was the only one who could pay rent that December. And because of the cooking—don’t forget the cooking! But were those roommate benefits also part of the reason? I had to admit, I was a little bit curious. I mean, was it really so wrong to fool around with someone who looked and smelled and sounded (more or less) like a chick? Maybe she just wanted to blow me—was that gay?

I found myself at her bedroom door, my hands shaking, my head spinning. I wasn’t there for sex—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I was just there to get to the bottom of this whole thing, to see what she really meant. And to tell her that I wasn’t interested in any benefits, if benefits meant sex. I needed to put an end to the flirting. Or was I there because I wanted to see if I could actually do it—if I could really go through with it? Was I just testing my own limits?

I knocked on her door. “Come in!” she called out.


CHAPTER VI

There was no longer any doubt in my mind that she wanted me to fuck her. She was on her bed, reading a book, dressed in skimpy pink lingerie. She had one knee up, blocking my view of her crotch, and that was probably for the best. But her long, smooth legs were clad with fishnet stockings. Her torso was in a pink teddy. She had a matching pink choker around her neck. “What’s up?” she said, looking over her book at me. The book was covering her lips, but I could tell she was grinning.

“I just—I mean—I wanted to, uh, ask you…” I couldn’t manage to put a sentence together. I was staring at a boy, dressed in women’s lingerie. But I didn’t see a boy; I saw a girl—a hot girl. She was way hotter than any of the chicks I went to art school with, no question about that. Hell, she was hotter than any of the chicks I went to high school with. So was it really so wrong? I mean, it’s not like I had to interact with, or even see her cock.

“You want something?” she asked.

My lips were parted but no words were coming out. “Do you always read books like this?” I finally managed to say.

She giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. “What do you mean? In bed?”

“In… lingerie?”

“It’s comfortable. This teddy is probably the softest thing that’s ever touched my skin,” she said. “Come here and feel it.”

I stood silently for a moment before I had the courage to go up to her. I took a deep breath and looked down at her. Her legs were crossed now, so that I couldn’t see the bulge of her dick in the tiny little outfit. But I was pretty sure that I could see tits through the teddy—small tits, but still tits. Her nipples were poking hard against the thin pink fabric. I felt it. It was soft, she was right. “Yeah, that’s nice,” I said.

“So what did you want?” she said with that grin. Was she baiting me? Was she trying to get me to embarrass myself, to make some kind of point? Was she even really a boy, or was that all just a big joke? Aside from the slight male tinge in her voice, I had no reason to believe she really was a man. I mean, I was looking at tits—I was sure of it. And there weren’t any boy clothes to be seen. Maybe she just said that to tease me, to mess with me, to see if I would still try and fuck her. Maybe she had roommates trying to fuck her all of the time, and she liked to play games with them.

“I know it’s none of my business, but, uh, are you really a guy?” I asked.

“Yep,” she said with a big smile.

I stared at her. “Really? You aren’t just saying that?”

“You want me to prove it?”

I felt a giant lump forming in my throat. “No,” I said. “I mean… How? I mean, besides showing me your… you know…” I felt a cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I felt so stupid. What the hell was I doing in that bedroom? What did I want to find out? Why did I think this was any of my business? “I’m not asking you to show me, I was just curious. I mean, like I said, it’s none of my business.”

She looked into my eyes. “It’s not like it makes you gay, you know. It’s a compliment, if anything.”

“It’s not like what makes me gay?” I said. My cheeks were burning. My face must have been so red.

She just shrugged her shoulders. “You know.”

“I don’t know.” But I did know. And she knew too. And maybe she was right. Maybe it didn’t make me gay, and maybe if anything, it was just a compliment. Besides, what was I worried about? An effeminate cross-dressing boy thinking that I was maybe bisexual?

“Sit down,” she said, patting the seat next to her. I took the seat. She put her book down on her lap, conveniently covering her crotch, and then she slipped one of her hands behind my head. She looked me in the eyes.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just relax,” she said, and then she kissed me. Her lips were soft and warm. I liked the feeling of her fingers in my hair, caressing my head. I did relax, though my heart was still pounding. When she finally pulled away, I couldn’t muster up any words. I couldn’t even muster up a coherent thought. I’d just kissed a boy—at least I was pretty sure I’d just kissed a boy. But I wasn’t sure what that meant, if anything at all. And I wasn’t sure what would happen next. Was this going somewhere? Was I supposed to stop it? “How was that?” she asked.

“It was good,” I said.

“You need to learn to relax.”

“Do I?” I couldn’t take my gaze away from her eyes. How could those eyes belong to a man? Was it just the makeup? Was he some kind of anomaly? Or was I the problem?

“Yeah,” she said with a cute laugh. “I told you we could be roomies with benefits. So just relax.” She kissed me again, this time throwing a leg over me so that she was on all fours on top of me. We kissed for a few minutes before she started to sink down. She started to undo my belt. I was already rock-hard, and I was embarrassed about it. I was afraid of her thinking that I was really aroused, fully erect before she even touched me. But there wasn’t anything I could do about it, save for stopping her, which was the last thing I wanted to do.

So I let her pull away my belt. I let her unzip my fly, and I even raised my hips up so she could tug down my pants. Her eyes opened wide at the sight of my throbbing erection. She slipped her fingers under it and lifted it up, mesmerized by it. “You’re big,” she said with a grin in her voice.

“Thanks.”

She looked up at me. “So you don’t care that I’m a boy?” she said.

My heart stuttered and that lump returned to my throat. “No,” I said, but I don’t know if I believed it. The fact that those words alone made me tense up should have been enough of an answer for her.

“Are you lying?” she asked, teasing the tip of my cock with the tip of her pointer finger. God, it felt good; boy or girl, it felt so damn good.

I let out an elated breath. “I don’t care,” I said. “Really.”

“Because, and don’t get me wrong, I’ll happily play with your cock whenever you want, but the term is ‘roommates with benefits’, ‘not roommate with benefits’.” She grinned big.

“Yeah, of course,” I said, but I had no idea what I was agreeing to.

“You’re sure?” she said again. My heart was pounding.

“I’m sure.”

She smiled and sat up. She repositioned herself so that she was sitting on my lap, with my cock right in front of her crotch. Then, she pulled the crotch of her lingerie aside, letting her cock fall out. So it was true—she was actually a man. She may have made one hell of a convincing woman, but at the end of the day, she was a man. “I’m not nearly as big as you,” she said with a shy laugh.

I was speechless, frozen stiff, unsure of what I was supposed to do. Was I really going to go through with this? What was my other choice—to say ‘hell no!’ and look like a giant hypocrite? It’s not like anyone had to find out. It would stay between the two of us. And as long as I kept my eyes up, on her beautiful face and amazing body, then it was fine, right? I didn’t have to look at the cock.

But I couldn’t help it; especially once she pressed her rod up against mine. She took both in one hand and began to stroke. My cock was pressed up against another cock. Even with her added elevation, sitting up on my lap, I still towered over her. 

But the worst part about it all was that it felt good—amazing, even. Her warm, throbbing tip was pressed right against the underside of my tip, right on the sweet spot, and she sure as hell knew how to work a dick. I hated how good it felt. I wanted to be disgusted by every second of it, but I just loved the way it felt too much. And she was looking me in the eyes, making me weak, making me even hornier, and making me think that there was nothing wrong with what was happening.

And maybe there wasn’t anything wrong with it—just two roommates fooling around, pleasuring one another. Is that so wrong? Oh God, of course it was wrong, but I couldn’t put a stop to it. I couldn’t pull myself away from that glorious euphoria that was starting to pulse in my dick. I couldn’t keep my eyes away from her perfect little body in that cute pink lingerie.

When she leaned forward, I couldn’t resist kissing her. Our lips locked and I let her stick her tongue into my mouth while she continued to jerk both of our cocks. “Does that feel good?” she asked.

“Yeah, don’t stop,” I said.

“Are you going to come? Don’t you want to stick it in my ass?” she asked with a grin.

I didn’t realize that was an option, but it was too late—I was close to coming, and I didn’t want her to stop jerking. “Sorry, I’m going to come,” I said.

“I want you to come on my dick,” she said. “And then I want you to suck it off.”

My heart was pounding. “Okay,” I said, and then I started to come. She aimed my cock right at her shaft. I couldn’t believe what I’d agreed to, and I couldn’t believe that I was actually shaking with excitement as soon as she started to shimmy up my body, getting her rod up to my lips. I opened my mouth and she stuck her cum-covered cock in.

I closed my eyes and sucked. In the moment, everything seemed right. I didn’t question anything. I loved the way her throbbing erection felt against my tongue. “Don’t stop, you’re going to make me come,” she said, bending over, letting her soft hair tickle my face. I could feel her rod hardening, throbbing more intensely. She really was about to come in my mouth, and I was going to let her!

What I couldn’t fit in my mouth, I stroked with my hand. I squeezed tight when she started to moan, and then her hot load started to blast into my mouth. I took every shot on the tongue, and I swallowed all of it. I even sucked the very last drop out of her sissy cock.

And then I realized what I’d just done. I’d just fucked my sissy, cross-dressing roommate.


CHAPTER VII

Sure, I felt weird about it—who wouldn’t? I don’t think it’s considered normal to have sexual relations with your cross-dressing roommate, but why shouldn’t it be normal? If both parties are consenting and no one is getting hurt, then what’s the big deal?

We went at it again the next night. She came into the den and started rubbing my shoulders. We kissed for a bit, and then I said, “I really want to right now, believe me, but I have to finish this commission by tonight.”

“Then keep working,” she said, and then she sunk down between my legs and sucked me off while I kept on working. Of course I didn’t actually get anything done—not once my cock was out and in her mouth. I put my brush down and I nestled my fingers into her hair, and she got me to unload in her mouth. She went to bed with a big smile on her face and I kept working.

And the fooling around had the added bonus of stress relief. I was less stressed out than I had been in months—maybe years. I felt relaxed. I felt like I was getting more work done—and better work, too. I wasn’t worrying about rent, and I hardly ever had to worry about what I was going to eat for dinner. And every tedious day seemed to go by quicker as I had her to look forward to.

I woke up early one morning, before my alarm went off. I heard her getting ready in the other room. She was up earlier than usual. I had the idea of getting up to make her a bit of breakfast, to take a bit of stress off of her plate, and to give back a little bit. I felt like she was doing everything for me, and I hadn’t been doing much for her.

So I quickly put on a pair of pyjamas and I went to the kitchen. I moved quietly, to make it somewhat of a surprise. I liked the smiling face she made when she was pleasantly surprised. As I opened the cupboard to grab a pan, I heard her bedroom door open. I turned just as she stepped into the kitchen. But she wasn’t she at all—

His hair was tied up in a bun and he wasn’t wearing any makeup. He was wearing a buttoned-up dress shirt and a tie, with a pair of slacks and dress shoes. He froze as he saw me, and I found myself frozen as well. I hardly recognized him. In fact, for a brief second, I considered the possibility that Terri had a boy stay the night, and I hadn’t noticed. But the resemblance was there upon closer inspection. I was looking at Terri in his natural state.

“Hey,” I finally managed to say through my initial shock.

“Hi,” he said, speaking softly, somewhere between his female voice and a proper male voice. His face was pale, his cheeks red. “Why are you up so early?”

“Uh, I was just feeling hungry. I thought I would make myself something to eat before work,” I said, lying. But I couldn’t carry on with my initial plan to cook her a nice breakfast, because she wasn’t there. That may have been Terri standing in front of me, but it wasn’t the same person I wanted to cook breakfast for—it wasn’t the same person I wanted to make smile. “You off to work?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’ll see you later.” He left without eating a bite. He was probably feeling humiliated. He probably didn’t want me seeing him like that—which explained why he was always so quiet and sneaky when he came home from work in the afternoons.

I put the pan back and I went back to my room, hoping to get another hour or two of sleep before starting work. But I didn’t fall back asleep. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to sleep again. That man I saw in my kitchen—I’d fooled around sexually with that man. That was the real man behind the makeup, under the dresses and the skirts and the lingerie. Sure, he had an effeminate look to him, but he was still a man—and I’d had sex with him multiple times.

I felt sick. I felt deceived. But I wasn’t deceived—he’d told me that he was a man, before I even asked him to move in… But that only made me feel worse. I wasn’t deceived; I’d fooled around with him knowingly. The problem was me—not him.

Once the sun was beaming through my window, I got up. I knew falling back asleep wasn’t going to happen. I also knew that work wasn’t going to happen, but I tried anyway. I sat in front of that work-in-progress and I stared at it blankly, unable to focus. It wasn’t long before I pulled that drawing out from my box of studies, and I found myself staring at her face. How could a man turn himself into such a convincing woman? Could any man do it, or was it a special skill that Terri had?

I put the drawing back and stuffed the box away, under my desk. It made no sense at all.

I hardly got anything done that day before I heard the door open. I became tense as I heard Terri move from the entrance to his bedroom. And then I listened carefully as he rummaged around in his room. He was in there for a good half-an-hour before he finally emerged as a woman. But she didn’t come to visit me in my den like she usually did. Instead, she went straight to the kitchen to cook up a meal, and she stayed in there until it was done. She only briefly poked her head into the den to let me know there was a pot of soup on the stove that I was welcome to help myself to.

I forced a smile and said, “Thank you,” and I watched her recede back into her room. She was embarrassed, and I felt bad. I felt bad for her and I felt bad for myself. But I was grateful for the reality slap—I needed it. I’d been messing around with a cross-dressing boy, and that wasn’t right.

I did my best to avoid her for the next few days. I found myself walking up earlier, soon as her quiet alarm went off in her room. I could barely hear it through the walls, but apparently it was enough to wake me up. And then I found myself listening as she got ready. I wasn’t brave enough to leave my room, afraid of seeing her in her natural form again. It just wasn’t natural to me. It seemed so unnatural. I couldn’t understand it. I couldn’t understand why she didn’t just go to work as a lady, if she was going to live the rest of her life as a woman.

Whenever I heard her come home, I made a point of staying in the den, keeping my eyes on my work. I was even too afraid of looking back and catching her on her way from the front door to her bedroom. Strangely, I felt more relaxed once I knew that she was dolled up for the evening. I could look at her when she was dolled up. And when she was dolled up, it was a nice reminder that I wasn’t crazy—she really was pretty in her little outfits and makeup.

She stopped asking me to fool around with her. She wasn’t even alluding to it. She was too embarrassed.

It was a few weeks before Christmas when I got a call from my mother, letting me know that my parents were going to be making a surprise visit in just a couple of days. “We want to see what you’ve been up to. We never hear from you anymore,” she said.

“I’m going to be really busy, mom,” I said over the phone. “I probably won’t have a lot of time to hang out.”

“That’s fine. We just want to see that you’re still alive, that’s all. By the way, did you ever find a new roommate?”

My heart stuttered. “Uh, yeah,” I said.

“Is he nice? Does he pay his rent on time?”

“It’s a she, and yeah she does.”

“A she, huh? Well now we really have to come and visit,” my mom said with a grin in her voice.

“It’s not like that, mom,” I said.

“Okay, if you say so.”

“It’s really not.”

I wasn’t looking forward to the visit. I wished I would have just told my parents that my roommate was a guy. Then I could have told Terri to hide stay out of character and hide her little outfits and makeup while my parents were over. Now, I had a whole new load of nonsense to deal with.


CHAPTER VIII

I meant to tell Terri about my parents’ upcoming visit that night. I even found myself standing outside of her bedroom, trying to piece together the proper words in my head. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Every time I reached for the doorknob, my hands would start to shake. I was terrified that I would open the door and see her in lingerie on the bed. And I was more terrified that I would find myself attracted to her, even now that I knew what she really looked like under the makeup.

So I didn’t tell her that night, and the next night also turned out to be a bust. Again, I found myself panicking when she was nearby. I could hear her preparing dinner in the kitchen. I got up and walked to the kitchen, and ended up getting myself a glass of water when she asked me, “What’s up?” I already had a glass of water with me in the den. Now I had two. “You could have just called and I could have brought you one,” she said.

“I didn’t want to bother you.” I forced a smile.

The next day came—the day before my parents’ visit. I had to tell Terri that they were coming. I had to tell her so that she knew to stay away—maybe I would even pay for her to stay at a hotel, my treat. Or just tell her not to open her mouth, pretend to be a mute, so my parents didn’t know her reality. Because aside from her voice, she was practically undetectable. Even knowing she was really a man, I couldn’t see any signs of manliness. It was just that masculine tinge in her voice.

I kept telling myself that I would tell her. I even considered sending her a text message—at least then I didn’t have to confront her face to face. But how would that make me look? Like a complete coward?

My parents arrived earlier than expected the next day, while Terri was still out at work. The buzzing of my buzzer made my heart plunge into my gut. Terri was still oblivious to my parents’ visit. I brought my parents up to my apartment. My parents hadn’t seen that apartment before, so we started with a tour. It wasn’t five minutes before my mother asked, “Is your girlfriend home?”

“She’s not my girlfriend, mom,” I said. That trembling was already starting in my hands.

“Oh, right,” she said with a grin. There was no sense in fighting it, as long as I made sure they never crossed paths with Terri. “Well, we would love to meet your ‘roommate’ then,” she said.

“Sure, you can meet her when she’s done work, but we’ll probably be out by then.” My plan was to take my parents out, to show them around town, and to get dinner at some restaurant on the other side of the city—to kill time so I could figure out what I was going to do with Terri. My hope was that my parents would be tired after dinner, and they would go straight back to their hotel, giving me the rest of the night to explain the situation to Terri. But my mom seemed determined to meet my ‘roommate’, and I was starting to worry that no amount of tiredness would stop her from returning to my apartment for that opportunity.

I sent Terri a text message while I was out with my parents. “Just so you know, my parents made a surprise visit today. My mom wants to meet you,” I said, hoping she would understand the rest of the message, so I didn’t have to outright say it and end up looking like a complete ass.

It was ten minutes later when I got a message back. “I want to meet your mom!” Terri wrote. My heart stuttered.

I spent the better half of the next hour trying to explain the situation. The best I could come up with was, “She thinks that you’re my girlfriend. I can’t seem to convince her otherwise. She’s stubborn. I don’t want things to be awkward, if you know what I mean.” I thought the message was innocent enough, while still getting my point across.

Unfortunately, her message didn’t help me in knowing whether or not she understood what I was getting at. “Sounds like fun. Got it!” she wrote.

I badly wanted to send another message saying something along the lines of ‘Pretend to be sick,’ or ‘If I give you a hundred bucks, will you go check into a motel?’ But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Terri’s life was already hard enough. She didn’t need her roommate treating her like a total embarrassment. So I left it at that and hoped to God that she really did understand that I couldn’t have my mother knowing that she was really a boy. It was bad enough my mother assumed we were an item.

I hardly ate anything during dinner, even though my plate cost thirty-five bucks. I struggled to focus on my parents’ conversation, my anxieties fluttering around in my brain and in my gut. Would my parents still think that I was dating Terri if they found out she was a cross-dresser? Or did they know me well enough to know that I would never do that…

My dad looked tired after dinner. “Let’s take a cab back to your hotel, and I can walk back to my apartment from there,” I said.

“Nonsense. Let’s go back to your apartment for a bit. I want to meet this lady friend of yours,” my mom said. My dad didn’t protest.

“Again, she’s just my roommate,” I said.

“Okay, dear,” she said with a smile. We got a cab and started back towards my apartment. My stomach was full of nausea. We were driving towards a disaster, a humiliation that I would end up living with for the rest of my life. Why couldn’t I have just told Terri to be a boy for the duration of the visit? Why couldn’t I have just had the courage to speak to her honestly, to avoid this whole catastrophe?

My legs were trembling as we made our way up the elevator to my apartment. As we walked up to my door, my heart was pounding loudly—I was surprised my parents couldn’t hear it. I stuck the key in the lock and took a deep breath. Here goes nothing…


CHAPTER IX

The apartment smelled of fresh baking and lavender. The floors shined with a fresh clean. Even the baseboards seemed to shine brighter than ever before. “Oh, that smells nice,” my mom said. “Looks like you’ve got quite the keeper on your hands.”

I forced a smile. “Right…” I said.

I could hear the joyful humming of Terri coming from the kitchen. So I guess she wasn’t going the mute route. Which meant that all I could do was pray that my parents didn’t catch on to her not-quite-convincing voice. I mean, it wasn’t until she told me that she was really a boy that I caught on. But maybe my parents would catch on sooner. They did think that they were meeting my girlfriend, after all, not just some random person replied to an online roommate wanted ad.

We went around the corner and there she was, dressed in a cute old-fashioned dress and a baking apron. She had a bow tied into her hair, and she’d gone all-out with her makeup: dark around the eyes, lots of blush, bright red lipstick. “Well hello there,” she said with a big smile. I tried to hear that masculinity in her voice, but I couldn’t pick it out—maybe I’d just gotten too used to it.

My mother introduced herself, and then she introduced my father. Terri went in for the hug, and she squeezed tight. “I’ve heard so much about you!” she said.

“Really?” my mom asked.

“All good things—I promise,” Terri said. She turned around and bent over to open up the oven. Her short skirt rode up, exposing the base of her bum. I felt my face turning pale. I noticed my dad sneaking a peek before Terri emerged with a tray of cookies. “They’re fresh—maybe just give them a minute to cool off,” she said.

“So I’ve been told that you and my son are just roommate,” my mom said with a big grin. I didn’t think my face could turn any paler, but it managed to.

“Is that what he said?” Terri said with a matching grin.

“Terri works pretty early in the morning, so she’s probably wanting to get to sleep,” I said. “Maybe we shouldn’t keep her up.”

“I don’t mind. And besides, I’m not tired,” Terri said, looking at me. I gave her a look that said everything I wanted to say: I don’t like where this is going. She winked at me. Was this fun for her? Did she like torturing me? Or was this like an acting exercise—trying to see how convincing she could be? Whatever was going on, I didn’t like it.

“We won’t stay long. Plus it would be rude to leave without trying one of Terri’s cookies,” my mom said.

Everyone migrated over to the living room. Terri put her cookies on a plate and placed the plate on the coffee table. For the next hour, they all chatted, and the whole time, I sat there tense, waiting for my parents to clue in at any second. I wasn’t so much worried about my dad—he seemed completely oblivious. My mom seemed oblivious as well, but she was a woman, and women are more intuitive than men. One tiny slip and my mom would have caught on. And making her think that we weren’t an item was impossible now—Terri had made sure they thought we were a couple without having to say it. I wasn’t sure whether I was angry with her, or just happy that she was successfully convincing my parents she was a woman.

I started to relax after about an hour. My parents were just as oblivious as ever, and there were no signs that their impressions were going to change. I finally allowed myself to take a deep breath. I tried a cookie. The cookies were good. Everything Terri made was good. She smiled at me from across the living room and I smiled back. Maybe she did know what she was doing. Maybe this was the best thing for me—my parents would go home thinking that I was moving ahead in life: living with a stable partner, no longer asking for rent hand-outs…

I noticed my dad dozing off. My mom’s eyes were heavy as well. “Should we get you guys in a cab, so you can get back to your hotel?” I said.

“They can stay here,” Terri said. “The couch pulls out, right?”

I was surprised when my parents agreed with Terri. “That’s a great idea—as long as it’s not inconvenient for the two of you,” they both said. I wasn’t too concerned about it. If they hadn’t figured out that she was actually a boy yet, they probably wouldn’t by spending a night on the couch-bed. So we pulled out the bed, set it up with some fresh sheets, and we hugged my parents goodnight.

I went to brush my teeth and then I headed towards my room. But I stopped outside of Terri’s room. I figured I would slip in and say thanks. I decided not to knock, worried my parents would hear. I didn’t want them seeing me slipping into her room. I still wanted to leave them with a bit of doubt that we were dating, in case they did find out—though that seemed unlikely now. I carefully opened the door and slipped inside. And then I saw her, with her back to me. She was getting into a sexy little satin romper. It was a low cut, super short. Had she not been wearing matching satin panties, her cock would have been hanging out in plain sight.

She turned and looked at me, and she smiled. I closed the door quietly, my heart pounding. “Do you need something?” she asked.

“I just came to, uh, say thank you.” But now that I saw her in the sexy little number, I couldn’t stop myself. I went up to her and kissed her, slipping my hands around her, feeling her satin-clad curves and then her bare ass. I was not strong. My morals were crumbling before my eyes, but I could do nothing about it. I wanted her. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to feel her. I didn’t want to think of her the way I saw her that morning, before she left for work. In that moment, that person didn’t exist. There was only the sexy minx in my arms.

I laid her down on the bed, crawled on top of her. She moaned gently and I put a finger to her lips. “Shh,” I said. Our walls were thin and I didn’t want my parents to hear. We kept kissing. I felt her bulge hardening against my pelvis. I rubbed myself against it, making it harder. I brought her legs up around me. I kissed her legs. I kissed all the way up to her panties, and then I fished her little cock out. I sucked it until it was throbbing violently. My whole body was shaking. “Eat out my asshole,” she whispered, so I did. With one hand, I held up her ball sack; with the other, I held aside her panties. And with my tongue, I dug into her asshole. I got her wet. I made her squirm. I had her on the verge of moaning.

And then she pulled me up. I got out of my pants quickly. “Fuck my asshole,” she whispered. She reached down and grabbed my raging erection. She pressed my tip up to her wet, puckering hole. She pressed it in as much as she could, leaving the rest up to me. I pushed in. I had to put my hand on her mouth to stop her from moaning out loud. She gently bit down on my fingers.

I started to thrust.

My heart was aflutter. I didn’t know how to feel. I knew exactly what I was fucking. I’d seen her without the makeup and without the lingerie. But for some reason, I just didn’t care. I got my cock so deep in that ass that she had to clench the bed sheets tightly to stop herself from screaming. And I pounded so hard; it was amazing that the slapping didn’t wake my parents up.

I found myself mesmerized by her hard dick. I reached down and I slipped my fingers around it. I stroked it, watching her bulbous tip emerging constantly from her foreskin. I wanted to make her cum all over her chest.

I squeezed her chest. She really did have breasts—small breasts. On her nightstand I could see orange pill bottles. She must have been taking hormones, transitioning. Maybe she wasn’t just a cross-dresser. Maybe she was a transgender, working towards becoming a real woman. But would she be a real woman? As far as I was concerned, she was a real woman. She was the most real woman I’d ever seen.

I had to bring my hand back to her mouth as she started to moan again. She bit down on my fingers and looked me in the eyes with a strained look. At first I thought I was hurting her, and then I felt her cock bulging. I looked down. She was coming on herself. It was a glorious sight. Her whole body trembled as streams of warm whiteness crossed her chest. The sight was enough to bring me to my own orgasm. I came deep inside of her anus. And my God, did it feel amazing.

And once it was done, I was beat. I fell down next to her and stared into her eyes. Could this work? Could we be an item? I couldn’t see myself with anyone else. I didn’t want to see myself with anyone else.

For the first night, we slept together: her in my arms, cuddled into my body. For the first night since she moved in, I slept like a baby, with a big smile on my face.


CHAPTER X

I woke up when Terri was slipping out from my arms. Her alarm was going off. It was time for her to go to work. She slipped out from the bedroom to the bathroom. I heard the sink running as she washed off her makeup. And then she came back. She still looked pretty cute without her makeup, while her hair was down. She took off the romper, leaving her in nothing. She had a cute little body. It was when she pulled a tight band around her chest to hide her bust that the illusion started to break apart. She put on a dress shirt and tied up her hair.

“Why do you do that?” I asked. I startled her. She must have thought that I was asleep.

She looked at me with a conflicted smile. “I wish I didn’t have to,” she said.

“So just don’t. Who cares?”

“I work for my parents’ company. And they don’t know about… you know. I’m sure you understand.”

I understood too well. I watched as she slipped into her slacks and her dress shoes. I hated seeing her like that. It just wasn’t her. It was like a bad disguise—it was so unnatural and oppressive. But I felt like I knew what she was going through. I was going through something all too similar with my own parents.

I watched her slip out from the bedroom, into the hallway. And as she was closing the door, she froze. I watched the colour drain from her face as she stared down the hallway. I was about to ask what was wrong, and then I heard my dad’s voice. “Oh, I’m sorry. Who are you?”

My heart started pounding. Was I having a nightmare? How could I wake myself up? I tried pinching myself, and then I just found myself back in that frozen state of complete fear.

“Wait… Oh my God…” my dad said. He put it together.

“What is it, dear?” I heard my mom call out.

“I’m sorry. I need to get to work,” Terri said. She closed the bedroom door and then I listened as she scurried towards the front door. I was doomed. My parents were awake and up, and I was stuck in Terri’s bedroom. I heard my dad knock on my bedroom door across the hall. He called out my name. And then he said, “I’m coming in.” I heard my door open. Now I was really screwed.

How could I possibly talk my way out of this? It would have been bad enough had I been in my room. They already thought I was dating Terri. Convincing them otherwise would be impossible once they found me naked in her bed. I felt sick. I wanted to crawl under the covers and hide my face until my parents went back home. But I knew that would solve nothing. I knew the damage had been done, and now I needed to do something—anything. I had no idea what…

My dad knocked on Terri’s bedroom door. “Are you in there?” he asked. My heart was sizzling away in my stomach. I suddenly understood what people meant when they said, ‘I wish I was dead right now.’ That didn’t seem like such a bad option.

The door opened. Light flooded the room. And there was my dad, standing with an enraged look on his face. “Tell me what the hell is going on,” he said.

I couldn’t think of any excuse—nothing that seemed remotely plausible. I stuttered and trembled, but no words came out.

“Are you sleeping with a gay boy?” he asked. My mom was suddenly at his side. They were both staring at me. It didn’t help that Terri’s lingerie was all over the floor.

“Answer your father,” my mom said.

“No,” I finally managed to say.

“Then what the hell is going on?” my dad said, looking around the room.

“Terri’s not a boy,” I said.

“Then what the hell is he?”

“He’s a woman—she’s a woman.”

“What I just saw was not a woman.”

My heart was slamming into my ribcage like a church bell. “You’re wrong,” I said. “If that’s what you think, that’s your problem. She was woman enough for you last night. Why is it any of your business what’s between her legs?”

“It’s just wrong,” he said.

“Says who?”

“Says who? Says…” He couldn’t think of an answer. “Says God.”

“Since when were you religious? What do you even care?”

“She can’t have babies—I mean, he can’t have babies.”

“Neither could your sister—so is she not a woman either?”

My dad’s face was red. It looked like he was about to pop. He stuttered for a moment and then he said, “You’re making a big mistake. This is a bad decision.”

“It’s the best decision I’ve ever made, and I’m glad I made it. So sue me.”

There was a moment of silence, and then he said, “We’re leaving.”

“Good. Feel free to come back once you’ve come to your senses!” I yelled as they walked towards the door. My dad threw the front door open. Terri was standing there. She’d been listening from the other side of the door. She watched my parents storm past her and then she looked at me. Her eyes were watering, but she smiled. She ran to me, closing the door behind her. She threw her arms around me.

“You didn’t have to do that,” she said.

“I did,” I said, and then I laughed. “And now I feel so much better. I needed to get that off my chest.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. “You’re my hero,” she said, and then she kissed me. I knew my parents would get over it. They loved Terri the night before. What difference did it make if she was born a boy or a girl? If I was gay, and Terri was just a regular boy, would they have accepted it? My mom always told me that there was nothing wrong with being gay. But I wasn’t gay. I liked Terri, and Terri was a woman. But what difference did it even make?

“Just don’t listen to them. They’ll come around,” I said.

She smiled and wiped a tear from her cheek. “Do you want to help me pick out a dress for work?” she said.

I stared into her eyes. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure,” she said. She ran to the bathroom to get her makeup and hair done. She emerged from the bathroom looking like herself—the way she was meant to look. She picked out a beautiful floral dress and some accessories to match. “How do I look?” she said.

“Beautiful,” I said.

“Wish me luck,” she said.

I kissed her before she left. And sure enough, she came home that evening with a smile on her face. She told me all about her day. Of course her family was initially shocked, but they came around quickly. It was only a couple of nights later when my parents called me and left a message saying they were sorry for their reaction. My mom said, “It’s okay if you’re gay.” So I had to call back to try and explain that I wasn’t gay. She didn’t really get it, but at least she was okay with our relationship. She didn’t have to get it—as long as Terri and I got it, and we did.

That weekend, we moved all of her things into my bedroom. Her bedroom became my art studio. The den became an addition to the kitchen, where Terri could prepare even bigger meals and ambitious baking projects. I came home from a seminar one afternoon to find my artwork framed and hung throughout the apartment. It looked surprisingly good on the walls. There was only one piece hung up in the den: the drawing I’d made of Terri, now framed. When she showed me, my cheeks turned red.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I love it,” she said.

“I love you,” I said.

Her face lit up. She bit her lip. “I love you, too,” she said. We kissed. And then we went into the bedroom and we cashed in on our roommate benefits.

THE END


UNDERCOVER

Paul Preston is a professional misogynist. He got a lot of heat after releasing his second best-selling book: Women: Do We Even Need Them? He backs all of his claims with statistics, but he’s criticized for his lack of ‘real world evidence’, whatever that means. But it’s his third best seller that gets him into serious trouble: Men Going Their Own Way, in which he raises the question: should we take the female opinion seriously? Overnight, he finds himself without a publisher and on the verge of a financial disaster.

He needs to write another bestseller quickly, before his home and everything he owns is repossessed. And he’s got an idea that will finally shut up even his biggest critics: he’s going to get that ‘real world evidence’ they all want so badly by going undercover with a wig, some makeup, and a cute little dress.


CHAPTER I

Women are Evil.

That was the title of my first book, and it was an international best seller. I didn’t make a ton of money off of it—the publishers took most of it because I didn’t have an agent to make a half-decent deal—but it thrust me into the limelight. I must have done five hundred interviews that year, travelling to half of the countries in the world. My second book, ‘Women: Do We Even Need Them?’ was where I made all of my money.

It was another international bestseller, sending me all over the world for another year of high-profile interviews. It was a blast. I got invited to major celebrity parties; I was recognized on the streets. My mailbox was constantly full of fan mail. Those were some of the best years of my life. At least I thought they were…

None of my books were well received by critics, because literary critics are generally female. They drilled into my work, calling it sexist, pointing out the tiniest wording problems, questionable typos, anything they could point out in their efforts to ruin my career. Ironically, they were just proving that everything I talked about in my books was correct—women were inherently jealous and spiteful. It was kind of fun reading their reviews as they exemplified every trait I said they would exemplify.

In fact, it was those negative reviews that inspired my third book: Men Going Their Own Way. It was a book about disregarding the female opinion. It was a controversial release and it got me into a lot of trouble. My publisher was hesitant to release it. My agent was hesitant to represent me. A week after the book came out, I was dropped. The book was pulled from the shelves. And I was sent a bill for eight hundred thousand dollars. They also sent me two semi-trucks full of books. Apparently there was a clause in my contract stating that they could sell unsold product back to me if I broke the terms of the contract, which I apparently did with the content of my book.

It wasn’t the bill that pissed me off—I had tons of money. It was the fact that they didn’t have the balls to just let the book stand on its own, to let people make their own decisions. I mean, it did sell record amounts of copies in the one week that it was out. Surely numbers speak louder than a bunch of pissed off feminists.

It didn’t matter. I made my own website and sold the books by myself. I hired a little Mexican guy to handle the packaging and shipping. Within four months, I managed to sell off the entire stock that had been dropped off at my house, and stored in my six-car garage. I even ordered another fifty thousand copies, straight to my house. I didn’t need those publishers. I probably sold more books than all of their other publications combined.

Hell, I even scheduled my own press tour. I mass e-mailed all of the TV and radio stations that’d had me on before, and I waited for their replies. I didn’t need a publicist or a PR team—an army of idiots suckling off the payroll that my books created. I was a man—I could do anything by myself.

My solo career interviews didn’t go quite as well as my interviews before publishing Men Going Their Own Way. I learned quickly that my PR team had been providing interviewers with specific questions without telling me. And now, without those specially tailored questions, I found myself walking into live shooting galleries. One of the most embarrassing interviews was on Vancouver Breakfast Television. Of course, the interviewer was a woman.

The interview was live. As I sat in the little chair they provided me, I looked towards the crew. The camera operator was a woman—so was the sound mixer, the boom operator, all of the grips and electrics, the director, and the producers. They all looked at me like I was a well-known terrorist.

The interviewer was throwing punches right out of the gate. She grilled me about statistics. She asked me, “What evidence do you even have for any of your outlandish claims?”

“Evidence?” I said with a laugh. “Plenty of personal experience, this interview included.”

“So you think all women are mean?”

“Mean? I mean, that’s an over-simplification. Did you even read the book?” I asked.

“I read the book, and to me, it sounds like women just don’t like you. It sounds like you’re blaming women for your own nasty disposition. You’re a nasty, sick person, Paul Preston.”

“Well, you can try telling that to the million-plus people who have purchased and loved my books. Look, sweetheart, there’s nothing wrong with being part of an inferior sex.” I watched as her face turned white, and then I watched as the lips of the silent crewmembers parted. “It’s just a reality. Men are physically stronger. Studies have proven that men are smarter, on average. Ninety-nine of the world’s achievements are entirely thanks to men. We just keep women around to make babies, and I think we should celebrate that, rather than lying to ourselves about it. Sure, you can sit here and host this morning show, but you and I both know that a man could probably do a better job. They only have you here to meet their silly diversity criteria.”

She was silent. The whole set was silent. I’m not sure I really meant everything that I’d said. But she was pushing my buttons, and I wanted to push back. I knew exactly how to push her buttons, just by looking at her. I’d met hundreds of women just like her before.

But in my defence, the studies were real, sort of. I kind of exaggerated for the sake of getting under her skin. The average woman is smarter than the average man, but there are more men with genius-level IQs than women—likewise, there are more men with borderline deficiency IQs than women. But my physical strength remark was undeniable. And also, studies have shown that women are happier in the home, raising children, than they are in the workplace. So sue me for pointing out a few facts.

The interviewer turned to the camera and forced a smile. “You heard it from the man himself. You can get his book on his website: Paul Preston dot-com, all one word.” The feed cut to commercial and the interviewer stood up and walked away without saying anything.

“What’s the matter with you?” I called out. “Can’t pretend to be a professional for a five minute interview?”

She turned to me with a smirk and a dark glare. “I try not to waste any energy on idiots who do nothing but spew out nonsense,” she said.

“Nonsense? You’re welcome to look at the studies and tell me where I’m wrong.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Your cherry-picked studies? Even if they do back up what you’re saying, they aren’t based in reality. Get off of your computer and get out into the real world and you’ll see that you’re wrong. You can’t just make wild generalizations about women because of a couple of studies, probably conducted by losers like yourself.”

“Oh, sweeties, did I hurt your feelings?” I said with a grin.

She walked back onto the set, towards the little table where my book was propped up to face the camera. “You’re an embarrassment to the human race. If you had even the slightest idea of what it’s like being a woman in this world, you wouldn’t publish this tripe.” She picked up the book and threw it at me, proving the point I make in chapter eleven: women are emotionally unstable and unpredictable.


CHAPTER II

That Vancouver Breakfast Television interview was just the first of many. After the my third humiliating appearance, I decided to come up with a list of allowable questions and conversation topics. I would give those lists to the producers before I went on air, but the lists were usually ignored entirely. I had no legal team with me, no powerful publishing firm behind me, and all of these TV shows just wanted viral content to throw up on the Internet. So I found myself being attacked repeatedly.

The only reason I kept going with the stupid interviews was because they were translating into sales. There were still people with some common sense watching at home, who could see through the determined rage of the TV show hosts.

It was a few months after the release of my third book when the worst possible thing happened: one of the girls from my past, an old girlfriend, who I talked a lot about in all of my books (using a pseudonym) came out with her own book. Her book was an overnight success. She ended up on all the same TV shows as me, but her ratings were way better. It was only one month before things started to avalanche downhill.

In her book, she claimed that I lied about a number of things—I won’t bore you with the details, but she basically called me a giant liar and misogynist. It wasn’t anything I hadn’t been called before, but it actually held some weight coming from her. My book sales seemed to halt overnight. My stock became stagnant in my garage. My average rating on Amazon dropped from a 4.4 to a 2.1 within a few weeks. I started getting bills in the mail from the shows I’d appeared on. Apparently that wasn’t free—apparently I’d been agreeing to pay the stations thousands of dollars when I signed those contracts they have me before going on air. How was I supposed to know? The publishers usually dealt with that shit for me.

I watched my bank account shrink. It was okay until I got the real bill, from my old publisher. Their legal team had looked into my contract and discovered that I didn’t technically have the right to sell my own book, even after they ended my deal. They still owned 50% of the rights to my books, which meant I owed them 50% of everything I’d made. After expenses, that left me with next-to-nothing. My life was crumbling quickly. I would wake up in the middle of the night to eggs splatting against my windows. When I went out to get my paper, I would be greeted by flapping strands of toilet paper in my trees.

And bills just kept arriving in my mailbox. It wasn’t long before I started getting notices from collections agencies. It was bad, and it became especially embarrassing when the media caught on to my looming bankruptcy.

“Professional misogynist struggles to stay afloat,” one headline read. And of course, it included the most unflattering photo of my face. I couldn’t understand what had gone wrong. It’s not like I’d been lying in any of my books. In fact, I even included links to my sources. Every study I referenced was legitimate. Did people just not care for facts? Did facts hurt their feelings?

Every review that came out said the same thing: my arguments weren’t based in reality. “One has to wonder if Paul Preston even knows any women in real life,” one popular reviewer said. I laughed, but it was a nervous laugh. I didn’t know what I was going to do. It didn’t matter whether I was right or wrong—being right didn’t make people buy my books.

I decided to make a blog post, to try and shed some light on the point I was trying to make. The people who actually read my books got it—they all realized that I was making statements based on statistical facts. The people eating into me were the ones who either didn’t read my books at all, or they read the first few pages and then threw the book down in outrage. So maybe a blog posting was more their speed.

It started out as a concise conclusion of all my statements, from all of my books. But as I wrote it out, I started to feel angrier and angrier with the women who were trying to burn down my career. My blog post quickly turned into a rant. I concluded it by saying, “Women don’t know how easy they have it. They think that they’re oppressed, that they have fewer rights than men, when in fact they have more rights and more freedoms.”

I went to sleep after pressing publish. And boy, did I regret that blog post in the morning. My website was inundated with angry responders: butt-hurt feminists who wanted to rub my dying career in my face. I wondered if they even read the post. They sure as hell didn’t read any of my books. They all just kept telling me, “If you knew what it was like to be a woman…” The same old bullshit they always said. But now they in power. Now, they were my only audience: an audience that only stuck around to watch the carnage of the train wreck.

I unplugged my computer and left it that way. I couldn’t read anymore. I wanted to write another book, to rant about how wrong and ironic and clueless women were, using all their stupid comments as my evidence. But I knew that would get me nowhere. I knew it wouldn’t sell, given the current state of my career. I needed to find a new angle. Hell, I probably needed a new pen name to write under. Even if I went and wrote some harmless science-fiction book, the vengeful feminists would have torn it to shreds.

For the next few weeks, I lingered around my house, ignoring bills, trying to think of something to write so I could make a few bucks to pay off those looming invoices. My computer stayed off. I couldn’t face those comments—they were only setting me back.

I went out one afternoon to get a coffee from the café down the street. While I was in line, I heard a scoff behind me. I turned around and there was an angry-looking woman staring at me. She obviously knew who I was. “What’s your problem, lady?” I said.

She laughed. “You’re just so clueless.”

“How so?” I said.

“You have no idea what it’s like being a woman in this world.”

I rolled my eyes—nothing I hadn’t heard before. There were other women in the café staring at me. I wanted to laugh at all of them, remind them that they knew who I was and I had no fucking idea who any of them were. But I decided to keep my mouth shut. Instead, I took my coffee and I went home. And when I walked in my door, I got an idea.

If that was their only excuse: that I didn’t know what it was like to be a woman, then that would be my next book. I would prove to them all that I did know what it was like to be a woman. I would prove that women have it easier than men. I would prove that men are the truly oppressed sex, not women.

I ran to my computer with a smile on my face. It was perfect. It would be a guaranteed best seller. And all I needed was a disguise.


CHAPTER III

I ordered ten different tops from an online women’s clothing store. I ordered a few dresses, a few skirts, a few pairs of heels, a few pairs of flats, and another two thousand dollars worth of accessories and underwear and whatnot. If I was going to spend a whole month as a woman, I needed to dress the part. And women are always wearing different outfits—never the same thing twice.

After nearly maxing out one of my credit cards, I had my first chapter: the backwards priorities of women. I’d spent more money on a month’s worth of women’s clothes than I’d spent on a lifetime of male clothes. And I’d hardly even shopped for brand-name items. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how much money is burned on useless logos. It’s no wonder women are always complaining that they don’t make enough money.

I ordered an expensive makeup kit online as well. They were all expensive. There were some that cost thousands of dollars. I couldn’t believe someone would spend that much for the sake of vanity. I found myself shaking my head as I scrolled through those online storefronts, reading those prices, wondering if those zeroes were meant to be after the periods.

Most importantly, I ordered an expensive kit from a professional cross-dressing website. The kit came with a wig made from human hair, a bra padded with the same material they use for breast implants, and a bag of razors, so I could shave away all of my body hair.

Back when I was writing articles for Vice Magazine, I covered a story about a group of wealthy cross-dressers. It was one of my first big articles; it went viral and scored nearly ten million hits online. When I asked those cross-dressing weirdoes how they were able to make such convincing women, they told me that the secret was money. “It has nothing to do with your body or your face. It’s just how much money you’re willing to spend, like most hobbies.” For that article, I went down to a bar with the cross-dressers, and watched as they were hit on by man after man, while real, biological women sat lonely at the bar and watched. I ended up using that story in one of my books, in a chapter called: Men are better at being women than women. I also used Katelyn Jenner as an example—a man can even beat out women to win Woman of the Year.

And if it was true—that money was the key to becoming a convincing woman—then that was no problem. I had plenty of money—at least until the collections agencies really came looking for me. Plus, it was all tax-deductible: business expenses. Not to mention, it was the key to creating the next great best seller and the final proof I needed to make those feminists eat their words.

I ordered express delivery on everything. And while I waited for it to show up at my door, I sat in front of my computer, watching voice lesson after voice lesson, recording myself, trying to get my voice to a convincing point. I even paid a premium for some advanced video tutorials, which I found especially helpful. It turns out, money can get you further. But you still have to put in some work. Money alone can’t get you walking down any red carpets.

I tested my voice in online chartrooms, with a fake name and a fake profile picture, talking to strangers. At first, people would say, “Are you really a chick? You sound funny.” But with more and more practice, I was getting hit on by creeps on the Internet. One guy even begged me to be his ‘waifu’. I still don’t know what that means.

My makeup kit was the first thing to arrive in the mail. I spent two full days practicing. It was exhausting, but I was motivated by the bills that were piling up in my mailbox. I needed this book to be a success. And it wouldn’t be a success if I went out looking like a dude in drag. I needed people to really think I was a woman if was going to write about being treated like a woman.

So I tirelessly watched video tutorial after video tutorial, just to get the tiniest details absolutely perfect. It turns out, getting your makeup perfect isn’t easy. Getting it to look even a little bit nice isn’t easy. One little slip, and you end up looking like a clown mascot. One shade too dark around the eyes and you look like a cheap prostitute. I’ll give that one to the ladies—makeup is hard work. It’s probably the hardest work they have to do in a day.

At least that’s what I thought, until I got my wig. The wig fit perfectly, the hair felt real. But getting it styled was a whole new nightmare. I thought I would try curling it, because I always liked the way girls looked with loose curls. I used my expensive, new curling iron, and I failed miserably, time after time. My curls turned out uneven, too loose, too tight, and clumpy… I spent a whole afternoon trying to get the perfect ratios in my hair. Between styling hair and doing makeup, a person could spend an entire day in front of the mirror.

So I’ll give that one to the ladies as well: getting your hair just perfect is an art. But that doesn’t mean that women’s lives are hard. It’s not like men are forcing them to do their makeup and hair all nice. There’s nothing stopping them from just tying up their hair and leaving their faces clear before work. I mean, I had to do my hair and makeup because I needed to be convincing. But my circumstances were special.

When I woke up the morning my clothes arrived, my voice was sore. I’d made a point of strictly using my female voice while I practiced my gender bending. The constant straining was tiresome, but it was becoming more and more natural as I worked those throat muscles.

At least getting dressed was easy. Some of the dresses were tough to squeeze into, and tougher to zip up, but it wasn’t nearly as mentally draining as trying to perfect my makeup or my curls. It was just a matter of matching the right things together, and getting my cock to stay in my panties.

My bra was perfect. The silicone inserts were impressively realistic. When I hopped, they would bounce and jiggle for a moment before they settled, just like real tits. They even had little nipple bumps that teased my tops, giving me just a little bit of extra realism.

It was that night when I looked at myself in a full-length mirror, in a dress, a pair of heels, with my hair nicely styled, and my makeup perfected. I did a few poses, looking at myself from different angles. I even got a little mirror out so I could see what I looked like from behind. I actually looked like a chick. Those cross-dressers were right—it’s mostly just a matter of what you’re willing to spend, which is probably why celebrities always look so hot.

It wasn’t just money though—it was also time. Even accounting for the fact that I got ready slowly because I was still learning, getting properly dolled up took a lot of time. So I figured that would be the perfect next chapter for my book: How women waste so much valuable time. In the time it took me to get dolled up that day, I could have written half of a chapter. Even if I perfected my routine and managed to get ready in forty-five minutes, that was still forty-five minutes a woman could be at work. It’s a proven fact that men bank more hours at work than women—it’s one of the reasons they out earn women. And you can bet that at least forty-five minutes of that differential is because of vanity—makeup and hair and matching dresses with heels. And what does looking good have to do with selling staplers?

Feeling tired, I was about to call it a night. And then I checked my e-mail. It was full of messages from lawyers and collections agencies. They were coming after me. They wanted my money. I had less time than I thought. I needed to get that new book written so I had a source of income. I didn’t have time to waste.

So I found myself standing by my front door, trying to will myself to go outside, to start this whole crazy experiment right away. Besides, it was Friday night and I did want to include a chapter about how nightlife is significantly better for women. But even though I knew I needed to do it—I’d already spent thousands of dollars and invested nearly one hundred hours of my time—I was terrified. I never really stopped to consider the possibility that I would be recognized, revealed in front of everyone. I could still remember how pathetic I thought those cross-dressers were, back when I was writing for Vice. Would people look at me the same way?

I looked over at the pile of bills on the little table by the door. I didn’t have a choice. I had to do it, regardless of what kind of humiliation might be awaiting me out in the real world.

I looked at myself in the mirror and I wondered, could I actually pull this off? Was I really doing this?


CHAPTER IV

I took a cab to the club. I picked the darkest, noisiest club that I knew about. If I was going to dip my toe in the water, I wanted to pick the warmest, cosiest water possible. I thought my voice was pretty good, and so did the Internet weirdoes, but that didn’t mean people would buy it in real life. And I thought I looked pretty good, but I literally had no other opinions to base that assumption off of. I couldn’t send my pictures to any friends to critique, or even online, in case someone did recognize me—if my experiment went public, it would all be a waste of time.

The cab driver was my first test, but he didn’t even look at me. He just pulled up to my house, kept his eyes on the road, and asked, “Where to?” I told him the name of the club, and that was the extent of my first test. Not much—but enough to get my heart pounding.

My second test was the long line of men and women waiting to get into the club. It was also my first opportunity to prove the point that I was setting out to prove: that women have it easier than men. Every club line-up I’d ever been in, I’d watched girls walk right up to the front to flirt with the bouncer so they could skip the line. Some people don’t know this, but most clubs have to let in a certain number of girls—some as high as two for every one man. If that’s not gender inequality, I don’t know what is.

So that’s what I planned on doing—I planned to march right up to the front to give the bouncer my cutest wink. But as I walked up to that line, I froze up. I looked at the bouncer as he was letting in a couple of cute blondes and I considered something I’d never considered before: what if I get rejected? What if I walk up to the front of that line, in front of all those people, and I get turned around? The shame would be horrendous. I would have to walk all the way back in front of all those people. I would know that every little snicker was at my expense. My stomach turned at the thought of it.

I knew that feeling as a man, asking girls out on dates. I always thought women had it so easy, because they weren’t the ones who had to make themselves vulnerable. But this seemed so much worse, like asking a chick out in front of an audience. At least a guy can ask a girl out in private—even with a text message if he really wants. I couldn’t send that bouncer a text message.

But what was my other option? To stand in line with the other girls who had either been rejected or were too scared of rejection to take the chance? Not only was that embarrassing, but it was damn cold out. And there we all were, standing in little skirts, shivering our asses off.

I had to do it. I had to take my chances with the bouncer—if not for my own pride, then for my book. If he let me in, I could tote about it in my book: girls don’t have to stand out in the cold. Isn’t that convenient?

I slipped out from the line and started walking towards the bouncer. My heart was pounding. People in the line turned to look at me, to watch the impending carnage. I bit down on my tongue. Talk about throwing the baby in the pool…

The bouncer was a big, intimidating guy. He looked down at me with narrowed eyes but said nothing. “Hi,” I said sheepishly, forcing a little smile. I was cold and terrified.

He didn’t respond. He just kept staring at me.

“Uh, is there any way a girl like me could get inside? I’ve got some friends waiting for me.” I knew I had to give him more than that. I knew I had to put myself out there even more—make myself even more vulnerable. With hesitation, I reached out and felt his arm. “Wow, do you work out?” I said. And then I looked into his eyes and winked. God, I felt so stupid. I must have looked like such a fool. The people behind me were going to break into a fit of laughter as soon as he turned me around. It turns out, flirting isn’t as easy as you’d think. Try being sexy while your heart is pounding in your throat…

But to my shock, he moved aside, lifting the red rope. “Go ahead,” he said, looking me up and down.

I did it—I skipped the line. My heart fluttered. My cheeks turned red. Holy hell, it felt good, being put on the same level as the hotties that also got into the bar. And as I walked in, no one yelled or booed me. I looked back and the guys were all just smiling at me.

I was invigorated, but I felt conflicted about it. It wasn’t the handout that I thought it would be. I didn’t feel like I just got in because I was a girl. I actually felt like I earned it, in a weird way. I’d spent all day doing my hair and my makeup, picking out the perfect outfit. And on top of that, I took the gamble of walking up to the bouncer. I put in the effort, put myself on the line, and it paid off. So if it was just as easy as being born with a pussy, then why were there dozens of girls shivering their tits off in that line while I was walking into one of the most popular clubs in the city?

I felt like the little victory was ultimately a failure, seeing as I wouldn’t be able to put it into my book without writing how I really felt about it. Sure, I could lie and say that it was nothing, that anyone could have done it, but that’s not what I wanted. I wanted to really prove that women had it way easier than men.

My next big experiment ultimately failed, too. I thought that I could just linger by the bar and have drinks bought for me by the dozens. I tried—but got nothing. I stood there and waited, feeling dumber and dumber. I watched closely as other girls had drinks purchased for them. Were they just hotter than me? Were guys just not interested in me?

I started noticing that there was more going on than I originally noticed. A pretty blonde stepped up next to me. She scanned around the bar for a minute and eventually made eye contact with a guy. She smiled, checking the guy out. It was a minute before the guy came over. And he didn’t buy her a drink right away. She had to work him a bit, chatting him up, gently touching his arm, making him think that he had a chance. It was almost like a mating call, like a subtle art that I had never really noticed before.

I knew that I had to give it a try myself. But it wasn’t as easy as she made it look. As soon as I would make eye contact with a guy, I found myself looking away quickly. It took a hell of a lot of confidence to hold eye contact with a stranger who probably wanted to fuck my brains out. Eventually, after a few failed attempts, I was able to keep my eyes locked with a guy’s for long enough to lure him towards me. And once he was on his way over, my heart started throbbing. I instantly regretted calling him over to me. I didn’t know what to say, what to do. I’d gotten used to standing alone at the bar, having no one staring right at my face, constantly on the verge of realizing I was actually a man.

“Hey!” he said once he was at the bar. “You look familiar. Do we know each other?”

My heart stuttered. Did he recognize me? My face was on the back of all my books—all international best sellers. Most of the people in that club had probably seen my face before. And even with makeup on, it was still the same face. It was just makeup—not a mask. “I don’t think so,” I said.

He squinted and looked closer. “No, I know you,” he said. “What high-school did you go to?”

My heart was pounding. “King George Academy,” I said, inventing a school name out of thin air. I couldn’t say the actual school I went to, afraid that he really did recognize me.

“No way, me too!” he said. “Which year did you graduate?”

“2008,” I said.

“Me too! That’s how I know you.” That’s when I realized it was just a clever pickup attempt—an easy conversation starter and a good reason for me to continue talking to the guy. I don’t know if I should really call it clever—I’d used the exact same strategy before—but it took me by surprise, and had I not made a school up, I wouldn’t have known any better. “I’m trying to remember your name. It’s been so long,” he said.

“It’s Jennie,” I said.

“Right! Jennie! Man, long time no see! You’re looking great.”

I entertained the conversation, hoping to get him to buy me a drink, so I could tote about it in my book. But it wasn’t so easy. I kept trying to hint him towards buying me a drink. At one point I even said, “Hey, is that girl drinking a vodka martini? I bet that’s good.” But he was too oblivious to take the hint. It was twenty minutes of conversation before he finally said, “Hey, can I buy you a drink?”

Of course I let him, but that just made things even more complicated. Once I had the drink in my hand, I was stuck with him. I couldn’t just walk away without pissing him off and making myself feel guilty. I had to continue entertaining his conversation. I had to endure his flirtations. He got touchier and touchier as the night went on. He even tried to convince me to go home with him, so he could show me his new apartment that he was apparently quite proud of. And it turns out, rejecting someone is harder than being rejected—especially after they’ve bought you a couple of drinks.

So it turns out, it’s more or less a myth that girls get free drinks whenever they go. There’s a price tag that comes with those drinks and that price isn’t in dollars. Hell, I would have gladly paid the four bucks just to avoid the hour of tedious conversation.

I would have paid forty bucks to be able to use the men’s bathroom at the club. The line into the women’s bathroom was another twenty minutes of waiting.

After I finished in the bathroom, I decided to head home. The night wasn’t going in the direction I wanted it to. I needed to go home and regroup. But even that wasn’t easy. My male friend tried to convince me to let him ride home with me, so I had to reject him again. And then, while I was waiting for a cab, a drunk guy slapped me on the ass. “Looking good, beautiful,” he said with a laugh.

I never understood why girls got so offended by unwanted compliments like that—until that night. While I stood with that stinging in my butt, I completely understood why girls hated it. I felt so weak, so helpless, and so vulnerable. I could feel the gazes of all the drunken men around me. It’s a hard feeling to describe: a dirty feeling—like all you want to do is get home and get into the shower. It was yet another notch in the loss column.


CHAPTER V

The next morning, I found myself staring at my computer screen. I wanted my book to be a sort of diary. I wanted to write out my gender bending stories as they were fresh in my mind, so my readers felt like they were being swept away on this journey with me. But more importantly, I wanted them to understand the point I was trying to make—the point I’d been trying to make for the last ten years of my writing career. Unfortunately, I just couldn’t think of a way to spin my night at the club to fit my narrative.

But I had an idea: to start the book out as a sort of counter-argument, why being a woman isn’t so easy. I thought it would be a good way to hook the readers from the start. Everyone was expecting me to just jump into the cold hard facts, like I always did. No one would be expecting me to sympathize with women. Pull them one direction so I could pull them hard in the other direction. Genius.

So I spent the day writing out my accounts from the night before. As I was writing, I decided it might be more poignant to get dolled up and write as a woman—to truly feel like the character I was writing about, to make my work as natural as possible. So I took a good hour off in the middle of my day to get dressed up. I decided to go with a skirt and cardigan combination that was especially cute. With some nice thick eyeliner around my eyes, I had a kind-of schoolgirl look that I was particularly fond of.

Now that I was getting better at doing my makeup, I found myself having more fun. There were so many different styles to play around with—subtleties that I’d never noticed before. The simplest little flick of eyeliner can completely change the way a face looks. I found that with a bit of contouring, I could make my facial structure look way more feminine—and not just that, but I could make myself unrecognizable.

And once I was back at my desk, in my little getup, the writing flowed so naturally. I was pounding out more than a thousand words every hour. Writing had never come so naturally to me. I was even reading my work aloud as I wrote, in my female voice. There was only one problem, and I didn’t even notice it until the end of the day when I was reading over what I’d written: my account of that night at the club was written a bit too… enthusiastically. The way I reminisced, it was as if I was recounting the best night of my life, not because it was so easy but because it was so gratifying.

I decided to stop writing for the day. I wasn’t sure I would use any of the writing I’d done. It just wasn’t going in the right direction.

Instead, I decided I would try out a different experiment, to prove my point in more real-life situations. My next idea was to get a job as a woman.

I made up a fake resume with my fake name: Jennie Addison. I made sure to make the resume as lousy as possible, without looking like a complete parody. For working experience, I put in a couple of clothing stores, saying that I only worked at each for a month. For education, I only put that I had a high-school diploma. For references, I just made up a few names, including a fictional father. There’s nothing worse than seeing someone’s father on an adult’s resume.

I also incorporated a few typos and formatting errors. It was perfect. I sent it off to a few big corporations and I waited. I wasn’t just gunning for a job at a McDonalds or as a receptionist. I was applying to ads that asked for university degrees and prior experience. I knew so many men who claimed that they’d lost jobs to women with zero education and experience—either because the employers were horny losers, or because the companies had diversity requirements, and could only hire so many men before they had to hire a certain number of women—and the women were always way under qualified.

Sure enough, I got a few calls the next morning, while I was getting into my hair and makeup. I landed my first interview that very afternoon, at a big oil and gas company. It was for a ‘systems administration’ position. I didn’t even know what that meant. But it was already a notch in the win column as far as I was concerned. No man would have gotten that interview with that resume—if that name read James Addison instead of Jennie Addison.

I decided to go with another skirt and cardigan combination. It was the most professional outfit that I owned, and I have to admit that I liked the way that I looked, especially with a collared shirt underneath the cardigan. I also have to admit that women’s clothing is way more comfortable than men’s clothing. The fabrics are so much softer, and the clothes all fit so much more snugly. Looking in the mirror, I never knew my body had such a nice shape to it.

I was nervous as I made my way downtown for my big interview. I didn’t know what to expect. Would there be other people there interviewing? Would I have to wait in a waiting room full of people who would be looking at me, wondering if I would get the job just because of the genitals between my legs? And what if someone could see through my guise?

I still hadn’t tested out my feminine persona in the light of day—and I hadn’t tested out my voice in a setting where anyone could really hear me. I was practically yelling everything that I said at the club, and the men I spoke to were still straining to hear me. Now, I was going into a quiet, brightly lit space, face-to-face with someone whose job it was to scrutinize everything about me. That’s why I should have been nervous…

But I found myself more nervous about the job itself. I wanted to get the job, even though I completely planned on declining it if I got it. I wanted to prove to myself that I could get it—for the book, and for myself.


CHAPTER VI

There were four others in the waiting room with me, all men. They looked nervous, sitting quietly, staring down at their resumes, probably going over stock questions and answers in their heads. I hadn’t prepared at all. I still didn’t even know what a systems administrator did.

I spent the next fifteen minutes in that room, watching as overwhelmed men emerged from the boss’ office, and watching as nervous men went in. I got a few looks, but I couldn’t decide what they meant. One guy looked at me for a particularly long time, narrowing his eyes slightly—enough that I thought he was scowling at me. And he probably was. Even the quick looks that I got from the other men made me feel like crap. I found myself sinking into my seat, trying to avoid eye contact.

Even the receptionist—who was a woman—was looking at me with a sort of disdain. I wondered if it was because I was prettier than her. Because I was—let’s face it. I put a lot of work into looking as good as I could. I was fit because I spent a lot of my free time working out at the gym. I had a youthful glow because I worked hard to manage my stress, and because I invested a lot of my money in products designed to keep skin looking youthful. The look I was getting from the receptionist suggested that I was just lucky, being born looking like that. The looks from the men were the same—I was just lucky. They didn’t realize how much time and effort and money went into that look.

I looked at the receptionist and smiled. She looked away, rolling her eyes. Her makeup looked cheap and so did her outfit. Everything about the way she looked was unflattering. She wasn’t willing to put in the time, the effort, or the money. I was facing bankruptcy and I had just a few weeks to get a new book out before my house and car was repossessed. So what was her excuse?

I was called into the office for my interview. My heart began pounding. Now I really wanted to land that job. I really wanted to make an impression. I really wanted to prove to myself that the hard work that I’d put into my appearance was good for something, but also that I was worth more than just my looks.

I took my seat and looked up at the boss, who introduced himself as Michael. He was a younger guy—maybe even a couple of years younger than me. He was tall, wearing a nice suit, and he had a handsome smile. When he shook my hand, he squeezed hard, engulfing my hand with his. While we shook hands, I was pretty sure I could see his big muscles flexing under his suit. “I’m Jennie,” I said, giving my cutest smile.

“So Jennie, tell me why you want to be a systems administrator,” he said.

My heart was aflutter. I forced a smile and tried to think of something to say—something that would make a little bit of sense. “I’ve always been interested in systems,” I said. “I’ve never worked with them, per se, but I’ve always been very interested.”

I watched as his lips curved slightly into a smile, which he tried to fight back. “Go on,” he said, fighting back the urge to laugh. It was so embarrassing.

“Well, uh,” I said. “I guess if I’m going to be honest, I don’t exactly know what a systems administrator does, but I’m a fast learner, and I’m determined. I bet you that within a month, I would be the best systems administrator on the team.”

“I would hope so, seeing as you would be the only systems administrator on the team. It’s a one-man operation. Or a one-woman operation.”

He was staring into my eyes with that grin. I looked down at his suit. It was a nice suit—recently pressed, nicely tailored. The off-pink of the dress shirt he was wearing complimented his skin tone, and his green tie really brought out the colour of his eyes. I would have never noticed any of those things before—as a man. But now I felt like I had a heightened sense for that kind of thing, like I was more sensitive to the subtleties that went into a good appearance. I even found myself noticing his stubble beard, its tedious and perfectly even trim. He was handsome—also something I’d never noticed on a man before.

“We have a few different programs that we use in the office, and they all have large databases with user and client accounts,” he explained. “Employees sign into the programs when they start work. Your job would be to manage these programs.”

“Like IT?” I said.

“No, we have an IT department for that,” he said.

And I found myself staring blankly at him. I didn’t understand the job at all. Maybe I was feeling too ambitious when I went around applying for jobs I’d never even heard of before. Maybe I should have just stuck to positions that sounded more or less straightforward. Now, I was about to be sent home with nothing, once again proving the opposite of the point I was trying to make. It was all a waste of time—a waste of time that only happened because I was a woman. They undoubtedly brought me in because of some corporate diversity program, but that didn’t guarantee me a job. It just guaranteed me a lot of embarrassment and a few hours I would never get back.

“But look, you seem like a bright girl. You’re ambitious, and you’re very pretty. You’ve got a lot going for you,” he said. I don’t know why he felt the need to throw in the fact that I was pretty. No employer—not even a woman employer—would tell a man that they had a lot going for them because they were very handsome. He may as well have been saying, ‘You could always get a job as a stripper or a prostitute or a waitress at some sleazy bar.’ “There might be an interning position for you here—so you could work your way up to being the systems administrator.”

I perked up. This was it—my chance to prove my point. I was being offered a position—sure, it was as an intern, but considering my resume… I was about to become employed, only because of the fact I was a pretty girl.

“It would be a fantastic position—the start of a truly great career. You would get to learn the job from some of the most qualified individuals, there would be tons of room for career growth, and you would essentially get to skip four years of college, seeing as we don’t generally give these kinds of positions to people without college degrees. I guess my question for you is, what would you be willing to do for that kind of opportunity?”

As he said it, his gaze casually drifted down to my chest and then back up to my face. Was he suggesting that I put out for the interning position? One of the biggest oil and gas companies in the country—maybe in the world—was willing to give a position to a woman if she performed sexual favours?

My heart was a pounding mess. My hands started to shake. A cold sweat broke out on the back of my neck. I wanted to stand up and leave. I wanted to scream in the man’s face. But I also wanted to get the job—get the record of employment so I could include it in my book as the real-world proof that women were always demanding from me. For once, I had the chance to provide not just a story, not just a statistic, but also some actual, tangible proof that women have it easier than men.


CHAPTER VII

I had the good intuition to reach into my pocket and turn on the voice recorder on my phone. I didn’t even have to look at my phone to do it—it was a skill I taught myself back when I wrote for Vice. I knew that there would be tons of people who didn’t believe me when I wrote about this in my book, so I needed that voice recording as confirmation. If this book was truly going to be a major best seller, I needed to go all the way. I needed every little shred of evidence I could get, so I could shove it in the face of my haters and say, ‘What now?’

But what was I turning my recorder on to record, exactly? An admission that he wanted a sexual favour in return for the interning position? And if I wanted that record of employment, did that mean I had to go through with it? Could I go through with it?

“Excuse me?” I said, feeling the colour draining from my face. I was more afraid of the fact that I was truly considering it than the fact that he was offering.

“Well, there are fifteen other applicants coming in for interviews today. One of them will get the job. But I have the HR department breathing down my neck about hiring more female staff. I think it would satisfy everyone if we brought you on as an intern. But I would be putting my own reputation on the line by bringing you in, considering your lack of experience. So I would need something from you, to prove to me that you really want this job.”

“Like what?” I said. There was a ringing in my ear.

“Well, I would leave that up to you. But I’m open to ideas. And let me just say: everything that happens in this office stays in this office.” He leaned back in his chair with a grin on his face.

“You want me to suck your dick?” I said quietly.

He just grinned. He said nothing.

I stood up. My legs were trembling. It was a miracle I wasn’t passing out. Is this what women have to deal with? I felt so dirty, so used—like my sex was my only asset. Sure, I wasn’t qualified for the job, but I wasn’t even being guaranteed a job—I wasn’t even technically being guaranteed an interning position.

I’d always thought that women were so lucky—that they could just put out to get anything they wanted. But it turns out, it’s so much more complicated than that. It comes with so much more baggage than you ever hear about. I could feel my self-worth draining out of me. I truly felt like a lesser being in a man’s world. I finally understood what all those feminists were saying.

I wanted to slap his face, tell him that he was the whole problem with the world—but I needed that job. I needed to go through with it for the sake of my book. As I stepped up in front of him and sunk down to my knees, I realized that my book wasn’t going to end up the way I originally intended. It wasn’t going to be like any of my other books. The fans of my work weren’t going to like it—or maybe they would—maybe it would make them see the truth of society, the way I was seeing it now.

I reached my trembling hands for his belt buckle. Carefully, I pulled his belt away. My heart was pounding in my chest, in my gut, in my head. I felt nauseous. But I had to do it. I had to do it for all of the women in the world who had to deal with this crap on a regular basis.

I unzipped his fly and reached my fingers through the opening at his crotch, through the slit of his boxers. And then I felt it—his long, warm cock. It was thick and throbbing slightly. I pulled it out and found myself staring at it.

And strangely, the sight of it mesmerized me. I was interested in the way it felt—all soft and warm and pulsing. I wasn’t repulsed by it like I was expecting, like I wanted. I tried to make myself repulsed by it, but I just couldn’t.

I actually liked it.

I pulled back his foreskin, revealing his reddened tip. I looked up at his face and he was looking down at me with that handsome grin. He liked it. I liked that I was giving him something he liked. It was a strangely satisfying sensation. I felt a buzzing inside of me that I’d never felt before—an attraction. It wasn’t an attraction to his looks, the way I’d always been attracted to chicks, but it was to his aura. He was powerful, wealthy, successful, and confident—all things I’d never noticed with a man before. It was as if that little getup was changing my brain. Spending time as a woman was remoulding the way that my mind functioned.

I looked back at his cock. It was bigger now—thicker, pulsing harder. I gripped it tighter and slid my hand up and down its length. I had the urge to reach back into his pants to feel his ball sack.

He was much larger than me—his cock and his balls. I’d never seen a cock so big outside of pornography. I never understood why women cared for the size of a man’s cock—why they thought bigger was better. As a man, I liked tits of all sizes, and so did most men. Sure, a big pair of tits is nice once in a while, but I had no real preferences. But that big, throbbing dick was different. I just wanted to squeeze it and stroke it and make it hard. Everything about it was so… satisfying.

“Suck it, darling,” he said.

So I belt forward and slipped it through my lips, sliding it on my tongue. I pressed my lips tightly around his girth, feeling every vein and harsh ridge. It felt nice. My heart fluttered every time he let a little moan slip. He loved it. I was getting him off.

I fondled his balls while I sucked. I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue, making him even harder than I knew possible. He was massive, his length nearly as tall as my head. I was only able to suck about half of his rod before I started to gag. The other half I stroked with a tight fist.

He slipped his fingers into my hair. He pulled me in tightly, gagging me more than I would have liked. I coughed and he let me go, but he liked it. I tried my best to deep throat him, but it turns out it’s a lot harder than the porn stars make it look.

But I kept sucking and I kept stroking. I wanted to get him off. I wanted the satisfaction of knowing that I was able to do it—make a tall, handsome, powerful man come with just my hands and mouth. I don’t know why I wanted it so badly, but I did.

When he finally said, “Oh shit, you’re going to make me come,” I caught myself grinning. I don’t know why I didn’t wince away or aim him in another direction. I don’t know why I was so excited to feel him blasting in my mouth. I don’t know why I wanted to taste his hot load so badly—but I did. I didn’t just want it—I needed it.

“Come for me baby,” I said, beating him off with quick, firm strokes. His tip was bright red now. The throbbing was intense. “Come right on my tongue.” I aimed his big, hard erection right at the flat of my tongue, and I kept on pumping. I watched as his body tensed up. His groaning loudened. I knew it was coming. I knew I was about to—

He erupted. Come shot hard into my mouth. One blast missed and got my cheek. I wiped it towards my lips and then I licked it up. I stared into his eyes while he unloaded and trembled. For once, I felt like I was the powerful one, the one in control. I was able to reduce a man to a trembling, moaning mess. It was a power I never knew existed.

“So am I going to be the new intern?” I asked after I swallowed his hot load.

He grinned. “Can you start on Monday?”

I got it all on my recording—him asking for a sexual favour, the whole blowjob, and him offering me the job. It wasn’t until I got home that I realized I would have to release that recording to the world if I truly wanted my book to be a success—which meant admitting to the world that I sucked a man off. My heart fell into my gut at the realization. I thought about editing it, to end it after he agreed to the blowjob. But then what would people think when I included the record of employment? They would all know that I did it.

I just had to release it along with the book. It was important for the world to hear how men like him run their companies. It was important information to include if I was going to make my new point—that women don’t have it easier than men, that I had been misguided my whole career. But that wasn’t to say that I was wrong about everything.

I still included chapters in my new book about the problems with forced gender diversity. I made the argument that women are just as capable as men, but we shouldn’t be hiring because of what genitals were hiding between someone’s legs. Women should have the opportunity to prove their worth with merit, by properly out-qualifying their male counterparts.

When I finally finished the book a month later, I was worried it wouldn’t have the controversial impact that all my other books had. But boy, was I wrong. The book was an overnight success. Men and women alike praised the book as one of the most important modern books for society. Even my critics ended up praising me, calling me “brave” and “willing to questions his own morals for the sake of a greater good.”

It wasn’t the reception I was expecting, to be completely honest. In fact, I was expecting the book to flop, to sell a few copies, to be mocked by all of my old fans. The only reason I ended up releasing it was because I felt it was important, regardless of what people thought of me. People needed to understand that things aren’t so black and white—just because a girl gets to skip the line at the club doesn’t mean she has it easy.

Men aren’t better than women and women don’t have it easier than men, but the opposite isn’t true either. In the end, men and women are different—that’s it. Apples and oranges, as they say.

THE END


MESSING AROUND

Terrance is the most popular guy in school, and his girlfriend, Jenna, is the hottest, blondest, and most popular girl in school. So it only makes sense that they’re together, right? Not to mention, her parents are super rich, and seeing as Terrance’s grades aren’t great and sports aren’t his thing, it only makes sense that he holds on to her, so he can have a chance at a decent future.

So it’s not at all in his best interest to date the new girl, Kayla—a cute little blonde who is unnoticed to everyone except for Terrance. And when Terrance finds out that she has a secret tucked away between her legs, he knows they can never be an item. But that doesn’t mean they can’t mess around when no one’s looking.


CHAPTER I

I was dating this girl, Jenna, but it wasn’t serious. At least I didn’t think so. She was too clingy for me, too shallow—though I wasn’t too much better in that department. One of the only reasons I kept on dating her was because she was sexy, and our relationship made every guy in school jealous of me. It was a nice feeling—everybody wanting to be you. It was also a nice feeling to know that there was millions of dollars in it for me if I stuck it out.

I wasn’t used to that kind of popularity. I’d always been mostly invisible at school. I never had many friends. It wasn’t until that summer before the twelfth grade that everything changed. I had a growth spurt and I started putting muscle on with ease. I swear that I was immediately turned into a popular kid on the first day of school, when I showed up wearing a medium t-shirt instead of a small. That popularity only exploded once I started dating the girls on the cheerleading squad.

Maybe it got to my head a little bit—especially once I started dating girls just so I could say that I’d dated them. There’s nothing better than being in a conversation with a bunch of guys when they start talking about some chick’s tits, and you can say, “I’ve felt them—they’re nice.” Everyone looks at you like you’re their god; like everything you say is the most important thing they will ever hear in their lives.

I dated one chick, Lisa Monroe. I lost my virginity to her. She begged me to squeeze her tits and suck on her nipples while we fucked. She was so insistent, I thought it was strange. And then I realized she had implants. Her rich parents had bought them for her that summer. When I told my friends about her little procedure the next day, I truly became the most popular kid in school: the guy who squeezed Lisa Monroe’s fake titties. High-school kids are easy to impress, I guess…

Anyway, it was my friend Dan who challenged me to try and fuck every single one of the girls on the cheerleading squad. It wasn’t much of a challenge—every single one of those girls wanted to get with me. In a single weekend, I nailed three of them—two at the same party. My godlike status got around to other schools. I had guys coming up to me who I’d never seen in my life, begging me to tell them the secret. “Unfortunately, it’s just lucky genetics,” I would say with a grin.

I had a feeling I was at a prime point in my life—I was going to be that kid who was at his best point in high school. Maybe that’s why I was so adamant about making the most of it. I knew it would all be downhill from there. My grades sucked, I wasn’t on any sports teams, so I wouldn’t be getting any scholarships… I had nothing to look forward to besides community college and sex with sexy young women. But even that wouldn’t last once I was thirty-five, working as an assistant manager at some fast food joint.

So I made the most of it. Jenna was the most of it—the girl every guy wanted. She had the biggest tits, the nicest ass, and the blondest hair. We fucked after our first date. Her pussy was so tight, she nearly pinched off my dick when she came, clenching hard. It felt damn good. She even demanded that I come on her tits. She was pretty wild. After I came, she smeared my load all over her breasts. It was pretty hot, actually.

But the relationship was nothing more than sex and benefits. I don’t know if she realized that.

She wanted me to meet her parents and she wanted me to go to the big autumn dance with her. I was hesitant to go to the dance with her. I was hoping to go alone, single, so I could have free reign of the available pussy. But I accepted the invite regardless, because her parents were rich.

So I’m not perfect—who is? Her father owned some giant oil company and her mom was the heiress to some massive chocolate company—I think it was Hershey’s. They were already old—both in their late sixties, and they were both overweight. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t see it as the solution to my inevitable post-graduation decline. If I stuck it out with Jenna, then I wouldn’t have to work the rest of my life at some lousy dead-end job. All I had to do was make Jenna like me, and make her parents like me. And I was a very likeable guy, so I knew it wasn’t going to be too hard.

But it was going to be hard adapting to Jenna. All she ever wanted to talk about was the Kardashians—either that or her dream wedding, how she wanted to have ten kids one day. “But I don’t want to be pregnant. We would pay someone else to carry our babies,” she said.

I wasn’t a very smart guy, but even I found her to be far from stimulating. Sometimes I wondered if all of that inheritance was really worth the effort. And then I pictured myself in a windowless office, the smell of greasy burgers burned into my nostrils, and I said, “Jenna is just fine for me.” Besides, she made me into the envy of the whole school—so what did I really have to complain about?

I really thought I would be able to tough it out. And then the new girl showed up, just a few days before the big autumn dance. Her name was Kayla. She was short, blonde, and completely adorable. She had small tits but a great ass. And like every new girl, she was as shy as hell. None of the other guys seemed too interested in her. When I mentioned her at lunch one day with the other guys, they all just shrugged their shoulders. “She’s alright,” one guy said, but he didn’t sound too enthusiastic. But I had no idea why—I thought she was the cutest girl who had ever stepped foot in our school.

And if it weren’t for Jenna, I would have been all over her.


CHAPTER II

I talked to Kayla for the first time the day before the big autumn dance. I was heading outside for a smoke break (I told the teacher that I needed to use the bathroom) and I ran into her as she emerged from the bathroom. I smiled at her. She looked away from me quickly, her cheeks turning red. She started walking by me and then I said, “Your name is Kayla, right?”

She turned around and looked at me with pink cheeks. “Yeah,” she said.

“I’m Joe. Nice to meet you,” I said.

She smiled and nodded and stood awkwardly, waiting for me to say whatever else I wanted to say. “Where did you move here from?” I asked.

“Chicago,” she said.

“Hey, that’s cool. I have an uncle from Chicago,” I said, and then I just watched as she smiled and nodded awkwardly. She was terribly shy, but gut-wrenchingly cute. I still couldn’t believe the other guys couldn’t see it. They were crazy—or maybe I was the crazy one.

She turned around and started to head to her next class, but I stopped her again. “Hold on, what’s the rush?” I said.

“I have to get back to class,” she said.

“Don’t be in such a rush. You probably aren’t missing much. So you’re from Chicago, huh? Did I mention I had an uncle from Chicago? His name is Ralph. Do you know him?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t think so.”

“Yeah, I guess it’s a big city, huh? So your parents—what do they do?”

She stared at me with a confused look on her face before saying, “My dad works at a factory. My mom is still in Chicago.”

“What does she do?” I asked.

“I don’t know—I only met her once. Why are you asking?”

“No reason,” I said. I was disappointed. I was hoping she would say that she was the heiress to a massive fortune, but she just had ordinary parents by the sounds of it. And that meant I was stuck with Jenna, unless I wanted to live the rest of my life in a trailer park.

I took another look at her, trying to figure out what about her was so mesmerizing. I’d never felt that kind of attraction towards any girl before. And the other guys were right—she wasn’t traditionally sexy, like Jenna or Lisa Monroe. But there was something about her—something I couldn’t put my finger on…

“I should get going,” she said, and she turned around and scurried off to class. Her little skirt bounced as she walked, nearly showing off the cusp of her ass. Had I dropped down to the ground, I would have been able to see it, but I didn’t want to be a total perv in the middle of that hall, even if I was alone. So I went out for my smoke and then I returned to class.

I saw Kayla again at the end of the day. She was at her locker, standing up on her toes to reach something from the top shelf. Her legs were exquisite. I felt compelled to go and talk to her again, but I didn’t want people seeing me talking to her and getting the wrong idea. The last thing I needed was Jenna hearing from a friend that I was talking up the new girl. I guess I was just stuck enjoying her with my eyes.

But damn, was she cute when she was standing up on her toes like that. At one point she even lifted one foot off the ground, pointing it up in the air like a little ballerina in an attempt to improve her reach. She was too short to reach into the very back of that top shelf. But finally, she got whatever she was reaching for, just as someone tapped on my shoulder.

I spun around. It was Jenna. “What are you staring at?” she said, looking down the hall. Thankfully, the hall was crowded.

“Staring? I was just thinking… Of you, actually,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Awe, that’s so cute.” She pulled out her phone and she thrust it towards my face. “I need you to help me pick a dress for tomorrow. Should I go with the red one or the blue one? I bought both. The blue one is way more sparkly than it looks in the photo. But the red one makes my boobs look better. What do you think?”

I looked at the photos. I could not have cared less. “The red one,” I said.

“Why?”

“I think it would look good on you.”

“They both look good on me,” she said, with a hint of being offended in her voice.

“Yeah, I can see that. But I think the red one would look even better,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Yeah, but then I would have to paint my nails a different colour and I just had them done. I think I’ll go with the blue dress. Don’t forget you need to come over early tomorrow, to meet my parents.” She stood up on her toes to give me a kiss on the lips. She didn’t look nearly as cute as Kayla when she was up on her toes. She lacked the elegance and curviness that Kayla had. Instead, it was kind of awkward and clumsy.

“I’ll be there,” I said.

Jenna ran off to catch up with her friends. I looked back towards Kayla’s locker, but she was gone. But I still had that mental image of her in my mind, up on her toes, her foot up in the air. I bet those legs were smooth and soft. She was small enough that I could probably pick her up off the ground, flip her upside down, and eat her out without much effort. My heart raced at the thought of pulling her clothes off, revealing her petite, tight body.

But I couldn’t let those thoughts take over. I needed to focus on Jenna—and her parents. If I was going to have any chance at a decent future, I needed to impress her parents.


CHAPTER III

Before arriving at Jenna’s house, I bought a brand new dress shirt and a brand new pair of slacks. I emptied out my bank account on the outfit, but it was worth it—an investment, if you will. I needed to show her parents that I was willing to make the effort. I even stole a few squirts of my dad’s cologne, even though I personally hated the smell of it. I also stole a tie, and spent half an hour trying to learn to tie the damn thing.

I had to borrow money from my parents to buy Jenna a bouquet of flowers. I just picked the first bouquet I could find. I stole a bottle of wine from my parents’ wine rack to give to Jenna’s parents. Maybe I was trying too hard, but I figured it was better to try too hard than to not try hard enough.

Her parents loved me. It helped that I laid on the charm as thick as I could while we waited for Jenna to finish getting ready upstairs. It also helped that I lied quite a bit, like when they asked me how my grades were and I said, “I got an A- in chemistry last year that I’m still quite disappointed about, but otherwise I’m happy.” I’d never seen an A-anything in my whole life. I also lied when they asked me if I was a smoker. I told them I walked by a group of smokers when I was buying the bottle of wine, hence the smell. I also lied when I said that Jenna was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen in my whole life.

In fact, when I said it, I could only think of Kayla, even though Kayla wasn’t technically the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen. I don’t know if I would say that she was beautiful, even. She was cute and mesmerizing and interesting—but I don’t know about beautiful, though I suppose she was beautiful in her own way. Jenna, on the other hand, was quite ordinary. She was beautiful in the same way so many other young women are beautiful—boringly beautiful. I’d been with lots of boringly beautiful women; Jenna was just the most boringly beautiful of all of them.

But of course I didn’t say that. “I’ve never met anyone like her,” I said.

Jenna’s mom looked at Jenna’s father and said, “Awe. Isn’t that so sweet?” Her father just nodded with a smile. He was old and it looked like the nod was enough to tire him out. I wondered just how much money the two of them had, combined. I wondered if I would be entitled to half if I eventually divorced Jenna, or if inherited wealth works differently in divorce.

And then Jenna came down the stairs in her blue dress. I didn’t know a whole lot about women’s fashion, but I could tell that her shoes alone were worth a couple thousand dollars. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Absolutely stunning,” I said, though she looked quite average with extra makeup, if I’m going to be honest. “Are you ready to go?”

I took her by the hand and led her to the door. Her mom rushed up behind us with her camera and made us take a series of photos before we could leave. Jenna kept making a duck face for every photo, and I did my best not to cringe and yell, ‘Just smile like a regular person, woman!’ I squeezed her hand and suppressed the urge. “We should get going or we’re going to be late,” I said.

I led her to my dad’s car (which he was letting me borrow for the evening) and we went off to the dance. During the whole car ride, Jenna went on and on about how she’d seen one of the Kardashians wearing the same dress recently, and she kept asking me if I thought she looked as good as the Kardashian in question. Unfortunately, I had no idea who she was talking about. It wasn’t Kim—who are the other ones even?

We showed up at the dance while it was well underway. Jenna clung to my arm as we stepped into the decorated gymnasium. She wanted everyone to see us together. Maybe she was just with me to bump up her status. I had no qualms with that, seeing as my reason for being with her wasn’t so much better. I let her hold onto my arm as long as she wanted. And it wasn’t long before she spotted her friends and asked, “Do you mind if I go talk to my friends for a bit? Do you want to come?”

“I’m actually going to step out for a smoke. I’ll be back in ten,” I said. She skipped off and I went to find the nearest exit. It was going to be a long night, being paraded around that gym by Jenna as she made sure every person in that school knew we were together.

I spotted a door and started towards it. I was halfway to the door when a new song started up. I knew the song—it was a pop hit that Jenna was obsessed with, and I knew for a fact that she wanted to dance to that very song. So I hurried the hell up and go to that door before she could find me and pull me onto the dance floor. I was going to need to sneak in a few drinks before I got to that point.

I slipped out the emergency exit and made sure the door was closed firmly behind me. Then, I looked to my side and saw her standing there, taking a long drag on a cigarette: Kayla. She looked over at me and her cheeks turned pink. “Hey,” I said. “I didn’t know you smoked.”

She shrugged her shoulders.

She was wearing a tiny white dress with black stockings. It was an unusual outfit for a formal-style dance, but I liked it—it suited her. “Who are you here with?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “No one,” she said.

“Who do you have your eyes on?” I asked with a grin.

She stared at me for a silent moment before saying, “No one.”

“So why’d you come? Just to dance?”

“It’s mandatory.” It was true—the dance was mandatory. The school dances used to be optional, but no one ever came. No one wanted to voluntarily spend their Friday night at the school where they spent every weekday.

“Right, I forgot,” I said. I lit up a cigarette and took a long drag of my own. She finished her cigarette and then started for the door. “Wait,” I said. “Don’t leave me out here by myself.” She stopped and looked down at her feet. I kept smoking. “So do you like it here?” I asked.

“It’s okay, I guess.”

“Why are you so quiet?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t have much to say.”

“You single?”

“I guess so,” she said.

“You guess so? Is that a yes or a no? It’s a yes or no question.”

“Why are you asking? Don’t you have a girlfriend?”

I laughed. “Technically,” I said. “It’s complicated.”

“It was a yes or no question,” she said with a smirk. It may have been the first smile I’d ever seen her make. It was a nice smile—nice to see her finally coming out from her shell.

“Yes, I have a girlfriend, but I don’t think it’s going to last.”

“So break up with her.”

“It’s not that simple.”

She just stared at me, into my eyes, her eyes narrowing. She didn’t understand. Hell, I didn’t even really understand. Was I really staying with Jenna because her parents were rich? Did I really want to be some lousy gold-digger guy? “Suit yourself.”

“I’d end it if you went out with me,” I said, finishing my cigarette. My heart stuttered. My heart didn’t usually react too much when I hit on girls. I wasn’t the kind of guy to get shy or awkward around women that I liked. In fact, I couldn’t even remember a single girl that I really liked before. Sure, there were plenty of girls who I thought were sexy, Jenna included, but never any girls that I really liked.

“You don’t want to go out with me,” she said. “We should get back inside.”

“Who says I don’t want to go out with you?”

“I’m saying it,” she said.

“Well maybe you’re wrong. Maybe I do want to go out with you.”

“You really don’t. Now let’s get back to the dance.”

She reached for the door. I jumped forward and grabbed the handle. “I don’t want to go back in there. Let’s just hang out here. The weather is warmer than usual. You don’t get too many evenings like this at this time of year.”

She stared at me, her cheeks red. There was a strange sadness in her eyes.

“What’s the matter?”

“Have you ever done something in your life, even though everyone warned you not to do it—but you still did it anyway. And then once you did it, you realized what everyone meant when they tried to talk you out of it?” she asked, staring down at her feet.

I thought about it. Nothing came to mind. “No,” I said.

“Well then that’s the end of that conversation, I guess.”

“Let’s go make out,” I said.

She looked up at me, but only for a few seconds before her gaze darted away. “What?” she said after some delay.

“Let’s go make out. I know a spot near the football field where no one will find us. It’ll be fun.”

She kept staring at her feet. “I can’t,” she said. Her cheeks were dark red. I could tell that she wanted to. I could tell that I was close to cracking her.

“C’mon,” I said, reaching out my hand. “Before they find us back here.”

“I can’t,” she said. “I mean, I shouldn’t.”

“I think you should,” I said with a big grin. I was so close.

“I—I was born a man,” she said, and then my heart really stuttered. A tingling surged down to my fingertips and I suddenly felt like I was short of breath.

“You were what?” I said, my voice weak and cracking.


CHAPTER IV

I didn’t believe her. How could I? I could see her with my eyes, hear her with my ears—that was a woman in front of me, not a damn man. There was no way she had ever been a man. She was just fucking with me—right? It was all just a big joke… “I don’t believe you,” I said.

“Well it’s true,” she said.

But I was sure she was bluffing, just trying to get me to back down. I wasn’t ready to back down. I’d never been rejected before. I couldn’t possibly go back into that decorated gymnasium after being rejected in such an embarrassing fashion. “Well then I don’t care,” I said. “I still want to make out with you.” It wasn’t entirely true—I did care, but I just didn’t believe her. I thought I was calling her out on her bluff. Maybe it was a test—maybe she was just seeing how serious I was about wanting to make out with her, or if I was just trying to make a point of getting with every girl in the school, and she was just another girl on the long list.

She stared into my eyes with an apprehensive look. “Really?” she said.

“Really.”

“Even though I was born a male?”

“Even though… that,” I said. My heart stuttered again, after skipping a beat or two. She was just bluffing, right? I was sure that we would get to the football field and then she would say, ‘I was just kidding about that being born a guy crap.’ Surely she was kidding.

She reached out slowly and hesitantly took my hand. I let her around the school, towards the football field. There was a spot between the bleachers where we were out of sight of the school. I’d taken a few girls there before. Kayla stood there awkwardly with her hands clasped at her waist. “You really want to do this?” she said, her cheeks now a dark shade of red.

“Absolutely—more than anything,” I said. I took her hands and separated them, moving them to her sides. Then I stepped in, brushed her hair off of her face, and looked into her eyes. My heart was a pounding mess. My legs were trembling. What if she wasn’t bluffing? If it was true, could I still do it? Would I regret this whole thing?

Man or woman, I had to admit, she was gorgeous. Her eyes sparkled as she gently bit her bottom lip. I could do this…

I leaned forward and kissed her. She kissed back, somewhat awkwardly. There was a good chance it was her first kiss. I slipped my hands around her waist and continued the kiss. She started to relax, her shoulders sinking down, her forehead pressing against mine. She let me gently nibble her bottom lip before slipping my tongue into her mouth. “How’s that?” I asked.

Her whole face was red and her pupils were dilated. She had the cutest smile on her face. “It was nice,” she said. We kissed again. This time, I started exploring her body with my hands. I ran my hands up her sides, around her back. I fondled her chest. She had small, soft breasts. Men don’t have breasts, and they weren’t fake. I knew what fake tits felt like. So she must have been lying.

I started to slide one of my hands down her chest, across her abdomen, towards her pussy, but she stopped me. She grabbed my wrist and moved my hand aside. My heart stammered. Maybe she just wasn’t ready to let me rub her pussy. We hardly knew each other, after all.

But that didn’t stop me from trying again a minute later, once I had her back up against one of the bleacher beams. She seemed distracted, her tongue in my mouth, her hands under my shirt, feeling my muscles. I carefully reached down, beneath her skirt, and I slipped my fingers over her crotch. There was a bump—a series of bumps. It didn’t feel at all like a pussy. In fact, it felt like an erection and a warm ball sack. I froze. She froze, too.

But what could I say? I told her that I didn’t care—I couldn’t back down from that now. Our eyes met. Her smile was nowhere to be seen. But my God, she was still so cute. I don’t know what overcame me in that moment—maybe it was just the lust that had been building up over the ten minutes we’d been making out. I reached my hand down the front of her panties and I wrapped my fingers around her feminine cock. I started to massage it. And then we started kissing again.

My heart was slamming relentlessly into my ribcage. I was a slave of the moment. All of my inhibitions were gone. All of my worries were pushed onto the backburner. And of course, I was horny. I just wanted to be with her.

I managed to get her cock rock-hard. After getting my belt undone and my fly down, she slipped her fingers around my girth and massaged me until I was hard, too. It was surprisingly hot when she took my bare cock and pressed it up against her own. “You’re so big,” she said, staring in awe at my rod.

“Thanks,” I said. I was a lot bigger than her. Holding our cocks together with both hands, she stroked. It felt good. My heart didn’t stop pounding powerfully against my ribcage, but it felt so good that I didn’t care. I didn’t want the moment to end.

I spun her around and pushed her up against that beam. I couldn’t get her skirt flipped up fast enough. I yanked her panties down to her knees but I didn’t bother getting them off completely. I didn’t want to waste any time. I walked my erection up between her legs and I pressed my throbbing tip up against her tight hole. “Ready?” I asked.

She just nodded.

So I stuck it in her. She gasped sharply, her fingers curling against that metal beam. Her whole body became tense for a moment and then, after a few seconds, it relaxed, allowing me to slide in all the way. She was tight, her tight hole constantly puckering along my rod. She liked it. As I started to thrust, she started to moan.

And once I was in a good rhythm, I reached around and started to jerk off her little sissy cock. I loved the way it felt in my grip—warm and throbbing. I wanted to feel it coming. I wanted to make it come. I really didn’t care that she had a cock between her legs. I actually kind of liked it. It got me so excited. Everything about her got me so excited.

I didn’t last long. As soon as she moaned the words, “I’m coming,” I was done. I came deep in her asshole, groaning, pressing my fingertips into her skin. And once I was finished, I realized what I’d just done—I’d slept with a biological boy, and I’d cheated on my girlfriend.


CHAPTER V

I had to explain to Kayla that we couldn’t really be together. “For obvious reasons,” I said. She looked hurt, but she understood. At least she said she understood. I mean, if her secret got out, and people found out that we’d been together, I would be finished. I would go from being the most popular kid in the whole school to being the laughing stock. And I didn’t have much, aside from my popularity.

So I returned to Jenna at the dance. She’d been looking for me. I lied and said that I wasn’t feeling well, that I’d been in the bathroom. She didn’t question it. While we were dancing, I saw Kayla across the gymnasium. She looked over at me for a moment before looking away quickly.

Now, more than ever, I felt nothing with Jenna. As I held her while we danced, her skin felt cold. There wasn’t a single spark between us. I even felt a bit guilty when she snuggled her face against my chest. I wished she were Kayla.

But that wish made the hairs on the back of my neck stand upright. I wished my girlfriend were born a man? I wished my girlfriend had a poor family and took hormones so she could look like a chick? No, no, that’s not what I wanted at all.

When I got home that night, I found myself online, trying to look up pictures of Kayla. Her Facebook page was set to private, so I could only see her one profile picture: a picture of the back of her head at the beach. I could have added her to see more, but I didn’t need Kayla suspecting anything. That little romp between us was just that: a romp. Nothing more.

I told myself to forget about her. I didn’t need some trap throwing a giant wrench in my life plans. I knew that it sounded bad, that I was dating Jenna for her family’s benefits, but it was my reality. I had nothing else. All of my friends were already getting accepted to their colleges of choice, and I hadn’t even applied. There was no point. I would be lucky to get into a community college. I could have gone into a trade, but I didn’t know how to do anything. I hated shop class because the saws and spinning machines scared the hell out of me. Everyone was always telling stories about kids from previous years chopping their fingers off by accident.

And what were my other choices? I could become a plumber… I could unclog shitty toilets for a living. Sounds like fun? Or, I could marry Jenna, realize she wasn’t that bad. She was good in bed—surely that accounted for something. And she could have children naturally. Could Kayla do that?

It sounds bad, but that was the reality of my life. So the next day, I woke up and told myself, “Today is all about Jenna.” I felt bad about the dance. I’d done my best to avoid dancing with her for most of the night. And I’d taken every possible chance to slip out with my friends. I was pretty sure she noticed. She was pretty quiet when I drove her home. But I was going to make up for it.

On my way to school, I pulled over at Ms. Chen’s house. I could see that she was in the back yard, gardening. And I knew that she wouldn’t notice a few roses from one of her front rose bushes missing. I nabbed a few, and I used a little bow from my parents’ Christmas bin to tie them together. It wasn’t quite a bouquet, but I figured it would be a nice statement. I found Jenna at her locker and presented the flowers to her. She gave me a big hug and a kiss, and her friends all said, “Awe, that’s so sweet!”

And just like that, I was back in her good books. I sat next to her in all of the classes we had together, and then I ate lunch with her, even though the guys wanted me to eat lunch with them.

I had my fourth period off. Jenna had biology. So finally, I got a much-needed break. I went out to grab a quick cigarette before going to find some of my buddies. But I didn’t get that far. As I reached the back door, Kayla slipped inside. She was putting her lighter in her pocket when she saw me. We both stopped and stared at one another for a moment—the entire last night coming back to both of us.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey. You on break?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

There was another long silence. I did my best to keep my eyes up on her face, but I was tempted to look down at her body. She was wearing a tiny skirt with black leggings and a black tank top. She had her long blonde hair tied into pigtails. She was damn adorable. “The media room isn’t being used right now. Do you want to go and fuck?” I asked.

She was slow to respond, biting her bottom lip as she stared into my eyes. “Okay,” she said.

We ran down the hall, looking around to make sure no one saw us, and we slipped into the media room. We locked the door behind us and left the light off. All of the excitement from the previous night was back in my veins. I just wanted to grab her and kiss her and fuck her and hold her. I don’t know what it was about her that I was so obsessed with. For whatever reason, I was able to push her out from my mind when she wasn’t around. But when she was there in front of me, all bets went out the window. I only cared about one thing: making her mine.

We kissed, stumbling back, knocking over chairs and pushing away desks. She immediately slipped her hands under my shirt to feel my muscles. I immediately squeezed her tits and fondled her nipples. Once she was backed into the teacher’s desk, I lifted her up and sat her down on the edge of the desk. I lifted up her skirt and fished her cock out from her panties. And without hesitation, I bent over and stuck her cock in my mouth, and I sucked her until she was rock hard.

She slipped her fingers into my hair and held me down. Her dick wasn’t long enough to gag me, even when she was fully erect and my nose was pressed into her pelvis—but it was close. Strangely, I didn’t feel like I was sucking a cock—not a man’s cock, anyway. There was something so feminine about her dick. Maybe because it was small, or maybe because she was shaved clean, and smelled like the roses I plucked from Ms. Chen’s rose bush. I ran the tip of my tongue from her ball sack to her throbbing tip.

And once she was hard, I pulled aside her panties and started to eat out her asshole. My heart was pounding—I loved how she made my heart pound. I’d only ever felt that surge of adrenaline once in my life, when I went bungee jumping with my older brother for his birthday a few years before. Except somehow, this was even more intense. Anyone with a master key could have opened that door, and there were dozens of people in that school with master keys—not to mention, they kept keys to the media room in the office, for kids who wanted to check out video equipment. And we weren’t the only two people who were on break that period.

“Just fuck me,” she said, slipping her hands under my arms to pull me up. “Fuck me—please just fuck me.”

I unzipped my pants and stepped forward. I pressed my throbbing erection up to her tight hole. She was gaping—begging for it. When I stuck it in her, I stared into her eyes. I watched as her face lit up, as her pupil dilated, as she bit down on her bottom lip. And she stared into my eyes.

I started thrusting. I reached one hand up her tank top and squeezed her bare tit. She wasn’t wearing a bra. And we didn’t break eye contact until she said she was about to come. Then, I had to look down and watch. She hadn’t touched her dick and neither had I. But somehow, I’d stimulated something inside of her enough that her hard rod started to spew white cum into the air, onto her stomach and her skirt. And the sight alone was enough to bring me to my own orgasm.

I rolled over next to her with a big smile on my face. And then once again, the reality of the situation caught up to me. I’d once again just cheated on my girlfriend. I’d once again slept with a woman who was not born a woman, who still had her male parts. I’d made a big mistake, and I had a feeling it was a mistake I was going to keep on making until something very, very bad happened.


CHAPTER VI

When I met up with Jenna later that afternoon, she could tell that I’d been up to something. She kept looking over at me with that look—I can’t describe that look. It may have just been in my head. But there was a glimmer in her eyes that suggested she was suspicious. “Why do you keep looking at me like that?” I asked, as we sat down at the café across the street, after school.

“Keep looking at you like what?” she asked, her eyes narrowing. I just shrugged my shoulders, but I was pretty sure that she knew.

“Anyway, how was your fourth period?” I asked, and then I listened to her drone on about how she suspects Lauren in her class has a crush on the teacher. All she did all fourth period was gossip with her friends about it, and all she was doing now was gossiping to me about it. And that’s all she would gossip about until the next piece of gossip came around and then she would go ahead and gossip like crazy about that.

And I couldn’t help but wonder what that moment would have been like if it had been Kayla sitting across from me. What conversation would we be having? I’m sure it would be the two of us talking, not just her as she went on and on and on about something that didn’t even matter in the slightest. Kayla was different than the other girls. She seemed like she was more aware, more—

“Are you listening?” Jenna asked, snapping me out from my daze.

“Huh? Yeah, of course,” I said.

“Then what did I just say?” she asked, staring into my eyes with a scowl.

“Uh, you were telling me about Lauren and the teacher,” I said. I felt a churning in my gut.

She shook her head and sighed. “Like, fifteen minutes ago!’ she said. “What the heck is wrong with you today? You’re all over the place.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night. I was up thinking about you all night,” I said, forcing my best smile. But even I could tell that it looked far from genuine.

“Well if you just want to go home, then go home. I’ll have my tea by myself.”

“C’mon, Jenna. Don’t be like that. I’m just tired. Tell me again what you were saying.”

She stared at me with that same look from before, the one that I just can’t describe. Did she suspect I was cheating on her? Would she ever guess that it was with Kayla? And she did figure that out, what would happen next? Would she ruin me as soon as Kayla’s secret came to light? Of course she would. She wouldn’t even waste a second before throwing me to the dogs—

“You aren’t listening, are you?” she said.

Shit. She’d been talking but I hadn’t heard a word. I forced another smile while I watched her shaking her head. Thankfully, her friends came to my rescue. Three of them came up to our table. One of them put her hands on my shoulders and said, “Oh my God, that was so cute, what you did today with the flowers. I wish my boyfriend would bring me flowers before class.”

“Wasn’t it so cute?” Jenna said, her attitude changing in an instant. She didn’t want her friends to know that we were fighting—if that’s even what we were doing. She wanted her friends to think that everything was perfect between us—the perfect relationship between the two most perfect people in the school. Even if that meant being fake as hell. “But keep your hands off of him—he’s mine,” she said with a smile.

“Oh, you two are so cute,” the friend said, and then they took a table nearby—near enough that Jenna wouldn’t dare return to fighting. I was saved.

And that night, when I got home, I knew that I needed to patch things up. I knew that she wouldn’t endure our relationship forever if Kayla was constantly on my mind. I knew that once she went away to college, my high-school popularity wasn’t going to keep her tied to me. I had to up my game. I begged my mom to let me use her credit card, to buy passes to the zoo. I figured I would take Jenna to the zoo that weekend on a little romantic date.

I presented the tickets to Jenna the next morning, to another round of awes from her friends. She hugged me and kissed me and everything was back to normal. I even made a point of using a different exit when I went out for smoke breaks, so I wouldn’t run into Kayla. As long as I didn’t run into her and see her face-to-face, it was easy to keep her off of my mind. It was easy to remind myself that she wasn’t even a she at all. All I had to do was think about the future and ask myself, ‘Can you really see yourself with a trap in ten years from now, when all of your friends are getting married and having kids?’ There was no way I could ever bring Kayla to meet my parents or even my friends. So why was I even wasting any brainpower thinking about her?

I saw her very briefly during my fourth period break. She was at the far end of the hall, wandering around, waiting for her final period. Our eyes met for a second, but that was it. But it was enough to tie my mind up in knots.

Why couldn’t Jenna be that cute? Why didn’t I want to go and talk to Jenna the way I wanted to go and talk to Kayla? Why couldn’t Jenna be more like Kayla? I mean, they had similar features. They were both petite. Kayla was actually a bit more petite than Jenna. They both had blonde hair. I preferred the way Kayla wore her hair, but maybe I could convince Jenna to wear hers the same way. And maybe I could talk Jenna into buying clothes that looked more like Kayla’s clothes. Did they have any classes together even? Would Jenna catch on that I was trying to push in her that direction?

I shook my head. Instead of being an idiot, I could just have some sanity and learn to love Jenna. I mean, with time it was possible, right?


CHAPTER VII

Before heading out to pick up Jenna, to take her to the zoo, I spent a few minutes in my room with my eyes closed, trying to control my breathing, trying to keep Jenna at the forefront of my mind. I didn’t want to run into the same problem as our date at the café, where I couldn’t stop thinking about Kayla. That day needed to be about her. Every day moving forward needed to be about her.

I thought it was going to be easy, but I was terribly mistaken. As soon as she emerged from her house and started walking towards my car, I started having those feelings. My very first thought was: I wish I were picking up Kayla. I had to push the thought away. I pinched my leg and bit my tongue hard. I wasn’t going to tolerate that kind of thinking. I needed to keep my head clear.

When Jenna started talking, it was hard to stay focussed, but I did my best. I strained to listen to her. Occasionally my mind would start to wander, but I managed to pull myself back together quickly. It was a real challenge, especially when she started talking about what one Kardashian said to the other. I forced myself to smile and say things like, “No way, did she really say that?” I still had no idea what the hell she was talking about.

I was happy when we pulled up to the zoo. I assumed the animals would be a good distraction for both of us. They would get my mind off of Kayla and they would get Jenna’s mind off of the Kardashians. We could finally talk about something that was real and right there in front of us: the animals. At least that’s what I thought would happen. I shouldn’t have been surprised when Jenna kept going on about the goddamned Kardashians. Apparently there was an episode where one of the characters goes to a tiger zoo. She wanted to find the tigers to take a photo, probably so she could feel like a Kardashian for a day.

At least it was a goal—find the tigers, get a picture: something to think about. It was when there was nothing to think about that my mind began to wander.

We were looking at the monkeys (and Jenna was distracted by the SnapChat app on her phone) when I realized we had no business being together. Our relationship was hopeless. Things weren’t going to change. With Jenna, this would be my life: a constant battle to remain interested. And with time, the small amount of interest that was there would disappear and I may even lose interest in staying interested. Was it doomed to fail? Maybe not. Maybe I could string it along for long enough to squeeze myself into that fat, looming inheritance. Because what else did I even have?

“I’m hungry. Do you want to buy me a hotdog?” Jenna asked, putting her hands on my shoulders. She was rubbing sensually—at least she was trying to. I felt nothing—nothing but small hands pressing into my shoulders. I even tried closing my eyes, focussing hard to allow a spark to materialize. But there was no spark.

“Sure, babe,” I said.

She reached down for my hand. I reluctantly took it. Maybe I was just in a funk. Maybe I just needed a few days to clear my head, let the image of Kayla vanish. Once we were graduated, it wouldn’t even be a problem. Kayla would be long gone and I would be able to focus on Jenna. They say all relationships hit bumps in the road—maybe this was just the first big bump. I mean, the longer I went without seeing Kayla, the more I was able to focus on Jenna. Already, I’d managed to entertain a two-hour-long conversation about an episode of the Kardashians that I hadn’t even seen. Surely that was a sign of progress. All I had to do was avoid coming into contact with Kayla.

“Hello! Anyone there?” I yelled into the hotdog booth. I could hear the employee rummaging around in the back. Jenna was standing behind me, her hands once again on my shoulders. She seemed happy—that’s all that really mattered. “Hello?” I called out again.

And then she came out: Kayla, wearing a little red uniform with a red visor. As soon as she looked into my eyes, she froze. I froze, too. There was a moment of silence before Jenna said, “Well? Aren’t you going to ask us what we want?”

Kayla blinked, resurrecting herself from her daze. “Uh, yeah, what do you want?” she asked.

The uniform was unflattering, but somehow she still made it look adorable. “Two hotdogs, please. And a couple of Cokes, too.”

“Two hotdogs and two cokes. Just a minute,” she said. She looked into my eyes for another second before turning to fetch our order. My heart was sent racing. What were the chances that Kayla worked part-time at the zoo? What were the chances that I would run into her during the one day that I’d planned specifically to avoid her and get her out of my mind?

We stepped back while Kayla prepared our hotdogs.

It was a minute before Jenna said, “Doesn’t that chick go to our school? Isn’t she new or something?”

I could feel a cold tingling in my fingertips. “Does she? I don’t recognize her,” I lied.

“Your hotdogs,” Kayla called out. I went to retrieve them.

We made eye contact again, but I said nothing except for, “Thank you.” My heart was still racing as I walked away. And my date with Jenna was effectively ruined. Once again, I found myself unable to think of anything except for Kayla.

I couldn’t look at Jenna without wishing deep down that I was with Kayla. And of course, those thoughts led me to guilt. And it wasn’t even ten minutes later when Jenna said, “Did you hear what I said?” It was like our date at the café all over again.

As she said it, I noticed Kayla again, walking towards the back gate, probably going for a smoke break. She slipped around the corner, behind the public bathrooms. “Yeah, I did,” I said. “But I really have to go to the bathroom. Do you mind?”

“No, go ahead,” she said.

I started towards the bathrooms. Once I was close, I looked back. Jenna was turned away and her attention was down at her phone. So I slipped around the bathrooms to go and find Kayla.


CHAPTER VIII

I couldn’t find her at first. I was behind the cluster of indoor exhibits. I followed the tall wooden fence around a long bend. Whenever I stepped between buildings, I was sure to move quickly, looking into the park to make sure Jenna was still facing away from me. At one point, while I was moving from behind the reptile exhibit to behind the gift shop, I saw Jenna turn around. She looked around but she didn’t spot me. It was a close call.

And when I looked back in front of me, I saw Kayla, her back against the gift shop wall. She was pulling a lighter out from her pocket. She looked over at me as she brought the lighter up to her smoke, and then she stopped.

“Hey,” I said, making sure to keep my voice down, even though I was easily fifty yards away from Jenna. “I didn’t know you worked here.”

“It’s only my third day on the job,” she said, looking away from me. She finished lighting her smoke and then she looked out towards the fence. There was something up—some reason she wasn’t looking at me. She seemed more distant than usual. Her cheeks were rosy with shyness like they usually were.

“What’s up?” I said.

“Nothing,” she said.

“I’ve got about ten minutes before I should get back to Jenna. Do you want to mess around?”

She looked at me slowly and then she looked away again. “That poor girl,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say back. I thought for a minute before coming up with, “It’s complicated.”

“It’s not that complicated. You’re wasting her time. You don’t even like her.”

I thought some more, but still came up with nothing good. “She doesn’t even like me,” I said. It sounded better in my head. But it was true—Jenna didn’t like me. Sure, she thought she did. She liked the perks that came with dating one of the most popular guys in school, but she didn’t actually care about me. She didn’t actually want to spend time with me or have conversations with me. Whenever we were together, she spent more time on her phone messaging her friends than she did actually conversing with me.

“All the more reason to break up with her,” Kayla said, still without looking at me.

“Look, Kayla. You know that we can’t be together—you and me.”

She looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Who said anything about that?”

“Well why else would you want me to dump her?”

She looked away, back at the nothingness of the fence. She took a drag from her cigarette. “So I can believe that you’re actually a decent person.”

The comment stung. But I pretended like it didn’t. I forced a smile. “Just admit it. You want me to dump her so you can have me to yourself,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “So that you can just cheat on me behind my back? Go around talking to other girls while we’re on a date at the zoo?” She turned further away from me, so I was looking at her back.

I stepped up to her and put my hands on her sides. “Just admit it,” I said.

“Admit what?”

I stepped up closer, putting my chin on her shoulder. I gently slid my hands up and down. “You want me—just admit it.”

She said nothing. As I brought my hands around front, on her chest, I felt her take a deep breath in. I cupped her breasts. She didn’t stop me. I squeezed before bringing one hand down to her cock. I slipped my hand down the front of her short, onto her bare meat. I started to rub. “Admit it,” I said again.

She let out a soft whimper. “Why don’t you admit that you want to be with me?” she said. She brought her hand down and put it over mine, pressing it harder against her cock. She even curled my fingers around her warm girth. I started to stroke her. I could feel her throbbing, getting hard.

“Maybe I do,” I said.

“Then be with me,” she said.

I looked around to make sure no one was around. Then, I tugged down her shorts and her panties, unzipped my fly, and fished out my throbbing erection. I pressed her up against the fence and then I pressed my bulging tip up against her anus. I couldn’t touch her skin without feeling a warm electricity: that spark that I wished I felt with Jenna.

I pushed in. I loved the feeling of her tight asshole puckering the length of my dick. I loved how warm her backdoor was. I loved the way she moaned when I was deep inside of her. I started thrusting into her, pushing her harder against that fence. My hands moved from her small breasts to her little cock. “Make me come,” she said. So I kept one hand on her cock, jerking it harder and faster with every pump into her butt. “Shit, that feels good,” she said.

More than anything, I just loved holding her in my arms. I loved feeling her warmth. I loved being in her presence. It wasn’t just the sex—it was her. I wanted to be with her. And when I was with her, I didn’t care about any stupid inheritance. I didn’t care that it might mean that I spend my future working some nine-to-five job, making a modest living, living in a small house. Who cares where I’m living and how much money I have? As long as I’m doing it with her?

“I’m close. Don’t stop,” she said through clenched teeth. She was breathing faster and faster, with short, shallow breaths. Her fingers curled against the fence. She pushed her soft bum back into my pelvis to get more of me inside of her with every hard penetration. I could feel her dick swelling and hardening. I put my head on her shoulder so I could watch her spray that fence with her big, hot load. And as always, it was just the push I needed to come.

My legs trembled as I unloaded into her tush. She moaned, taking my hand and bringing it up her shirt, onto her breast. I squeezed as she turned her head and we kissed. “I want to be with you,” I said.

“Then be with me,” she said, and then we kissed again.

“I’ll be right back,” I said.

I went to go and find Jenna. I thought it would be hard, telling her that she wasn’t the girl for me—saying goodbye to her family’s massive estate and that mega-inheritance. I thought it would be hard breaking things off with the girl who was considered the hottest in the whole school. I thought it would be hard—but it wasn’t hard at all.

And she took it surprisingly well, aside from one big, long eye roll. She asked, “Can I tell people that I broke up with you?” After I said yes, she went back to her phone, no expression on her face, as if nothing had happened at all. It wasn’t even a week later when she started dating one of the guys from the football team.

And it wasn’t even a week later when I showed up at school with a bouquet of flowers—which I bought with the last of my own money—and I went up to Kayla. “Kayla,” I said, “would you go on a date with me?”

As I said it, a group of nearby girls started snickering. “You know she’s a dude, right?” one of them said.

“Funny that a dude is way hotter than any of you,” I said back. I watched as their expressions dropped.

As expected, I lost my status as the most popular guy in school. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care about any of that stuff—the popularity, the money, whether my friends thought my girlfriend was sexy or not. I was happy with her, and I’d never been happy with any girl before. That was all that mattered. I didn’t know where we would be in the future—a trailer park, a trashy apartment, my parents’ basement—it didn’t matter. As long as I had her, that was all that mattered.

THE END


BIG HARD BET

Sam and George have a recurring bet that they make whenever they go out: George picks a girl and bets Sam that he can’t sleep with her. Sam, a bit of a gambling addict, always does his best, though he doesn’t always win.

But one night, Sam has the advantage. The beautiful brunette George bets on has been eyeing Sam all night. Only Sam doesn’t know about her secret, and he won’t find out until they’re in the bedroom. Then he has to decide: is it worth winning the bet?


CHAPTER I

We’d made similar bets before—George would pick a girl out from the crowd and bet me X-amount of money that I couldn’t sleep with her that night. We’d been making bets like those since high school. In fact, our bets had become so refined that it had turned into a sort of game, with a point system. More than anything, it was a way to satisfy our gambling addiction without having to drive three hours to the nearest casino.

I didn’t always win the bets. I actually lost more than I won, but I did win from time to time. And it was those occasional wins that kept me going, kept me from passing on George’s little bets. Whenever I bet George that he couldn’t sleep with the girl of my choice, I was usually right. I’m sure that if you tallied up all of our wins and losses, we would be about even after six or seven years of betting.

I was on a cold streak—six lost bets. And I was down six hundred bucks. I was already wondering how I was going to pay my rent, so the last thing I should have been doing was taking one of George’s bets. But after a few drinks, I started to justify it—if I won the bet, I would have the money for rent. So maybe it was worth the risk…

That’s the same justification I’d used the last three weekends in a row, and each time I just fell further away from making rent. I guess I really was a gambling addict.

We ran on five-to-one odds, ten-to-one under special circumstances, which I’ll get to. If I failed to take home the chosen girl, then I lost one hundred bucks. If I succeeded, I won five hundred bucks. If I could convince her to let me film it—those were the special circumstances: a thousand bucks. Guys who could hardly afford rent should not be gambling a thousand dollars at a time.

I’d only ever convinced one girl to let me film the act. She was a stunner, too. Long blonde hair, shining blue eyes, huge tits. She wanted to be on top the whole time, so I got to watch her massive jugs bouncing while she came over and over. She woke me up an hour later and wanted to go at it again. It was the sweetest thousand bucks I ever made. It was unfortunate when I found out she was a prostitute and she told me I owed her fifteen hundred dollars—that was her rate including the filming. It was a short-lived victory.

Sometimes I was smart enough not to take George’s bets. Sometimes the girls he picked out were too stunning, way out of my league. There would be fifteen men ogling some supermodel-tiered babe and George would turn to me and say, “I bet you can’t sleep with her.”

“I’m not taking that action,” I would say. “But if you want to take a shot, I bet you can’t sleep with her.” Sometimes he tried, usually he failed. But George once managed to get a real darling to sleep with him. She even let him film it. I saw the video. I was impressed.

It was a late December night at a quiet little pub when George made a bet that I should not have taken. We were just meeting up so that he could lend me a DVD he kept insisting I watch. But he didn’t miss the opportunity to make a big bet. He scanned the room and then stopped as soon as his eyes locked in on one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. She had short brown hair, big glowing eyes, and the softest skin you’ve ever seen. She was there with a friend, both of them sitting at the bar. “Her,” George said with a big grin.

I stared at her for a minute. I knew she was way out of my league. I knew that I probably had no chance with her. But there was something George didn’t know—I’d already been talking to the girl. Her name was Uma and she was only eighteen-years-old.

George was late meeting up at the pub that night. Uma’s friend was also late. While we were both waiting for our friends, we’d met at the bar, while waiting for the bartender to come back from his bathroom break. She was standing right next to me—I could smell her perfume, which was a combination of roses and vanilla and a hint of whiskey. She looked over at me with a smile that made my heart stutter. I immediately said, “Hey, my name is Sam.” She laughed and told me her name was Uma.

I was smitten by her—a stuttering mess. She thought it was cute. I was never like that with girls. After so many of George’s bets, talking to girls was like second-nature to me. But with Uma, I was like a little boy going through puberty. We talked non-stop for about thirty minutes, until her friend finally showed up. She started to walk away and then she stopped and turned around. “Maybe call me sometime,” she said with that same heart-melting smile. She reached into her purse and fished out a business card. Her card said that she was a personal shopper at the nearby mall. As she started to walk away to join her friend, George arrived.

And I never got around to telling him about the encounter. I wanted to tell him about it, but every time I thought about her, I became giddy and nervous, as if I was sitting there next to her, trying to ask her out on a date. I just couldn’t believe how gorgeous she was. It almost seemed like she was glowing, like I could always tell where she was in the room, even when I wasn’t looking at her. Whenever she got up to use the washroom, she would walk by our table. She would look at me and smile and I could smell her whiskey-tinged perfume and my heart would melt all over again. I could see that she was drinking dirty martinis. She was laughing a lot and her cheeks were becoming redder and redder as the night went on. She was a bit tipsy. From time to time she would look over at me. George never saw, his back turned to her the whole night.

So when he made the bet, I only hesitated for a moment before saying, “You’re on.”


CHAPTER II

I waited until her friend went to go out for a cigarette, then I made my move. But I was slow to move, my heart suddenly pounding, my hands suddenly shaking. I’d made moves on countless girls in the past, but I’d never felt like this. I’d never been so overwhelmed by the mere thought of approaching a woman before. I stopped halfway between our table and the bar where she was sitting. I took a deep breath and looked back at George, who was already smiling as if he’d already won the bet.

I needed the money, but that’s not why I was nervous. Did I actually have feelings for this girl? Did I actually want things to work out between us? Or was I really just desperate to break my losing skid?

Or maybe I just needed another drink or two.

I approached her, leaning over the bar next to her. She looked at me with that smile. “Hey again,” she said.

I opened my mouth to respond, but the words were slow to come out. A trembling buzzed through me. “Hey there,” I said. I looked back at George for a quick second. He was watching closely, sipping his drink, still smirking. I looked back at Uma. “How’s your night going?” I asked.

“It’s going. How’s your night going?”

“It’s going,” I said.

I knew I didn’t have long before her friend returned. I needed to make enough of an impact that she would be willing to ditch her friend for me. I’d successfully done it countless times before, but as I stood there next to Uma, I couldn’t remember how I’d ever done it. I racked my brain for something to say. She beat me to it. “I love your tie,” she said. She reached forward and lifted it up, feeling the violet fabric. “Purple is my favourite colour.”

“I’m more of a green fan, myself,” I said.

She smiled. “Green is my second favourite.” She looked into my eyes with what I was pretty sure was a suggestive look. Did she want to sleep with me? Was I already on my way to winning the bet?

“You’re very beautiful,” I said, and my heart went off again as if I was some pimply-faced teenager talking to a girl for the first time.

She looked away from me, her cheeks turning red. “You don’t mean that,” she said.

“I do mean it,” I said. “I’m not trying to make you feel uncomfortable, but you’re, like, the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

“Now I know you’re lying,” she said, her cheeks still dark red. She looked genuinely flattered. I don’t know what I was doing that was working. Surely she received compliments like that on a regular basis. Surely this was nothing new for her.

“I’m really not lying. Why do you think I’m lying?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess it’s just a hunch.”

“Well I’m not lying. I’ve been sitting there with my friend and I haven’t been able to focus on a single word he’s said.”

She blushed and turned her face away. “Now I know you’re lying.”

“I’m really not,” I said with a laugh. I couldn’t tell whether she was just playing modest or if she had some sort of self-image issue—maybe she didn’t see what I saw when she looked in the mirror.

“I’m like half your age. I was in high-school earlier this year,” she said.

“So?”

She looked into my eyes, making my heart jump one more time. I hadn’t been with a girl as young as her since I was her age myself. I hadn’t had a girl look at me like that since… maybe never. Either she was a tremendous actress, or I had her right where I wanted her—and God, did I want her.

I stared into those eyes for a moment before saying, “Do you want to get out of here? Maybe we can go someplace quieter.”

She laughed. “It’s quiet in here. There’s hardly anyone in the place.”

“I know, but I couldn’t think of a better excuse to steal you away from your friend.”

“My friend will understand,” she said. “Just wait here for a minute.” I watched as she got up and went outside to talk to her friend. I could see a sliver of them through one of the few windows in that little pub. Then I turned to look at George, who was staring at me but no longer smirking. He shook his head and took a long sip from his beer.

It was looking like he would be paying my rent that month. And if I could convince Uma to let me switch on the video camera, then I would really come out on top.

Uma came back and grabbed her coat. “I told her to keep your friend company,” she said to me. I looked back as Uma’s friend took the seat across from George. She reached her hand out to shake his hand. Maybe if George played his cards right, he would get lucky. At least there was a silver lining in it for him.

It didn’t seem real—as if I’d slipped into a dream or maybe a coma. It seemed like one minute I saw her for the first time at that bar, and the next minute I was out on the street with her, walking next to her, her subtle perfume wafting up my nose, making my legs weak. I couldn’t look at her for longer than a few seconds before I became overwhelmed by how pretty she was. I was starting to think that maybe I was drunk. Maybe we were both drunk. Or maybe fate had just dealt me a good hand for once in my life.

We talked for a while, walking down the quiet winter streets. It was just starting to snow, but the air felt warm. It was still a bit nippy out. Her ears and nose became a shade of pink, but it just made her look even cuter. She told me stories about friends in high school. I told her stories about my own high-school experience. I had to strain to remember most of it. We held hands as we walked around a little park.

It seemed to be too good to be true. And it was, but I didn’t know that yet.

We stopped outside of a small apartment building, as the snow was starting to become heavier and thicker. “This is my place,” she said.

“Nice place.”

“I should probably be getting to sleep,” she said.

“Need some company?” I asked.

Her cheeks became dark red. “Maybe for a bit,” she said after some hesitation. She clasped her hands near her waist and looked down at her feet. She looked small—smaller than she did before. Our difference in age was suddenly apparent, but she was still beautiful, and I still had a bet to win. So I held the door for her and we went up to her room. 


CHAPTER III

She lived alone in a small one-bedroom apartment. She was on the second of two floors, in a corner suite. The floorboards groaned as we moved over them. “What do you think?” she said as I looked around her living room.

“I like it. It’s homey,” I said.

She smiled—that same smile that dug into my heart and made my legs tremble. She was the most beautiful girl I’d ever been with, maybe the most beautiful I would ever be with in my life. In that moment, it certainly seemed implausible that I would ever get with anyone more beautiful than her. I put my hands on her waist and looked into her eyes. It was hard to hold eye contact without becoming completely overwhelmed, but somehow I managed. She stared into my eyes, her eyes glowing. We kissed. She was timid at first but after a few seconds she relaxed. The kiss would have gone on for a while had she not pulled away and said, “I’m a man.”

Now her face was really red and she looked really small. “What?” I said, my joints suddenly rigid.

“I’m a man—I mean, I was born a man. I should have told you before. I’m transitioning. I started my transition last year.”

My head was swirling. Was she fucking with me? Was she just trying to test me? Or was she serious? I looked down at her body, which was unmistakably feminine. With her jacket unzipped, I could even see her cleavage. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t born a man, necessarily. But now that she said it, I felt like I could hear it in her voice—just a small tinge of what was her original voice. And I could see it just slightly in her jawline. She wasn’t kidding around—she really wasn’t a biological woman.

“I’ll understand if you want to go,” she said.

To be honest, I did want to go. I wanted to turn around and run as fast as I possibly could. I wanted to tell George that I never even saw her apartment, that we split ways after talking for thirty seconds. I wanted to pretend like this night never happened.

But I still had that bet to win—and leaving the bar with her wasn’t going to be enough to convince George that I’d won. We always required proof with our bets; otherwise it would be too easy to cheat. Either a picture or a next-morning text message or something like that. Right now, I just an hour of chatting and a glimpse into an apartment—and nothing to even prove for it.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Huh? Me? Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just—What did you say?” I said, my head still spinning, still trying to process the words that came out from her mouth.

“I was born a man. I’ve been taking hormones for a year now. I’ll understand if that’s a deal breaker for you. I should have told you sooner.”

I looked into those eyes. They were still the same eyes that made my heart stutter, the same eyes that made my legs weak. That was the same face I got lost staring at, the same body I’d spent the night fantasizing over. She was still the same Uma, but now she had a catch.

And could I do it? Could I go through with it, just to win a bet? What other choice did I have? If I didn’t I would owe George one-hundred dollars—just a few days before my rent was due, rent that I already couldn’t afford. If I went through with it, I would have my rent, plus a little bit extra. And how bad could it really be? It’s not like I had to touch her cock.

Would she even have a cock? Or would it be gone? If there was a hole there, could I possibly fuck it? I mean, I’d heard that they could do some amazing things with surgeries nowadays…

“Well?” she said, still looking small and embarrassed.

I don’t know whether it was the desperation, the liquor, or something else that made me go in for the kiss. Maybe it was a combination of everything. But somehow, I ended up with my lips pressed against hers. And now, she wasn’t holding back. She had her arms around me and her tongue in my mouth. She was a good kisser with surprisingly soft lips—seeing as they were men’s lips, biologically speaking.

I pushed off her coat and then I pulled her shirt over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She had small breasts. They were soft. I squeezed them and played with her nipples. “They’ll get bigger over the next couple of years,” she said to me, but I wished she wouldn’t have said it. I was fine with the small breasts, without the reminder that she was born a man. “My voice will improve as well,” she added—another reminder to make my heart tremble. 

But I bit my tongue and kept kissing her. I even kissed her neck. When I felt her Adam’s apple, I had to sink lower, to her breasts, in an attempt to convince myself she was just like any other woman. At least her breasts were soft like a real woman’s. I sucked on her nipples, making her moan gently. Her moan was nicely feminine.

We slowly worked our way towards the bedroom. Once at her bed, she pulled my shirt off. She fell back onto the bed and lifted her legs up, so I could take off her jeans. My heart was pounding. Did I want to take off those jeans? Did I want to see what was underneath?

Her jeans were tight, but I managed to wriggle them down, leaving her in just her panties. But I didn’t need to get her panties off to see her massive bulge.

She was huge—way bigger than me. Her cock must have been eight inches long, flaccid. And it was thick, hardly contained by her tiny panties. I could see it pulsing slightly, starting to get larger. She reached down and slid her painted fingertips over it, as if she was rubbing her pussy. “Is everything okay?” she asked with a red-cheeked smile.

I had to swallow the last of my pride in order to force a smile. “Yeah, everything’s fine,” I said. I couldn’t look away from it. It was just so big and so intimidating.


CHAPTER IV

I still needed to win the bet, which meant I needed proof. And how was I going to get proof with that massive cock between her legs? She motioned for me to climb up on top of her, so I did. She reached her arms around me, laying her forearms on the back of my neck, pulling me down to continue our kiss. “I’m a virgin,” she said with that smile. “Is that okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. I could feel her warm bulge against my thigh. In that moment, even as I looked down into her eyes, it was hard to convince myself I was about to fuck a woman. I made the mistake of closing my eyes while we kissed. With my eyes closed and that bulge against my leg, throbbing and growing, I could only picture a man with his arms around me. So I opened my eyes and I kept them open. At least she was beautiful. At least I had her face to remind me that I wasn’t crazy.

The thought occurred to me that Uma’s friend might tell George about Uma’s reality. My heart stuttered at the thought. Would he mock me? Would he ever let me live it down? Would I still win the bet for going through with it? I was pretty sure there were no rules that said the bet was void if the girl was transgendered.

So what was I going to do for proof? Hope for a next-day text message? Try to convince her to tell George that we slept together? Or could I somehow snap a photo, without showing off her secret compartment?

As I thought about how I would get my proof, I considered the possibility of filming the act. As I thought about it, I remembered that the odds went up to thirteen-to-one if I could film it and get anal. And what other hole was I going to get into? It would just be a matter of framing, keeping the angle high so I wouldn’t show her huge package. That was thirteen hundred dollars, two-months’ worth of rent. And seeing as we’d already come this far…

I reached down to the floor and pulled my phone out from my jeans’ pocket. I turned on the camera and pointed it at her. “What are you doing?” she asked with a little giggle.

“It’s your first time, so you should remember it,” I said.

“You’re filming me?” She quickly covered her breasts with her arms. “Are you crazy?” She laughed. “Put it away.”

“C’mon, it’ll be fun. It’s not like I’m going to post it anywhere.” The trick to women is being charming. It’s not what you say, but the way you say it. Girls like funny and confident, so when you ask them if you can film them while you fuck them, you’d better ask with a smile and a whole lot of self-assurance.

She blushed. “You promise you won’t send it to anyone,” she said.

“Promise. Now introduce yourself to the world,” I said.

She covered her mouth when she laughed. She was nervous, but that just made her even cuter. She waved at the camera and said, “Hi, it’s me, Uma!” She quickly flashed her breasts and then covered them again, her face turning redder, her smile becoming bigger. It was perfect. It was already enough to prove to George that I had sex with the vixen. A little bit more and it would be enough for the full-shebang, the whole thirteen hundred dollars. Neither of us had ever pulled off anal with our bets, never mind filming with anal.

We kissed some more. I held my phone out and tried to keep it pointed at us while her tongue slipped into my mouth. I could feel her cock throbbing. She was erect. She was into the filming. And God, she was big.

As I leaned back to look into her eyes, she reached out and grabbed the phone camera before I could react. “Now you introduce yourself,” she said with a big smile, turning the camera on me.

“I’m Sam. What else do you want to know?” I said.

“I want to know how badly you want to go down on me,” she said.

I looked down. Her cock had slipped out from her panties. It was so big; it crossed over her whole abdomen, nearly touching her sternum. I felt the colour drain from my face. She wanted me to do what? “Don’t be shy,” she said. She reached out with her free hand and pressed on my shoulder, pushing me down.

She raised her hips up, exposing her tiny butthole beneath her big ball sack. She had the camera pointed down at me, down at her cock. Now the footage was useless. I couldn’t show it to George without him finding out she was born a well-endowed man—not without some heavy editing, anyway.

And what was I supposed to do now? Did she really want me to eat out her asshole? Could I do it with a big ball sack resting on my head? I didn’t think I could, but somehow my face ended up pressed between her butt cheeks, my tongue digging into that tight hole. I was really doing it—I was really eating out a tranny’s asshole. And I was being filmed while doing it. It wasn’t exactly how I saw my night going when I first started talking to Uma at the pub.

I got her tight hole nice and wet. Her skin was so tight. I almost forgot that she was only eighteen—still a teenager, barely legal. It was so strange, looking at her big, throbbing erection, but smelling her super-feminine perfume. I took the phone from her and framed up her chest. The tip of her cock kept teasing the edge of the frame.

Luckily, she rolled over onto her stomach. “I’m ready,” she said with a timid voice. Her butt cheeks were nice and thick. I grabbed them and shook them, making them jiggle. Then I spread them, exposing that tight, wet hole. I was embarrassed by the fact that I was rock-hard. But I couldn’t help it. Born a man or not, she had a great body and an especially great ass. I made sure to get a good shot of her butthole before pressing my tip to it. “Be gentle,” she said.

I pushed in, sinking my rod into her body. She puckered along my cock, letting me in just one inch at a time. When I was fully inside of her, she clenched hard and let out of soft moan. She loved the way it felt.

I checked the screen of my phone to make sure I was getting what I needed. As far as that image was concerned, I was fucking a woman on her stomach. There was no sign of her huge cock or bulbous ball sack. Her long hair nearly reached the curve of her bum.

I started to thrust, watching on my phone’s screen as my cock slid in and out of her tight hole. It felt good—amazing, unlike anything I ever felt before. She moaned like crazy, like nothing could possibly feel better. After a few thrusts, I noticed she was thrusting gently herself, rubbing her cock between the mattress and her abdomen, trying to get herself off. “How does that feel?” I asked.

“So good. Don’t stop,” she said. So I kept on pumping, coming down harder and faster with each penetration. I came up all the way, teasing the tip of my cock around her tight rim before plunging in deep, pressing my pelvis against her soft tush.

Her moaning became louder and louder. She started to grind her dick faster into the mattress. It was a hot sight. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from her. “Oh God, you’re going to make me come,” she said.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said. She turned and looked over her shoulder at me. Her cheeks were dark red as she smiled. “Come on my cock,” she said.

“What?”

“I said, come on my cock. Tell me when you’re going to come and I’ll flip over. I want your cum all over my cock.”

The comment should have been a huge turnoff, but instead, my heart started pounding. My cock became somehow harder. I wanted to come on her cock so badly. It was the only thing in the world that I wanted. In fact, it got me so aroused, that I nearly came a few seconds later. “Okay, turn over,” I said, pulling out. My cock was twitching, hardly holding back.

She flipped over and spread her legs in the air, showing off her big, throbbing erection. I pressed my tip to her warm rod and then I let go—blasting her shaft with my hot load. She took each blast and spread it up the length of her erection, using it as lubrication for her own masturbation. She was horny and filthy and I loved it. I couldn’t look away from it. I watched her jerk off with my cum until she blasted her own chest with her own hot load, and then I watched as she spread her own cum on her tits. Then I found myself on top of her, kissing her, rubbing my chest against hers.

I dropped my phone and gave her all of my attention. That footage was mostly useless, unless I could do some heavy editing that George wouldn’t notice. But in that moment, that was the last thing on my mind. In that moment, she was the only thing on my mind—her warm, sticky body, her small, soft breasts, her big, throbbing cock.

I couldn’t get enough of her. I wrapped my tongue around hers; I explored her body with my hands. I even found myself fondling her dick, impressed again by its length and girth. Maybe I was drunk… or maybe I was discovering something about myself that I never knew before: I had a thing for chicks with big, hard dicks.


CHAPTER V

The next morning I woke up early to try and edit the video. I wanted to prove to George that I filmed it, but I didn’t want to show him what I’d filmed. I hardly slept that night, a nervous wreck, embarrassed by what I’d done. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually done it—I’d actually slept with a transgender—a woman who was born a man.

I was overwhelmed with shame until I saw the video on my computer screen, in the editing program. After seeing her face and body again, I felt a wave of relief. Then when I saw her cock, I felt that warm buzz of electricity—the same arousal I felt the night before when I could feel that big warm bulge against my thigh.

My heart stuttered. I may have been drunk the night before, but that couldn’t explain my actions, seeing as I was having the same feelings now that I was sober. I found myself watching the video over and over, particularly the part where I managed to capture all of her on camera—all ten inches of her throbbing meat. I ran and closed my blinds before watching any more, and I turned my volume down to its lowest setting, even though I was wearing headphones.

I had the option to delete the video but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. No video had ever gotten me so aroused. I was so hard, nearly leaking cum. So instead, I duplicated the video, saving the original to a hidden folder on my hard drive. I tried my best to make an edit that didn’t show any of her secret parts, but it was ultimately a failure. I just couldn’t create anything that I felt comfortable showing to George. So I settled with a still from the video of her covering her breasts with her arms. It was enough proof to win me the five hundred bucks, and that was at least enough for rent.

But it turned out I didn’t need the photo at all. When I was on my way to meet up with George, she sent me a text message. “I had fun last night,” she wrote. The text was enough to win the bet, and I was glad to not have to show George any pictures. Though I was still nervous that Uma’s friend told George about Uma’s secret.

But instead of worrying about what George did or didn’t know, I found myself worrying over what I was going to say back to Uma. Do I say anything at all? Now that the bet was settled, was there any point in responding? Or should I just delete her number from my phone and be done with her?

I thought about it, but I couldn’t bring myself to delete the number. A part of me wanted to see her again. I mean—I’d already fucked her. It’s not like I had anything to lose… right?

What did I have to lose? Is that a serious question? How’s about my pride and my dignity? It was bad enough that I’d spent a drunken night with a tranny… I didn’t need to go off and spend a sober night with her to even things up.

But still, I kept on wondering what I should write as a response.

I showed George the message, my heart pounding as I turned the screen to him. He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “I guess you win the bet,” he said with a big grin. But he never smiled when he lost. He needed the money just as badly as me—so why was he grinning? Did he know about her secret? Did he know what she was packing between her juicy thighs?

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said as he reached for his wallet to fetch the cash. He always had cash on him because he was always making bets—not just with me but also with his other friends and his co-workers.

I had a terrible feeling that he knew. I had the urge to just tell him before he admitted it—tell him that she was a tranny. I could lie and say that we didn’t actually have sex. I could let him keep his money. I needed it but I would survive without it. I could get an extension on my rent. I could win the money in another bet, another time.

“Laurie—your girl’s friend—went home with me last night. We had a great time,” he said. “I’ve been smirking all morning. Here’s your money.” He handed five crisp hundred-dollar bills to me. I took them. So that’s why he was smirking. He got laid. It had nothing to do with Uma or Uma’s secret… right?

“That’s good,” I said, my heart still pounding. We walked over to a nearby café. I bought the coffees, seeing as he was flat broke, like I was before the transfer of funds.

“So are you going to see her again?” he asked. “She was pretty cute.”

I still couldn’t tell if he knew. He was playing it cool if he did know—possibly trying to get me to indulge in some of the details, make me really admit that I fucked her. Because right now, there was only the text message, no real admission from me. But that was the way it was going to stay. There was no way I was about to tell him that I fucked her, whether he knew about her thick cock or not.

I just shrugged my shoulders. “Probably not,” I said. I tried to gauge his reaction, but he was still just smirking, either revelling in his own pride or in my humiliation.

“That’s too bad. She was a cutie,” he said, taking a long sip from his coffee. And there was that smirk, still teasing me, still burning deep inside of my body. George couldn’t hold onto a secret for this long—there was no way, even if it was torturing me. He had a big mouth—too big to hold onto a bombshell the size of Uma’s manhood. “Do you mind if I swing by later to pick up that DVD I leant you?”

“Yeah, no problem.” I gave him one of my spare keys, just in case I wasn’t home when he was in my neighbourhood.

After my coffee with George, I started towards home. On the bus, I pulled out my phone and I pulled up that message from Uma. And I replied. “I had fun last night, too. We should do it again sometime.”

Before I got off at my house, she replied. “I’d like that.”

And once again, I found myself watching that video, watching myself between her legs, eating out her asshole. Watching her erection throbbing, a drop of clear pre-cum oozing out from her bulbous tip. I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t stop watching, on repeat, my own erection out and in my clenched fist. I came so hard.


CHAPTER VI

Uma called me later that evening. The sound of her voice brought back memories from the night before. I could practically hear her moaning in my head. It helped that I’d already watched our video half a dozen times. “So you really want to meet up again?” she asked with some hesitation in her voice.

“Yeah,” I said, but I found myself saying it quietly, as if I didn’t want my neighbours to hear, not that they knew who I was talking to or why it mattered. My heart was already pounding with adrenaline. I don’t know whether it was excitement or fear, but I found myself craving it the way a skydiver craves his next jump. I was swirling down a rabbit hole with my newfound addiction. I knew it wasn’t good, and I knew it was only going to get worse, but I couldn’t help myself. What was one more little romp?

I had nothing to lose—that’s what I kept telling myself while I waited for her to show up at my apartment. I wanted to meet at her apartment, but she said her roommate was back from vacation. At least I lived alone. I suggested meeting at a café, but she said she would rather just meet at my place. Besides, it was the sex we were both after. Everything else was just a distraction.

When my buzzer went off, I jumped. My heart was a stuttering mess. I was slow to answer the door, excited one second and regretting it all the next. I still had the opportunity to ignore the buzzer, to wait for her to go home, to block her number and pretend like none of this ever happened. I couldn’t really sleep with a transgender again, could I? This time it was totally voluntary; I knew exactly what I was getting into and I was still going through with it. “Hey, it’s me,” she said when I answered the buzzer. I knew her voice right away. I could identify that slight tinge of masculinity that would be gone after a few more hormone doses. But that little masculine tinge only made the adrenaline surge harder.

She came up. She was carrying a bag and she was wearing a long coat that extended down to her knees. With her bare legs exposed, it looked like she was wearing nothing underneath. “Hey,” I said. I could feel the redness rushing into my cheeks. Here I was again, standing face to face with a trans chick, about to cross a line that I never thought I would cross. And what did it mean? Did it mean I was gay? No, it couldn’t. I wasn’t attracted to men. Or was I? I liked her cock—I had to be careful thinking about her long, thick rod, or I would get rock-hard myself. But the thought of a cock hanging between a man’s legs was strangely repulsive. Is it not the same thing? “Come in, make yourself comfortable,” I said, my voice shaken.

She was slow and hesitant herself. She wasn’t taking off her coat as she meandered through my apartment, scanning the room, making sure the place was safe. To be fair, she hardly knew me. We’d only met the night before, and we were only together for a couple of hours, under the influence of alcohol. “Do you need a drink?” I asked.

“No, thank you,” she said. She turned and looked at me. I’d almost forgotten how beautiful she was. It was hard to believe that any biological male could be so beautiful, regardless of how many hormones they’ve taken.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Just nervous,” she said. At least she was honest. My legs were practically shaking, I was so nervous.

“Well don’t be nervous. Do you want to watch a movie or something?”

“No,” she said. “I actually thought we could maybe do a little photo-shoot.” She raised up her bag, opened it, and fished out a camera case. “I had fun last night,” she said with the first smile of the evening. It was nice to see her smile. Her smile was so innocent, but somehow so suggestive.

“A photo-shoot?” I said.

“Last night, when you were filming me…” Her cheeks turned dark red. “I’ve never been so… you know—turned on in my life.” She bit the corner of her bottom lip as my heart sputtered off. “So I thought you could maybe take pictures of me, and then maybe we can take some pictures of the two of us together.”

The suggestion sent a buzz through my body. There was that adrenaline again, surging stronger than ever. It was a fun idea, one that made me tremble.

She unbuttoned her coat and let it fall to the floor. She was only wearing lingerie—black harness lingerie. Dark straps criss-crossed her body, with a thin band of fabric covering her nipples, and another thin band holding her monster cock between her legs.

She stood with her hands clasped at her waist, her cheeks dark red, waiting for some sort of validation. And even with her giant bulge between her thighs, she was beautiful—stunning. I couldn’t look away from her. She may have been born a man, but she was born to be a woman—there was no doubt about that. She was born to be sexy, born to make me weak at the knees. I walked up to her and I felt the skin of her sides between tight black straps. “You’re so beautiful,” I said, but I still said it quietly, as if neighbours were listening, as if I wanted to keep our little rendezvous a complete secret.


CHAPTER VII

I was no professional photographer, but I managed to figure the camera out. Luckily, I didn’t need to be a professional photographer to capture her beauty. No matter which angle I shot from, she was stunning. Her breasts were so supple, her ass was so perky. She posed like a supermodel. Her black, strappy heels made her legs look spectacular, but I had a feeling they didn’t need the heels.

But I was noticing that with most of her poses, her back was to me. And when her front was to me, she kept one or both of her hands between her legs, to cover her cock. When I told her to put her hands behind her head, finger in her hair, she was slow to react. Instead of simply raising her arms up, she turned around first, so the camera wouldn’t capture her bulge. But I stopped her. “Face me,” I said. I had to say it loudly over the music we had turned up.

She was slow to turn back around. “Are you sure?” she said. “I don’t know if that would be the most flattering shot.” Her cheeks became rosy again.

“Trust me, it will be perfect,” I said.

She slowly raised her hands, revealing that big bulge. I snapped a few photos. But she instinctively covered herself again.

“What are you doing?” I said.

She smiled shyly. “I can’t help it.”

I walked up to her, reached down, and moved her hand aside. “Don’t be shy,” I said. I snapped a few photos close-up.

“Are you sure?” she said.

I smiled and looked down. I needed to let her know she had nothing to be ashamed of. But my heart skipped a beat. Was I not ashamed myself? Would those photos, in which that bulge was visible, not be hidden away in my computer, where no one would ever see them? Was I not going to keep this whole rendezvous a secret with George? Was I not just as ashamed as she was? I reached down and pulled aside that black strip of fabric, letting her long snake slip out. “It’s part of you,” I said.

She smiled, her whole face rosy now. I stepped back and took a few more shots, now with her bare cock hanging out. I found myself staring at it through the viewfinder. It curved slightly to her left. “Play with it,” I said.

She was slow to reach down, slow to slide her fingers down it, slow to wrap her fingers around it to pull back her foreskin. “Like this?” she said quietly.

“Just like that,” I said.

With her free hand, she grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed. “Don’t stop,” I said, snapping more photos. My heart was pounding. I could feel my pants becoming tighter as my cock grew bigger and bigger. It was the hottest sight I’d ever seen—a bombshell in strappy lingerie, stroking her massive cock, fondling her perky tit. And she was doing it for me.

She turned around and spread her legs. She leaned forward, touching one hand to the ground while keeping her legs straight. She looked at the camera lens through her legs. Then, she pulled her long cock down, pushing it back between her legs. I was rock hard now, leaking pre-cum, my legs trembling. “You like that?” she asked with a smile.

“Yeah,” I said, still keeping my voice quiet. I looked over to make sure the blinds were shut, so none of my neighbours could see in. They were. “Don’t stop.”

She went over to my sofa chair and threw one leg over the armrest. Then, she wrapped her fingers around her long erection and started to stroke. She bit her bottom lip while she pumped her meat. “How’s this?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said. I snapped more photos. I was so happy that those photos would exist forever. I couldn’t imagine getting off to anything else for the rest of my life. They were the definition of perfect, the definition of sexy.

“There’s a timer option—it will take a picture every five seconds until you turn it off,” she said. “Put the camera down and come join me.” She smiled, still biting that bottom lip, still stroking that long rod.

She didn’t have to ask twice. I put the camera down on a nearby side-table. Before setting the camera to the timer-mode, I took off my clothes. Her eyes lit up when she saw my erection spring free. I’d never been harder in my life. I pressed the appropriate button on the camera, made sure it was framed up nicely, and I went over to her. She spread her legs slightly, releasing her cock, letting me know what she wanted. So I sunk to my knees, took her long throbber in my hand, and I started to suck. I heard the camera snapping photos, every five seconds—photos of me sucking a tranny’s dick. But I didn’t care. No one would see those photos but her and me. What difference did it make?

She slipped her fingers into my hair, holding my head firmly, guiding me as I bobbed up and down, sucking as much of her cock as I could fit into my mouth. She made me gag, but I handled it. I tickled the tip of her dick with the tip of my tongue, making her moan, making her head tilt back, making her eyes close in a spurt of euphoria. My heart started pounding as she began to moan louder. It was almost loud enough that the neighbours could hear—and there was still that slight tinge of masculinity in her voice. Would they be able to tell that I was sucking off a trans chick? Or was I just being paranoid?

“Don’t stop,” she said. She was rock-solid, as hard as a warm marble slab.

I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum, oozing out from her cock. I sucked harder and bobbed my head faster. I was actually doing it—I was sucking a cock. And I loved it. Maybe I was gay—or bisexual, or one of the thousand other sexual orientations. But who cared what label was appropriate? I just liked her. She was beautiful, not because of what she was but because of who she was. And whose business was that, but my own?

“Stand up and turn around,” she said with rosy cheeks. I didn’t hesitate, even though I knew exactly what she wanted. I stood up, spun around, and I looked over my shoulder as she stood her dick up, ready to be shoved up my asshole.


CHAPTER VIII

She put her hands on my hips and guided me down slowly. As soon as I felt her warm, slobber-covered tip press up against my tight hole, I knew it was going to hurt. She was thick—maybe too thick, but I had to try. I’d never had anything put up my asshole before, but how bad could it be? Gay guys love it, and apparently plenty of straight guys love it too, so what’s the big deal?

I took a deep breath and lowered myself slowly. It took a bit of pressure before her throbbing tip penetrated my rim. I could feel my hole stretching, but it didn’t hurt. It didn’t feel like anything but pressure, until she had half of her cock inside of me—five inches down, five to go. I took another deep breath. There was a sensation swirling inside of me that I can’t describe—like a mix of adrenaline, euphoria, and fullness. Fullness is an understatement; I felt like I was completely stuffed, like a Thanksgiving turkey.

She had her hands on my hips, pulling me down, somehow stuffing me even more. I didn’t even know such a stuffing was even possible. When I finally felt my butt press against her pelvis, I was in heaven—completely overwhelmed with euphoria. I started moaning, letting my head fall back, completely oblivious to how much noise I was making. I couldn’t even hear the music anymore, or feel any other part of my body except for the parts between my legs.

I looked down to see that my cock was still rock-hard, still twitching as it pulsed with euphoric blasts or warmth. As I bounced up and down, I could feel every inch of her impressive, veiny rod. “Oh God, that feels so good,” I heard myself saying, over and over. It was like another entity had possessed my body, and I was stuck watching and feeling everything. But it felt so good; I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

“You’re going to make me come, baby,” she said, digging her nails into my skin slightly. I didn’t mind. I could hardly feel it. I was hers to do whatever she wanted with.

“Just don’t stop,” I said. I could feel her cock bloating up, stretching me even wider, making me gape with every bounce. I could feel her thick tip pressing against the inside of my stomach. It was a strange feeling, but it felt so damn good. The underside of her rigid cock was perfectly massaging my sweet spot, making me squirm and tremble.

When I looked down again, I was coming. Hot blasts of cum were erupting from my throbbing erection, onto my thighs, onto her thighs. “Oh, fuck, that feels so good,” I moaned. The euphoria didn’t end with my climax. It just kept on going, as long as her rod was massaging that sweet spot.

“I can’t hold back—I’m going to come!” she said through clenched teeth.

“Do it. Come inside of me,” I said. I pushed down hard as soon as I felt the first blast. I wanted it deep inside of my body. Again, it was a strange feeling—a hot sensation in my belly. But for some reason I liked it. For some reason, I didn’t want it to end.

It was unfortunate that it had to end the way that it did. As I stood up, letting her long rod slip out from my gaping hole, I looked up and saw George standing there, in the doorway, frozen, with his eyes glossed over. His mouth was agape. He’d seen everything. Uma tried to cover up quickly, but even with both of her hands, she couldn’t cover up her impressive beast of a dick. We were caught. My worst nightmare was being realized.

“I—I just came for that DVD,” he said without blinking or moving at all.

I finally managed to cover myself up, just as he looked over and saw the camera snapping away across the room from us.

“I’ll come get it another time,” he said, and then he turned to leave. My heart was somewhere deep in the pit of my gut. We were caught in the act. Now George knew my darkest secret.

I looked back at Uma, who was looking at me. “What now?” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

I should have felt humiliated. I should have been running after George, begging him not to tell anyone. I should have been too embarrassed to ever leave my house again. But instead, I only felt relief. It was the strangest thing—I was relieved that George walked in on us.

But why? Did I not want to keep my new obsession a secret? Was I not ashamed of my relationship with Uma? In that moment, I felt no shame whatsoever. I was happy that our fling was out in the open. Now I didn’t have to keep her a secret. I really had nothing to lose now.

And who cares what George thinks? Who cares what anyone thinks? It’s none of their business. I was happy with Uma and Uma was happy with me—is that not all that matters at the end of the day?

“You want to spend the night?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said with a cute smile. I brushed a strand of hair off of her face. I still couldn’t comprehend how beautiful she was.  I gave her a little kiss on the forehead.

It was the next day when George came over. Uma was in the shower and I was cooking up breakfast. He knocked on the door this time—maybe he knocked on the door the night before but I couldn’t hear him over the fucking and the music. I answered it and both of our faces instantly turned red. “Hey,” I said after an awkward moment of silence.

“Hey,” he said. “I just came for that DVD.”

He stepped inside cautiously, looking around. “Uma’s taking a shower,” I said.

“So you guys are like… a thing?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so, yeah. Why?”

“No reason,” he said, looking awkwardly at his toes. “Me and Laurie are kind of a thing, too.”

“That’s good,” I said. “Here’s your movie.” I handed him the DVD.

He stood quietly in the doorway, still staring at his feet. “She’s like Uma, you know. They’re both… new girls.”

I couldn’t help but smile. As soon as he saw my smile, he smiled, too. So maybe I wasn’t crazy. Maybe George and me were saner than anyone. Or maybe we were both nuts. Who really cares? We were both happy as hell, and no one was being hurt, so what’s the difference?

“I saw that camera set up—I guess I owe you another eight-hundred bucks, huh?” he said.

“I’ll tell you what: you can keep it if you can convince Laurie to let you film the two of you together.”

He smiled big. “Is that a bet?”

“It is.”

“You’re on,” he said.

THE END


HUNG LIKE A HORSE

During a business trip to a small Ukrainian town, Mike and his coworkers learn of a special little strip club with a special little stripper: the Horse Woman of Ukraine. No, she’s not part horse, but she’s certainly hung like one.

Mike’s coworkers all want to go to take in the local sideshow, but Mike stays behind, uncomfortable with the whole thing. But the longer he’s in town, the more he starts to give in to his curious temptation.


CHAPTER I

It was just a regular business trip, starting out just like the last fifty-five business trips I’d been on with Hodgeson & Burns Energy. It was the same exact crew of guys, and it may as well have been the same small town.

Each trip was to a different small town, but every small town is the same—even when you’re in rural Ukraine, like we were that week. It turns out, small towns are the same in every country, filled with the same poverty and the same people. Ukrainian small town folk aren’t much different than American small town folk—aside from the fact they speak Ukrainian instead of English. But even then, I felt like I knew exactly what they were saying when I overheard them speaking—the same things everyone always said when we showed up in their little towns with our suits and briefcases.

They thought we were corporate stooges, capitalist robots, going town to town and buying their souls in exchange for discounted energy. And in a way we were—but I could have done without the glares. You’d think we had swastikas on our armbands or something. At the end of the day, we were just doing our jobs. We didn’t care if they took our deals or if they told us to bugger off—as long as we met our quotas and got to stay on the payroll. Besides, it’s not like our trade deals were ruining their lives or even their environments. Sure, there was the odd oil spill, and the pipelines weren’t exactly eye candy—but within a couple of years, the towns we hit up went from shitty slums filled with depressed hicks to rich suburbs filled with well-fed… hicks. But at least they had smiles on their faces.

The town was called Savran, and its population was entirely made up of ethnic Ukrainians. It was the tenth Ukrainian town we’d visited that year, but the other towns were on the Eastern front, where the people mostly spoke Russian. I’d picked up some Russian during our visits, but I was quickly learning that it was best to keep my limited Russian to myself in Savran. Even though most of the Ukrainians in Savran understood what I was saying, they didn’t want to hear it. They hated Russians and everything to do with Russia. So I stuck to English, keeping our team translator close by.

We struck our deal quickly, just a few hours after we’d landed. That was one good thing about the Ukrainian towns and the Polish towns (and some of the Russian towns, too)—they were efficient. They wanted to hear our pitch and they wanted to make a decision. In the West, there are so many formalities: going out for dinners, going out to play golf, going to sporting events, daily meetings, changed minds, and so on and so on… In the East, they had shit to do. Though I’m still not sure what exactly that shit was. Maybe they just wanted us the hell out of their little towns.

Our travel arrangements were made by our head office, back in New York City. We tried to explain to them that we wouldn’t need a full week in Savran or any Eastern European town, but still, they booked us in for a week. “Just in case,” they said, and that’s what they always said—always ignoring us, as if they knew better. So once again, we were stranded in some tiny town where we were unwanted for six whole days, with nothing to do.

Usually, we would just find the nearest golf course and book it out for the week. If there were no nearby golf course, we would try to find something else: a lake that rented jet skis, a ski hill, anything. There was usually something—even just a little movie theatre. In Savran, there was nothing.

Savran was a prairie town of about twenty thousand people. It was surrounded by farms and full of boring farmers. We were told that most people hung out at the river for fun. On our second day in town, we went down to the river, but it was just a bunch of farmers sitting by the water, staring at nothing but nearby hills and distant trees. Jake went for a swim and got some seriously weird looks from the locals. We asked our translator to ask the locals what Jake was doing wrong. They told us that the river was full of leeches.

So Jake got covered in leeches.

By our third day in town, we were bored to death. We wandered the streets looking for gift shops, museums, art studios—anything. But there was nothing. Well, we did find one agriculture museum that was just a small room filled with pictures of potatoes and lots of depressing statistics about people who died during Holodomor. We ended up visiting that museum twice, seeing as there was nothing else to do.

It was during our fourth night in town when Jake returned from the hospital (he contracted giardia during his swim in the local river). He had a big smile on his face and we was excited to tell us all about an exciting little venture he’d learned about from one of the nurses. Apparently, in the next town over (a twenty-five minute drive) there was a strip club. But it was no ordinary strip club. Supposedly, it brought people in from all over the continent, and it was only open two nights each week: Tuesday and Thursday. And in case that wasn’t strange enough, it only had a single stripper, but apparently she put on very special shows—shows that would probably be illegal in America, according to Jake.

“So what’s so special about her?” Jeremy asked.

Jake smirked. “I don’t want to spoil it,” he said.

“Don’t be an asshole. Tell us why we should drive to some butt-fuck town to see a stripper. Is it like a donkey show or some shit?” Jeremy asked.

Jake’s smirk grew big. He looked at each of us and then he bit his lip. “They call her the Horse Woman of Ukraine.”

“So she fucks a horse?” Jeremy asked, his skin suddenly a shade paler.

Jake laughed. “Gross, no. She’s hung like a horse, supposedly. They say she was born with a cock, and it’s apparently the biggest cock you’ll ever see in your entire life.”

My heart stuttered at the thought. I don’t know why, but I became terribly uncomfortable, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck. I wasn’t interested, and I was shocked to see that my co-workers were interested. “You guys aren’t seriously considering going, are you?” I said, and they all looked at me with big smiles.

“What else is there to do?” Jeremy asked.

We’d been to dozens of strip clubs, in dozens of countries. We’d seen some weird shit before, too—like in that little Canadian town of Escroft, where they claimed to have the world’s fattest stripper. She certainly was huge. But for some reason, this felt like we were crossing the line between entertainment and amoral.

Jake and Jeremy and Roger all went. I stayed behind. I just couldn’t bring myself to go. I couldn’t put my finger on why, but there was something that seemed so wrong about it.


CHAPTER II

Instead of joining my co-workers on their venture to the next town over, to see the well-endowed stripper, I stayed in the hotel room, surfing through the five channels, trying to find something to distract my wandering mind. But there was nothing—nothing but news in a language I didn’t understand. I watched it anyway, hoping to maybe pick up a word or two. At least the Internet worked, so I was able to surf around the web and answer a few old e-mails.

But even that didn’t keep my mind from wandering back to the thought of the stripper with the giant cock. And whenever that thought crept back into my mind, I could feel my skin turning pale. I would start trembling slightly, desperately trying to push that image out from my head. But still, I didn’t know why it bothered me so much. I wasn’t some prude, and I wasn’t some sheltered little boy. I’d been to countless strip clubs and I’d been with my fair share of women. I’d seen things online and in-person that would make plenty of reasonable adults squirm. So why did this bother me so much?

I felt like a child all over again—like when I was nine years old and I found out where babies came from. My parents planned on telling me when I was ten, but the talk came early after I accidentally stumbled upon a porno website while looking for a website about my favourite cartoon. I can still remember how hard my heart was beating as my mind tried to process what I’d just seen—just for a brief second before I closed the browser window. That was a long time ago, but I was feeling something similar now.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if it was even true, or if it was just some chick with a prosthetic piece—a glorified tourist attraction. My God, Eastern Europe is filled with glorified tourist traps. I’d lost count of how many bed and breakfasts were being sold as haunted houses. Even the world’s fattest stripper probably wasn’t the world’s fattest stripper—she was only about three hundred and thirty pounds. Not that that’s not a lot, but there are bigger people out there.

So this Ukrainian chick probably just has a convincing strap-on that she walks out onto the stage with—she probably swings it around, gets a rise out of the crowd, and that’s it. But didn’t Jake say that the show would be illegal in America? Why would it be illegal? It would be illegal, no matter what body parts she was hiding under her skirt—unless she was doing something else on that stage. My heart started to flutter again.

I tried ignoring the thoughts for as long as I could, but once an idea plants itself into your mind, it’s hard to get it out. So I went to my computer to see if I could get to the bottom of this Horse Woman mystery, to give my brain a little peace of mind. I searched around for about twenty minutes, finding nothing. I tried searching every combination of ‘horse,’ ‘woman,’ and ‘stripper’. I was just about to give up when I found a post written by a tourist who had visited the same town of Savran, also for a business trip.

In his post, he mentioned his trip to the next town over, to see what the hype was all about. And at the end of his post, he included a picture. It was of the woman, clothed, her legs crossed to hide her bulge. The image was saved as ‘horse-woman.jpg’. She was thin, with large breasts, dark brown hair, and stunning blue eyes. She was gorgeous. Was that her? Was that the Horse Woman of Ukraine?

My heart only stuttered harder. It must have just been a big rouse, a silly tourist trap to pluck money out of the pockets of people like Jake and Jeremy and Roger. Right? That stunning little brunette couldn’t have possibly had a giant cock hidden under her little skirt…

I wasn’t satisfied. I was only more intrigued. My heart was still stammering. That cold sweat still tinged the back of my neck. Every little creak and groan in that old hotel made me look to the door, to make sure the guys weren’t coming back early to find me researching the adult attraction. I had to stop and take a deep breath to compose myself. “Get yourself together, Mike,” I whispered to myself.

I knew my way around the Internet. I back-searched the image that was included in that mysterious post, and found a website that was entirely in Ukrainian. I had to turn on my translator to make sense of any of it, and to find out that the site literally translated to: The Official Website of The Horse Woman. It was such an unflattering name for such a beautiful woman.

I scrolled through the pages. There were more pictures, but nothing that satisfied my strange curiosity. She was clothed in every shot, either with her back to the camera or with something covering her crotch, where the horse-sized bulge should have been. It was clever marketing, piquing my curiosity, making me wish I’d gone along with the other guys, just to see if it was real or not. But it couldn’t have been real. She was too petite and beautiful. In her bio, she claimed that she was born with a cock instead of a pussy. So did that make her a man?

I did a little bit more research and found out that it is technically possible, in less that 0.002% of births, for a woman to be born with a penis, or a man with a vagina. So it was possible, but that didn’t mean it was real.

I kept searching, outside of her website, back-searching images, looking up words in Ukrainian and then searching those. I found another post on a questionable blog. It had a cell-phone picture taken in the little strip club, of her on the stage. The photo was taken before she got her skirt off, and the image was of low quality. But you could see the bulge. Hell, you couldn’t miss it. Her skirt went down, past her knees, and that bulge almost reached the end of her skirt. My God, if that was real, it really was the biggest cock on the planet.

But of course it couldn’t be real. It was too outrageous to be real. Had she made it ten inches—even that would be insanely large, but at least it would be somewhat believable. But that thing dangling between her thighs must have been over a foot long!

The poster of the image claimed he was thrown out before she got her skirt off, because he was caught snapping the photo. Photos weren’t allowed inside of the intimate little strip club.

I probably spent the next two hours searching the Internet, but finding nothing but a few posts on a few websites, asking if it was real. A few people responded saying it was, and a few people responded saying ‘Of course it’s fake.’ So I had no idea what to think, and my heart was left pounding and stuttering in my chest.

And I found myself back on her personal website, looking through her photos. She looked so gentle, so sweet, and so innocent. Her eyes were so big and so blue. It just didn’t seem at all possible that she really had a cock between her thighs, never mind a foot-long monster.

I laughed to myself as I flicked through the photos. Of course it’s fake. Of course it’s just an easy money grab for tourists. If Ukrainian women are willing to marry strangers over the Internet for a chance at a better life, I’m sure they would be willing to put on a prosthetic cock and prance around on the stage for a couple nights a week.

The guys all came home late, around midnight. They were quiet when they walked in. I wanted to ask them how the show went, but I could tell that there was something wrong between them—a strange energy in the air. Roger was the first one to say, “Well, I’m going to go to bed.”

Jeremy was quick to do the same, saying goodnight and getting back to his room without any hesitation. Jake and I were sharing a room. He went and took a shower and then he emerged to make a tea before bed. I was still trying to figure out how to ask him if it was real. He was being far quieter than usual. “Well?” I finally said. “Was it worth the drive?”

He looked at me and forced a laugh. “It was… something,” he said, his voice broken and weak.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He looked at me, but only for a second before looking away. “Just be glad you stayed back. I’m heading off to bed. I’ll see you in the morning.”

As he was walking to bed, I called out, “So it was fake, right?”

He looked back at me. “Fake? Definitely not fake. Goodnight.”

He went into his room and closed the door, leaving me alone in the little kitchenette, my head filled with all-new questions.


CHAPTER III

Jake sounded completely certain when he said that the Horse Woman was the real deal. And surely he would know, right? I mean—he was there. He saw it live. And certainly he knew the difference between a real cock and a fake one.

But what had them all so shook up? What happened that had them all so quiet, not wanting to mention the night?

It was the next morning, during breakfast, that I asked them about it. “Why are you guys being so weird about last night? How bad was it?” I asked.

They all looked at me and then they all looked away, not making eye contact with one another. It was quiet for a minute and then Jeremy piped up. “I would try to explain it to you, but it’s just something you have to see to believe.”

“Yeah,” Roger said, “and consider yourself lucky that you haven’t seen it.”

There was another long silence, and then Jake chimed in—speaking for the first time that morning. “That little club is for a special kind of person with a special fetish. I’m sure it’s for someone, but it’s not for us.”

“It certainly was for that one guy,” Roger said.

“That one guy?” I asked.

They all looked at me again. “If you’re so interested, why don’t you just go? Why are you making us relive it? You wanted to stay behind, and you can either be happy that you did, or you can keep your mouth shut,” Jeremy snapped. The table became completely silent. They all seemed to agree with Jeremy’s little outburst—agreeing without having to say anything aloud. So I kept my mouth shut about it, leaving my imagination to run wild with the little bits of information that I did have.

I knew there was a pretty little woman with a gigantic cock, which was apparently real. I knew she was about twenty-five minutes away. I knew she had her own little strip club, and I knew pictures were forbidden. And I knew that there was apparently a guy there who was very into the whole thing. My imagination went ahead and filled in the other details.

I tried to stop my imagination from running wild with possibilities, scenarios that may or may not have taken place, but my imagination had its own will. I was driving myself insane trying to keep my mind occupied. “How many more days until we’re out of this place?” I asked.

“Three,” Roger said.

“Including today?”

“Yeah, we leave Friday morning.”

That wasn’t so bad—two days, two sleeps, and then I could get far away from that place, let the Horse Woman of Ukraine become a passing memory, a funny joke to tell at office parties in a few years—nothing more. But one of those two remaining days was a Thursday; and the strip club was open on Thursdays.

“What do you guys want to do for the rest of the trip?” I asked.

The guys were quiet. They all stared down at their plates. None of them had eaten much, even though the food was some of the best we’d ever had. “I think I’m just going to hang around in my room,” Roger said.

“I’m probably going to go see if I can’t get on an earlier flight,” said Jeremy.

“That’s not a bad idea,” Roger said.

“You know you’ll have to pay the transfer fees yourself, right?” I said. I thought it was strange that they were so determined to get out of town. We’d been stuck in countless little towns—why was this was so terrible? Why were they suddenly so determined to get far away? Did it have something to do with the Horse Woman? Did something happen at the strip club that they weren’t talking about?

Jake stayed behind, but the other guys all took off for the airport, seemingly fine paying two or three hundred dollars to get on an earlier flight home. Jake considered going with them, but he was too cheap, and he seemed to be the least affected by whatever had happened that night at the strip club. “Looks like it’s just you and me,” I said.

He forced a smile. He wasn’t himself. Something at that strip club had changed him and the other guys as well. Hell, I felt like I was a different person and I hadn’t even seen what all the hype was about. But it was driving me insane. I needed to know, and I wasn’t going to find out on the Internet and I wasn’t going to find out from Jake or any of the other guys. It occurred to me that I was going to have to go to the strip club and see for myself.

And as that thought occurred to me, my heart started pounding. My legs began to shake and I became lightheaded. I was terrified of seeing that woman, of seeing that it was real with my own eyes. I don’t know why I was so terrified—like a child in line for his first roller coaster ride—but I was. How bad could it be?


CHAPTER IV

I left after dinner on Thursday. We ate at the little restaurant that was attached to our hotel—where we’d eaten every meal since arriving, seeing as it was the only restaurant we could find in that little town. I spent the whole dinner trying to think of an excuse to disappear for the night, so Jake wouldn’t know that I was going to see the Horse Woman of Ukraine. I couldn’t think of a decent excuse, but luckily I didn’t need one. Once we were finished dinner, Jake excused himself, saying he was going to call it an early night. He said he wasn’t feeling well and he didn’t want to suffer through another tediously boring night in Savran, Ukraine.

Once he was in his room, I snuck out. Our translator had the keys to our rental van, but I didn’t want to alert him, either. I couldn’t let anyone know where I was going. I couldn’t have anyone know that I was voluntarily going to check out a show involving a woman with a horse-sized cock.

I walked a few blocks, until the hotel was out of sight, and then I waited for a cab. It took a good twenty-five minutes to finally hail one down. And then it was a rather expensive ride to the next town over—time and money that could have been saved had I just come up with a decent excuse as to why I needed the van for the night. But I was playing it safe. No one knew I was gone. I even stuffed a pillow under my blanket, in case anyone peeked into my room for any reason. I certainly wouldn’t be mentioning my little voyage to anyone, ever.

I was dropped off a block away from the strip club, at a restaurant I’d looked up a few hours before. I didn’t even want the cabbie to know where I was going, though I had a feeling he knew. I’m sure he’d taken his share of tourists to the same restaurant—tourists will full bellies who had no intention of going into any restaurant.

Once the cab was out of sight, I started to walk towards the strip club. It took me a couple of minutes to spot it. I expected a big neon sign with a line-up to get in, like strip clubs in America; but instead, it was just a door with a little plaque. I recognized the Ukrainian word for horse on the plaque and I knew I was in the right place. I went to open the door, but it was locked.

My heart pounded into my chest. Did I just pay for a fifty-dollar cab ride when the strip club wasn’t even open? Did I just waste my whole last night in Ukraine trying to see a show that wasn’t even happening? I knocked again, looking around. The streets were silent, but I felt like people were watching me from their apartment windows, from the slits between their crotchet blinds. I felt like such a fool. I wished I was wearing a mask or even a pair of fake glasses—even though I knew that none of the townspeople possibly knew who I was.

I was about to turn around when I heard the lock turning. The door opened slowly and then it stopped. I waited for it to open all the way. Then, a soft female voice uttered something in Ukrainian. “I’m sorry, I speak English,” I said. I recognized the word hello, as it is the same in Russian.

“You are American?” the voice said. It was a pretty voice that belonged to a pretty face, which continued to hide itself.

“Yes. I’m—uh—here for the show. I was told there was a show tonight,” I said. I felt my heart sinking into the depths of my gut, burning in my stomach acid. I felt so stupid. This whole thing was such a dumb idea, and now I just looked like a giant fool.

“You’re alone or with a group?”

“I’m alone,” I said.

“You have money?”

“Sure. How much?” I asked.

“One-hundred—American dollars.” It wasn’t unusual for poor foreigners to want American money. I didn’t mind paying the price, even though it was by far the most expensive strip club door fee I’d ever paid by five times. She opened the door and stepped back. I walked in and finally saw her face.

It was her—the girl from the website, the girl who supposedly had a giant cock dangling between her legs. “You can go have a seat. I’m still getting ready. It won’t be long now.” She smiled. She had a nice smile. She was just as beautiful as in her pictures—maybe even more beautiful. She had a glow about her that radiated warmth. Her cheeks were red, as if she was embarrassed, as if this was her first time. But from what I’d read online, she’d been doing it for the better half of the decade.

“Thanks,” I said. I watched as she cutely ran back into a back room, disappearing behind a curtain. I looked over to the club, which was just five folding chairs facing a small short stage that was clearly homemade. I was the only person in attendance. I took a seat on the far end. I popped up the collar of my coat, in case anyone else came. My heart was pounding. I wasn’t sure if I was happy to be the only person in attendance. I didn’t have to sit awkwardly next to someone who was feeling just as awkward as me—but at least if there was someone else there, the Horse Woman’s attention wouldn’t be entirely on me.

Time passed slowly while I was sitting there. I prayed for someone else to show up. I went to an amateur comedy show on a date once, and my date and me were the only people to show up. We didn’t want to leave, so we wouldn’t hurt the comedian’s feelings—but we should have. Whenever we didn’t laugh at a joke, we had to suffer through the comedian’s reaction. We both felt so guilty the whole time. And now I was truly alone—not even a date by my side.

What if the whole act disgusted me—like I expected it to? What if she could see the disgust on my face? Would she keep going? Would we both have to endure the humiliation of the performance? How long was the performance? How long would I be stuck in that room? Would I have the balls to leave if things got any more awkward?

I was regretting my decision to travel out to the little strip club. It was a massive mistake that had already cost me nearly two hundred dollars (over two-hundred once I paid for the cab ride home). I could have paid for a flight transfer with that kind of money. I could have been home like Roger and Jeremy, away from the insanity that was the Horse Woman of Ukraine.

The lights suddenly dimmed. Music started playing, but it was tinny, as if coming through an old, crappy radio and not a proper PA system (there were no speakers around, so that was probably the case). I heard the sound of her heels clicking against the DIY stage, made from two-by-fours and plywood. The red velvet curtain rustled slightly. And then she stepped out.

She was wearing a black dress, black satin gloves, black stockings, and black high-heels. Her outfit was so dark, her brown hair almost looked blonde. The overhead fluorescent light wasn’t the most flattering, but she still looked stunning. It would take a lot more than a buzzing fluorescent light to make her look anything less than stunning.

As she stepped out, her eyes met mine. I was getting a private show. My heart was aflutter. As our eyes met, I had the urge to look away, the way one does when they make eye contact with a stranger on the street, but I strained and kept looking at her. I wanted to look down below her waist, to see what people came from all over to see, but I didn’t want to look while she was looking at me. But I could see it out of the corner of my eye: a ruffle in her dress that didn’t go away when she moved.

She did a little lap around the stage, watching me for a moment and then turning her attention to the pole that was bolted down. But once she was looking away from me, her back was to me. She had a great ass—a great body in general. Her dress was tight. I was surprised she was able to walk in her heels.

I took a deep breath in. My body trembled. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

She gripped the pole and spun around. She wasn’t terribly acrobatic like some strippers I’d seen, but that wasn’t her draw. People didn’t come to watch her spin on a pole or flip upside down. They came to see something special that no other girls had to offer.

But did I want to see it? Did I really think this whole thing through?

Once she was done twirling on the pole, she looked at me. Her cheeks were red. She wasn’t smiling—she actually looked kind of sad. Maybe she expected a better turn out, or maybe she hated doing these shows. Or maybe I was just being a paranoid freak.

She walked up to the edge of the stage. “I’m the Horse Woman of Ukraine. Tonight I’m giving you a special show. If you enjoy the show, please tell your friends to come see as well.” The line sounded rehearsed, as if she’d said it millions of times in her life—and maybe she had. Who knows how many shows she’d put on before? She was open two nights a week, but did she do more than one show a night? “The only rule is: only touch when I tell you it’s okay to touch.”

“What’s your real name?” I asked.

She gave me a strange look, one of her eyebrows rising up. “What?” she said.

“Your real name,” I said again. I couldn’t stand to call her ‘The Horse Woman’. It sounded so cruel and unflattering, especially for such a beautiful, gentle-looking woman.

“My real name? Why do you want to know?” she said.

“Or any name,” I said. “I just don’t want to call you The Horse Woman.”

She stared at me for a moment longer. “No one’s ever asked before.” She smiled, but only for a second or two. “You can call me Ylva,” she said.

“Ylva—that’s a pretty name,” I said.

She blushed, looking away quickly. “Should I get on with the show?”

“Sure,” I said. She was flustered, her cheeks a shade of dark red, a smile trying desperately to creep onto her face. It was like no one had ever talked to her before, as if she’d done thousands of shows for completely silent audiences. And maybe I should have kept my mouth shut. Maybe it was best to remain silent, for her sake and for my sake.

“I’ve fallen behind my routine,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry.” She turned her back to me, reached her arms into the air. She paused for a moment and then she brought her hands down, running them over her breasts, down her abdomen, and between her legs. She lifted up her dress, giving me a little tease of her perfectly supple ass. She bent over with a hand between her legs, holding her package back. “Lift up my skirt,” she said to me from between her legs.

There was a thick lump in my throat. It dawned on me that I’d signed up for a special kind of strip show—the interactive kind. The only question was: just how interactive was this show supposed to be?


CHAPTER V

I carefully reached forward and lifted up the skirt of her dress, revealing her plump, firm ass. “You can spank me or squeeze me, if you’d like,” she said, giving her ass a little wiggle. My heart was pounding in my throat, preventing me from responding. I felt so dirty, like I was doing something so wrong. Or was it wrong to decline the offer? I didn’t want to offend her. I didn’t want her to think that I didn’t find her attractive.

So I grabbed a handful of her butt and I squeezed. It was the perfect amount of squishiness. She let a little giggle slip. “Don’t be so shy,” she said. So I gave her ass a firmer squeeze.

She turned around and looked me in the eyes again. My God, she was beautiful. Her gaze reduced me to a lightheaded mess.

“You’re very beautiful,” I said.

She looked at me again with that strange look that wanted so badly to smile. “You’re a very strange American,” she said.

“Why is that?”

“You like to talk,” she said.

“I guess I’m just nervous,” I said.

“Don’t be nervous. Just relax.”

She carried on through her routine, dancing slowly to her music, slowly slipping out from her dress. She got her straps over her shoulders and then she leaned forward and told me to tug down the top of her dress. I did as she asked, making her perky tits pop out. They weren’t fake—they were soft and real. She let me cup them and squeeze them. That’s when I noticed the bruising on her sides, and the yellowed, fading bruises on her arms. Did someone hit her? One of her customers?

“You want to suck on my nipples?” she asked.

My heart was pounding so hard; I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. “Okay,” I said after some stuttering. She leaned forward further, pressing her hard nipple to my lips. I gently opened up and sucked. She let a soft moan slip. And then I wondered again, just how interactive was this little show going to be once she was bearing everything in the open? What was she going to ask me to suck next?

She stood up, and for the first time that night, I got a glimpse of her massive bulge. I saw it swinging slightly under the dress, pushing against the soft fabric. It was enormous, nearly touching her kneecap by the look of it. My heart skipped a beat.

She took a seat on the edge of the stage, her legs dangling in front of me. She was looking down at me, into my eyes, a slight smile on her face. But there was still that sadness that lingered—as if something was wrong, some sort of existential crisis. “Now is the part where you give me your hand,” she said.

“My hand?” I replied, my voice cracking.

She smiled. “Yes, your hand.”

I reached my hand out, noticing it was shaking. “Sorry,” I said.

“Just relax.” She took my hand to her mouth. She sucked on one of my fingers with her soft lips. And then she brought my hand to her chest and slid it down between her breasts, down to her abdomen, down across her long, thick snake. Her cock was warm, and I could feel it throbbing through the soft fabric of her dress. I had the sudden urge to pull my hand away, but I fought the urge, scared it would offend her, scared it would make the night become suddenly awkward.

So I let her take my hand under her dress. And then I felt it—her bare cock. It was thick—nearly as thick as my wrist. And it was long. She slid my hand down it, and then she slid it back up. I couldn’t see what I was stroking, but I knew what it was—and I knew it was real. I could feel the skin moving over it. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. I could feel her veins pumping blood. If it was fake, it belonged in some special effects museum. But it was no fake—there was no doubt in my mind.

And I was stroking it.

Finally, she released my hand and stood up. I was trembling all over. My mind was racing. I watched as she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it aside. And then I watched as her long cock swayed slightly, settling into place. She had a monster cock. It was real. It was as long as my forearm, her tip nearly as thick as my clenched fist.

She gently began to caress it, lifting it up, stroking it. She pulled back her foreskin as she pressed her long dick to her sternum. She cracked a little smile. “You actually made me a bit hard,” she said.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat—failing. “Really?” I managed to say.

“Yeah. That doesn’t ever happen,” she said. She stroked that long cock, bending at the elbow to get the whole thing. She turned around and bent forward, placing one hand on the stage. She used the other to press her long cock between her legs, pointing it at me, squashing her ball sack flat.

And then I found myself crossing my legs in an attempt to hide my erection. She was actually making me erect. The sight of a cock was making me hard. My heart was pounding harder than ever before. Why was I into this? Was my body just confused, or did I really like what I was seeing? Was I really into cock?

I took a deep breath. She walked back towards me, sunk to her knees and spun around. “You can eat me out if you want,” she said. “I don’t usually let anyone do this.” She pushed her bum back, spreading her cheeks to expose her tiny butthole. But I couldn’t pull my focus away from the long dick that was just a centimetre away from touching the stage.

“Huh?” I said.

“Eat me out, American,” she said. She pushed her bum back further, closer to my face. And then for some reason, I actually did it. I pressed my face forward, sinking my nose between her butt cheeks. And I started to draw little circles around her butthole. “Like this?” I asked, my heart a pounding mess.

“Just like that,” she said, grinding her bum back into my face. I could feel her big ball sack against my chin. And goddamnit, I actually liked it. I hated that I liked it. I hated how badly I wanted that moment to go on forever. I hated how much I hated that I knew that moment would soon end and I would be on a flight back to America, never to be anywhere near Savran ever again. “Oh my God. You’re actually making me hard,” she said. “This really never happens.”

She took a series of deep breaths. Apparently I was doing something right, so I kept going. And then I noticed she was stroking her snake slowly, running her small hand down her whole length. “Don’t stop, American,” she said.

Was what I was doing considered gay? She was born a female, right? She just had an anomaly. It’s not like she was born a man and she went and got implants. That was still a woman’s asshole. And technically it was a woman’s cock, too. Right?

“I’m going to flip over,” she said. So I pulled my face back and she flipped over. Her cock was hard, but it was too big and heavy to stay upright. It flopped over to the side, throbbing intensely. “Now you can suck it, if you want,” she said, lifting it up. She could touch the tip of her cock to her nipples. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“Suck it?” I said. I was one beat per minute away from collapsing.

“Yes, if you want,” she said, pointing it forward.

I don’t know why, but I took it. I slowly wrapped my fingers around her girth and I brought her bulbous tip to my lips. And I started sucking her cock—what I could fit into my mouth, anyway. And while I sucked, she pumped it. She had to use one hand to keep it upright.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was sucking a cock. Not only was I sucking a cock, but also I’d paid one hundred dollars to suck it. “You’re actually going to make me come. Oh my God,” she said. She cracked a smile and then bit her lip. “Don’t stop.”

So I kept on sucking. I sucked as hard and fast as I could. I looked up at her face when I could. My God, she was beautiful. All of my anxiety fluttered away when I looked into those eyes. And then when I looked back down at the massive rod in my mouth, that anxiety came back.

She started to shudder. Her knees rose up and she let out a soft moan. And then she pushed me back, took her cock and aimed it at her tits, and she came on herself. I watched as blast after blast coated her perky rack. And best of all, she stared into my eyes while she came. It was the hottest thing I’d ever been a part of.

And once it was over, I realized it was also the most fucked-up thing I’d ever been a part of.


CHAPTER VI

Jake was asleep when I returned to our hotel room. His door was closed and the place was dark. I moved slowly, being as quiet as I could be. I had to use my phone’s flashlight to navigate the narrow hallways. I slipped into bed and closed my heavy eyes. But I didn’t fall asleep. I couldn’t fall asleep with the images from that night flashing back to me.

No matter how hard I tried to distract my brain, those images were there: Ylva’s bright blue eyes, her tight, perfect body, and her gigantic, heavy cock. I could remember how it felt in my mouth, stretching my lips, sliding along my tongue. I could still taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum. And the moment when she came all over her own chest—that moment played itself out over and over and over in my head, making me rock-hard all over again.

But why did I like those memories so much? Why did they turn me on? I wasn’t gay. I liked girls and pussies. Was Ylva even a girl? Aside from everything but her cock she was, but is that not all that really matters—what’s between her legs? Men can go and get breast implants and grow their hair long, so what’s really the difference? Men can’t go out and get pussies. Even with surgery, it’s not what I would call a pussy—I would just call it a weird-looking hole.

But her cock was made from the same skin that covered her breasts and her ass and her perfect legs. So did that not make it a girl’s cock? What does that even mean?

My mind tortured itself with the repeating scenario at Ylva’s little strip club until I heard Jake’s alarm going off. I heard him groan and roll out of bed through the thin walls. I hadn’t slept at all, but I was relieved the trip was finally over. I was relieved we were finally going home.

As Jake shuffled through his room, I heard another noise: pattering against the window. It started light and then it became overwhelmingly heavy—torrents against the glass. I opened the blinds and looked out. At first I thought we were being hit by a tsunami, and then I remembered we weren’t anywhere near water, unless that little river filled with leeches grew ten thousand times the size overnight.

It was a torrential downpour—probably the heaviest rain I’d ever seen. The wind was blowing it aggressively against the side of the hotel. All of the guests in the place woke up. I heard yelling coming from the lobby. I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes and went to check out what was happening. There were four men rushing to block off the front door with sandbags. “What’s happening?” I asked.

They all looked at me for a brief second and then went back to what they were doing, without saying anything. I looked out the window. The water was accumulating quickly. I remembered it was raining the night before, during my cab ride home. I didn’t think much of it, but now I was remembering having to jump over deep puddles along the street curbs. Savran apparently didn’t have the greatest drainage.

Now, the streets were like little rivers. Water was billowing into the hotel. On my way back up to the room, I ran into Jake. He was still half-asleep, still rubbing sleep from his heavy eyes. “What the hell is going on?” he asked.

“I think the town is flooding,” I said.

We woke up our translator and asked him to get ready, to take us to the airport before the water was too deep. But it was already too late. He tried to fire up the engine, but it wouldn’t start. The parking lot was lowered and the water was already up to the van’s windows. “Well shit,” Jake said.

We desperately tried to figure out a way to get to the airport until our phone’s buzzed simultaneously—an alert from the airline, letting us know that our flight had been cancelled.

So we spent the rest of the day trying to get through to the airline. We were on hold for six hours before we finally decided to hang up and try again later. “Stuck in Savran—great,” Jake said, resting his head against the hotel window as he stared out at the downpour that didn’t want to end. It just kept coming down—endless sheets of rain. The lobby was flooded, despite the efforts of the staff. The restaurant was closed. That day, we ate nothing but protein bars that Jake happened to have in his backpack.

Before going to bed, we tried calling the airline again, but again, we were put on an extended hold. “I guess we just try again in the morning,” Jake said, so we went to sleep, stuck in Savran, Ukraine.

That night, I slept like a log, after being awake for nearly forty straight hours. But sleep didn’t keep Ylva from my mind. I dreamed about her all night long, reliving that thirty minutes in her little strip club. My dreams were vivid—I swear I could feel the veins of her long member sliding against my cheeks. I could still feel her warm pulsing as I stroked her off.

In one dream, she was in my hotel room with me. She crawled up on top of me, her knees by my shoulders, and her head between my thighs. She started sucking my cock while her long horse-dick sat heavy on my collarbone. I lifted it up and brought the tip to my mouth. I sucked hard while she sucked me closer and closer to orgasm. She told me that she loved my “cute little dick”. I told her that I loved her giant throbbing cock.

When I woke up, my cock and abdomen were covered in cum. I’d come all over myself in my sleep—something I’d never done before, not even as a teenager.


CHAPTER VII

I was hoping to wake up to good news, but that was apparently wishful thinking. Instead, I woke up to Jake telling me that he got through to the airline and they weren’t able to help. Apparently they said that they aren’t responsible for the weather and hung up on him. When he tried to call back, he got a Ukrainian-speaking agent who refused to put him through to someone who spoke English.

“So what are we going to do?” I asked.

“Figure out how to get to the airport and then go on standby,” he said.

So that was our plan. Sadly, we couldn’t get to the airport, as the roads were still flooded. After trying to arrange an alternate form of transportation, we were informed by the hotel staff that the airport was closed until further notice. Apparently the flooding was even worse there—which was hard to believe. So many flights had been cancelled, they were saying it might be a week or two before everyone who was stranded could get home.

Luckily, the restaurant downstairs opened back up, so we weren’t going to starve to death.

Our cable wasn’t working, and neither was our Internet. We took turns re-reading the magazines that had been left behind by previous guests. One was a Ukrainian entertainment magazine from 2008. I tried to pick up some words since I had nothing better to do.

Sunday came and we were still stranded. We called the airline again, and again, after four hours on hold, we were told that we were SOL. To make matters worse, they were expecting heavy fog over the next few days that would further delay and cancel flights. Jake went out for a few hours and then came back with a giant box filled with liquor. “You wouldn’t believe how cheap the liquor stores are here,” he said. At least he was trying to see the positive in our situation.

We drank all night, playing various card games that were almost more boring than doing nothing at all. And once again, I went to bed with Ylva on my mind.

The next morning—Monday morning—we tried to call the airline once more. Their phone lines were down. The airport was still closed. But the staff in the lobby seemed to think there was hope on the horizon. “I heard they started flying private planes in and out last night,” one of the other guests said at the table next to us, during breakfast.

We spent the day looking for an open Laundromat, seeing as the hotel didn’t have any sort of laundry service. We found one after hours of wandering the streets. And then we spent three hours sitting there, waiting for the out-dated machines to clean our clothes. Then we returned to our room and we drank and played cards until we were tired enough to call it a day.

When I woke up the next morning, I immediately realized it was Tuesday, which meant Ylva’s little strip club was open. My heart stuttered at the thought. I wanted to go again. I wanted to see Ylva again. I wanted to feel her heavy, warm rod. I wanted to watch her come all over herself again. And I hated myself for letting those thoughts enter into my head.

I should have just left with the other guys—paid the transfer fee and got out before the storm. I didn’t like what this small town was doing to my brain. I had no business obsessing over a glorified circus freak. I should have never gone down to her little strip club. I just wanted to be far, far away from that country so I could forget I’d ever ventured into that little joint.

But at the same time, I wanted to go back so badly. I was already trying to think of a way to slip away from Jake, so I could go down and take in one of her shows again. Maybe I would be lucky and I would get the show all to myself again. Of course I would—who was going to brave the flood to see her show? Well, I was, so maybe there were others like me. But could I still allow myself to be interactive in a room full of people? Would I be able to handle myself if I saw another man handling her gigantic cock?

“Are you alright?” Jake asked me around lunchtime. “You seem spacey or something today.”

I had to force a smile. “I’m fine. Just can’t wait to eventually get home.”

It dawned on me that Jake went to bed earlier when he was bored. So that night, I made sure he was bored. I told him that I didn’t feel like playing cards, and instead I just reread the same magazine for the fifth time. When he offered me a drink, I told him I wasn’t feeling up to drinking. He didn’t want to drink alone, so he only had one drink while he paced around the hotel room. My plan worked. “Well, I guess I’ll just call it an early night then,” he said, and then he went off to bed. It was only nine—still plenty of time to get to the next town.

The streets were still flooded but cars were back on the road. I walked about a mile, until the hotel was out of sight, and then I hailed a cab. I told him the address of the same restaurant as before, and he asked for the money upfront. Apparently lots of people were stealing rides because of the floods—their cars stuck in flooded lots like our van.

I gave him the money and he took me to my destination. Once that old wooden door was in sight, my heart started pounding. I was really there—once again, about to see Ylva one more time before I was gone forever.

I approached the door, took a deep breath, straightened my dress shirt, and I knocked. There was a long delay, but I knew she was in there, getting ready for the show, getting ready for me and hopefully only me. I took another deep breath and knocked again. And then the door opened. But it wasn’t Ylva who answered.


CHAPTER VIII

There was a man standing before me—a tall, thick man with a shaved head and a neck as wide as his head. He looked me up and down and then said something in Ukrainian. That increasingly familiar lump was stuck in my throat. I tried to swallow it before saying, “I’m American. I don’t speak Ukrainian.”

“Okay, what do you want?” he said with surprisingly good English.

“I’m, uh, here to see the show. I have money.”

I pulled out a crisp hundred-dollar bill and showed the man. I had no idea who he was. As far as I knew, he was her husband or boyfriend and he was about to break my neck. He took the money. “It’s two-hundred,” he said, smirking slightly. Two hundred US dollars is a lot in Ukraine—practically a small fortune.

“Two hundred? Really?” I said.

“You want to see the show or not, American boy?” he said with that same smirk. So I fished another hundred-dollar bill out from my wallet and handed it to him.

“Go sit. The show will start soon,” he said.

So I went to my seat. The room was empty, thankfully, but the presence of the man made me uncomfortable, even now that he was out of sight. I knew he was there somewhere, and I had a feeling he would be there during the show, watching Ylva, and watching me. And was that the man responsible for the bruises on Ylva’s body? Was he the reason Ylva looked so sheepish, so scared, and so vulnerable? Was he like a pimp?

I heard the man’s voice, shouting something in Ukrainian. He sounded angry. He wasn’t far away, but I couldn’t see him—somewhere on the other side of the red velvet curtain.

I don’t think I was sitting there for more than five minutes, but it felt like an eternity. The room felt colder than before, and darker. I could hear everything, every little step Ylva took and every little step that man took, on the other side of that curtain, as if the whole room was only the same size as our little hotel room.

Suddenly the music started. A moment later, she stepped out. She looked at me and her face turned a shade paler. She paused for a moment and then she looked away, continuing with her routine. Something was wrong. She didn’t want to see me there, as if I’d done something the last time. But what had I done? I’d only done everything she’d asked me to do—hadn’t I?

She only made eye contact with me for a brief second or two during her routine. Even when she said, “Pull my dress down,” to me, she didn’t look me in the eyes. I pulled her dress down, letting those beautiful tits pop out. But it wasn’t the same as the first time. Everything felt rehearsed and emotionless. I felt strangely guilty for staring at her body, but I didn’t know where else to stare. In the reflection of the pole, I could see that burly man standing behind me, leaning against the wall. I couldn’t tell if he was watching me or watching her.

The music reached a quiet point, leading up to the climax of the song. I had a feeling that it was the part of her routine where she was supposed to reveal her special package, but she hesitated. She stopped with her back to me, and something felt off—there was an energy in the room that just wasn’t right.

The man behind me yelled something in Ukrainian, making Ylva jump. I watched her take a deep breath and then she let that dress fall to the floor, exposing her long horse-sized cock. She turned around slowly, letting it sway. She ran through her routine without getting too close to me. The only time she got close was when she asked if I wanted to suck her toes or slap her ass. But she never asked me to play with her beautiful cock again, or suck on her perky nipples.

I had a feeling the man standing behind me was to blame. She was acting reserved for him. Maybe I’d gotten her in trouble the last time—maybe this guy didn’t let her get too close with her clients. I noticed a few bruises on her legs that I was pretty sure weren’t there before.

Near the end of her routine, she sat on the edge of the stage. I noticed her eyes darting over to the man standing by the door a number of times. She held her long, thick cock. “No touching,” she said as she began to stroke it in front of me.

“Are you okay?” I asked after a moment. I asked it quietly enough that the man behind me wouldn’t hear.

She forced a smile, looked back to the man and then back to me again. “Fine,” she said. She reached her heeled feet forward and rested them on my shoulders. Then she put her back down on the stage and raised herself up—a classic stripper move, but one that lacked the same emotion as the time before. Her cock was just a few inches from my face. I wanted to reach out and grab it and stroke it and suck it. I wanted to jerk her off, make her come everywhere. I wanted to watch her hot white load billowing up into the air.

But the man behind me was stopping that from happening.

The music came to an end and she stood up. “Thank you for coming,” she said.

I forced a smile. The man behind me disappeared behind the curtain and then Ylva did the same, leaving me alone in that room—alone and unsatisfied and worried. There was something going on that was just no good.


CHAPTER IX

I didn’t go straight home. I started walking down the street, to hail a cab, but I stopped myself. I couldn’t just leave her there with that abusive man. Even if the man wasn’t abusive, those bruises were coming from somewhere, and I had a feeling she wasn’t walking into any walls. She moved too elegantly and she was too gently and shy to be getting into any fights.

How could I return to America knowing Ylva, my brunette beauty from Ukraine, was being beaten and forced to do a job she didn’t want to do?

I walked around the building, into the alleyway. It was dark and quiet, and my shoes were submerged in residual floodwater. The water soaked through my socks, but I didn’t mind. I walked down the alley until I was at the back door of the little strip club. I stood there and wondered what the hell I was doing.

Was I just making her situation worse? What exactly did I think I was going to accomplish—aside from pissing off that man? Maybe it was better off left alone—

I heard someone approaching the door from the inside. I quickly ran over to a nearby dumpster and crouched behind it, hidden in the shadows of the dark alleyway.

That man stepped out. I could see him through the slit between the dumpster and the wall. He lit a cigarette and then he reached into his pocket, pulling out the two hundred-dollar bills I’d given him. He smiled and then shoved them into his pocket. He was taking all of it. He started walking down the alleyway, towards a nice, new car that was parked at the far end. Maybe he was a pimp. Maybe she owed him that money. Or maybe he was just robbing her, using her, giving her no other options with her life.

It wasn’t fair—just because she was born with an anomaly, she was treated like a circus freak, like some useless nobody who needed someone like that bald man if she wanted to live. Were there no other opportunities for her in that place? Could she not leave?

I waited for his car to drive away before slipping out from behind the dumpster, finding myself once again at that backdoor. I took a deep breath before turning the handle. It was unlocked. I went inside. And as soon as I took my first step in, I could hear her weeping.

I thought about turning back, not getting into anyone else’s business, but I just couldn’t stand the idea of leaving the country without trying to help. “Hello,” I called out sheepishly. Her weeping stopped.

I heard her sniffle and then she called back, “Who’s there?”

“It’s just me, Mike. Uh, I was your client tonight,” I said, feeling stupid hearing the words coming out of my mouth.

I heard her scurry to her feet. She came around the corner. She was dressed in a white housecoat, her makeup running down her face. “You need to go,” she said. “You can’t be seen here.”

“Why not? I just wanted to make sure that you’re alright,” I said.

“If my boss sees you here, he’ll kill me.” She ran to the door and opened it carefully, poking her head out.

“He left. I watched him drive away. What’s going on? That guy is your boss?”

“Yes. But you really shouldn’t be here. If he finds out I’ve been talking to you, he’ll kill me—he really will.”

“Why?”

“Because,” she said, without giving a real reason.

“That’s not good enough. I can’t just leave now. Those bruises—did he hit you?”

She looked at her arms and then covered her bruises instinctively with her hands. “It doesn’t matter,” she said.

“It matters to me. And I saw him take all of your money. Why do you let him do that?”

“I have no other choice.”

“Yes, you do. You can tell him no. You can move and go somewhere else.”

“No, I can’t,” she said, the tears welling up in her eyes again. She looked down at her feet, looking smaller than ever. Without her heels on, she was barely five-two standing straight. “He’s mafia. They will find me and kill me no matter where I am in Ukraine.”

I couldn’t stand to look at her like that, all weak and vulnerable, crying and helpless. No person should have to live like that, especially such a beautiful person. My heart ached with guilt, knowing that I’d contributed to her sadness. I was one of her customers, part of the reason the mafia kept her around as a sideshow attraction, to rake in a bit of cash on the side. And what did she get out of it? A place to sleep? Food? Anything? Or was she just a prisoner, forced to do shows whenever the mafia wanted her to…

“Come home with me,” I said, “to America.”

She looked at me with pause. “What?” she said, her eyes suddenly glazed over.

“Come back to my hotel with me, and we’ll go to the airport in the morning. We’ll get you out of here before they even notice you’re gone.”

She looked at her feet and stuttered. “I don’t have that kind of money,” she said.

“Don’t worry about that. Let me worry about that. Just come with me. Come back to America with me. You have a passport, right?”

“I do,” she said. Her face lit up but she had no words. She was actually considering it. She was actually interested in the idea.

But could I really do it? Could I bring her back to the hotel, where Jake was staying. If he saw me with her, then he would know I’d gone to see her. He would know that I snuck out behind his back to see a stripper with a giant penis. There would be no keeping that little curiosity a secret—everyone would find out. And once she was back in America, she would have to stay with me. She would have nowhere else to go. So everyone would know—probably even my family.

But the thought of having her back home with me didn’t scare me. In fact, it filled me with a heart-pounding excitement. I liked her a lot—more than I’d ever liked any girl before. She was so sweet. She deserved so much more than she was currently getting trapped in that little strip club, being robbed blind by the Ukrainian mafia. I couldn’t let it happen.

I reached my hand out to her. “Let’s get you out of here,” I said. After a moment of hesitation, she took my hand.

“Okay,” she said, cracking a smile that didn’t disappear for the rest of that night, while we ran away from that horrible place. I hailed a cab. She looked around before stepping in, one last look at the place she’d been trapped for her entire adult life. Her smile only grew larger. And once we were in the cab, she turned to me and said, “Thank you so much.” She started to cry. I really had no idea just how much I was helping her. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what she’d been through.

Jake was asleep when we got home. Though I’m not sure it’s possible that he slept through the night once I was under the covers with Ylva. We made love, our hands exploring each other’s bodies. I got her so hard, there was no way I could fit her into my mouth. So I stroked her with both hands and I licked the underside of her throbbing member. She moaned and uttered something in Ukrainian. “What’s that?” I said.

“I said, that feels so fucking good.” She smiled and we kissed. I flipped her over and lined my cock up with her asshole. I would have let her fuck me in the ass, but I probably wouldn’t have been able to handle it. I’d never had anything up my ass before—it would take a while to work my way up to her enormous rod. But in time…

I sunk my cock deep into her tush and I started to thrust. She took my hand and brought it around her, curling my fingers around her member. I stroked it while I pumped her asshole. She was a moaning mess, definitely waking Jake up. It was a bit awkward in the morning, after he realized who was in the bedroom with me. Once he realized, he was completely quiet. But I didn’t care what he thought. It wasn’t his life. He was welcome to go do whatever he wanted, and I was going to go ahead and do whatever I wanted.

And I wanted to bring Ylva, the Horse Woman of Ukraine, home with me to America. But she would never go by that name again. For then on, she would only be known as Ylva, my beautiful Ukrainian girlfriend.

THE END


TRAPPED WITH A TRAP

Anders hates two things more than anything: liberalism and political correctness. So he’s hesitant to go to his friend’s office New Years party—with a company that values diversity and inclusiveness more than their own products and services.

His plan is to stay until midnight and then leave as soon as everyone shouts, “Happy New Year!” But his plan is foiled when he gets trapped on the thirty-third floor of the building with Maggie, the girl of his dreams. At least he thinks she’s the girl of his dreams, until he finds out she doesn’t quite qualify for the ‘girl’ part of that title.


CHAPTER I

It was New Years Eve, 2017, and I was stuck at a party that I wanted nothing to do with.

My buddy, Phil, dragged me out; after I’d told him fifteen times I didn’t want to go. He’d been asking me to tag along with him for over a month, since the party was announced at his work. It was his office New Years Eve party—a party I had no business attending. But every employee got a plus one. I don’t know why Phil picked me instead of bringing some date—or just someone who actually wanted to go to the stupid party. I had no idea why he was so insistent that I tag along.

Actually, that’s not true. I was pretty sure I knew exactly why he dragged me out: he thought it would be a good opportunity to introduce me to women. Phil wasn’t the only one of my friends who looked at me like a pathetic loser every time we hung out.

I was thirty-three and single, and apparently that was about the same thing as having cancer. Even my own family wouldn’t stop asking me, “Is there something wrong?” Are people supposed to be hitched by thirty-three? What’s the big rush?

I had an awkward conversation with my own mother, just a few weeks before the party. She asked me to meet her for coffee, and I should have seen it coming. She sat me down and stared at me with the most serious face I’d ever seen her make, and then she asked, “Anders, sweetie, are you a homosexual?” The people having coffee at a nearby table overheard her questioning and they all looked over at me with big grins, trying their hardest not to laugh. I felt my cheeks turn dark red. It was so humiliating. I don’t know why my own mother thought I was gay—I’d only been single for two years.

But I guess at thirty-three, two years is a long time to be single—especially with all those dating websites and apps. I knew one chick that was dating seven guys at once—all dudes from that Tinder app. All of the guys thought they were exclusive; I met four of them, and I was tempted to tell every single one of them. But she said that she would pick one once she was sure he was the one. I guess that’s how modern human matchmaking works…

So I wasn’t dating seven chicks at once—did that make me gay? I still liked women. Hell, I loved women. I loved looking at women, touching women, smelling women. I know that sounds creepy, but what I’m trying to say is, I loved being single. I loved the freedom to be with a woman when I wanted to be with one. I liked the open playing field. I wasn’t ready to be tied down.

Okay, so I shouldn’t say I loved the freedom to be with a woman when I wanted to be with one. There were plenty of nights that I wished there was a woman by my side. Sure, it can be lonely after two years of being single. I always thought that the single life would be filled with one-night stands and horny chicks, but the reality was much different. The reality was mostly just tedious dates with women I had nothing in common with.

I wished I had been born fifty years earlier. Modern women were the worst. I hated all that feminism crap. To me, the date was over once the woman said that she wanted to pursue a career before starting a family. Since when did women want to work so badly? Working sucks. They had a good deal back when they were encouraged to stay at home. Who in their sane mind would want to trade that life in for working?

I always found myself biting my tongue on dates, trying not to let my opinions slip out. I couldn’t stand their rampant liberalism. And my God, they were all liberals—every woman I ever met. Even the ones who called themselves conservatives were really just confused liberals. They still wanted to focus on their meaningless careers, and they all wanted to be just like men. I went on a date with one chick that said she was trying to be the first female to play in the NBA. Biting my tongue didn’t stop the laughter from slipping out. Why can’t women just accept the fact that men and women are different? There are serious biological differences—a woman will never be able to play in the NBA. That’s just a ludicrous thought.

I went on a date with one woman who was unemployed. She complained and complained about the state of the job market. When I asked her what kind of job she wanted, she said “Something in management.” When I asked her what her experience was, she said, “Technically nothing, but it’s not fair that men get all the management positions and women get nothing.” I cringed at the statement. She summed up the modern woman: give me stuff because of the fact that I’m a woman, not because of my skills or experience.

In 2017, women just wanted to be men, and I didn’t see that trend dying down any time soon.

And don’t get me wrong. It’s not like I thought men were any better. If anything, they were worse—a bunch of testosterone-free soy-boys. I was living in Vancouver at the time, and my God—every man just wanted to be a woman—literally. I lost a good friend of mine to the nonsense; not just a friend, but also my roommate at the time. He went to a doctor and came home with a box full of pill bottles. He started taking them that night: hormone blockers, estrogen, and all sorts of weird shit. A few months later, he had surgeries booked.

And that’s around when I started noticing them all around me: trannies, men with mental disorders. I made the mistake of calling it a mental disorder at a bar one night. A nearby table overheard me. They got up and started shouting until the whole bar was up in arms. The manager came by and asked me to leave. “The thought police,” I called them as they walked me to my car.

But I’ve fallen away from my story…

The New Years Eve party at Phil’s work was the last place I wanted to be, because Phil worked for a giant tech firm—one of the firms that made the news all of the time because it was ‘so progressive’. It was apparently the first firm to hire fifty-percent men and fifty-percent women. What ever happened to hiring people based on merit? They’d recently won awards for hiring record numbers of gays, minorities, and people of various religious backgrounds. But I never heard of them winning any awards for their products or services… But I guess in 2017 that was irrelevant.

So I knew the party was going to be lame. I had a good feeling that the girls Phil wanted me to meet were just a bunch of feminist psychopaths. And I knew I was just going to have to keep my mouth shut all night. Smile and nod—just smile and nod and hope that Phil doesn’t put me in any awkward positions…


CHAPTER II

The party started out about as expected, with the company’s vice-president taking to the podium to excitedly share the fact they surpassed their diversity quotas for the year, and are already on track to meet quotas for 2018. Everyone clapped and cheered, and I did my best not to roll my eyes and scoff.

Next, the president took to the podium to thank all of the minorities in attendance who overcame adversity and managed to get a job working for the company. Everyone clapped again. I looked around and couldn’t help but notice that I was one of maybe twenty white people at the party—a party which had about four hundred people in attendance. When they said diversity, did they really mean ‘non-white people’? I tried not to roll my eyes, but I may have let one slip. Luckily, no one seemed to notice.

They had a few other speakers take the stage—a Muslim who spoke for ten minutes about the struggles of being Muslim in the workplace, a black man who talked about how excited he was that the company’s values were also in line with black values, and then a transgender guy, who wanted to thank all of his coworkers for referring to him by the correct pronouns. I had no idea whether he was supposed to be a guy or a girl, or what he was before. I forced myself to clap along with everyone else.

I was excited when the caterers finally emerged with trays of champagne. I needed alcohol if I was going to get through that night. I waited anxiously for one of those trays to reach me, but none ever did. The champagne flutes were snatched up too quickly. The caterers went into the back to retrieve more, but even those were snatched up by greedy employees who wanted seconds, who didn’t seem to care if I got my first or not.

I gave up on the idea of getting a glass of champagne. Instead, I walked out into the hall where a single bartender was busy serving a crowd of thirsty partygoers. I stood in line for about fifteen minutes, just to get a beer. They only had craft beer, which I wasn’t thrilled about, but I took it anyway. I always thought that craft beer was just a competition between hipsters to see who could make the worst tasting beer.

I downed my drink and then got back into the line-up for another. This time, I lied and said I was getting for a friend as well, so I left the bar with two bottles.

I found myself in the corner, sipping at my beer, trying to locate Phil in the crowd. It was hard to see past the hordes of Phil’s coworkers and their guests. It was hard to hear anything over the music, though I did hear a nearby group chatting about how proud they were of their LGBT coworkers. I rolled my eyes.

Why can’t people just be people? Why do we have to celebrate every stupid little thing? They say that minorities and homosexuals have it so much harder than regular white guys like me, but is that even true? People who were hired just because of their minority and/or homosexual status surrounded me. There was no one in that room that was given priority for being white or straight. But God forbid I say that out loud—I already knew what they would say back to me. “You don’t need to be given priority! Society already prioritizes you!” But anyone with eyes, or even just ears, can see that that’s not true.

But again, I digress…

I checked my watch, hoping that it was almost midnight, so I could see the ball drop on the big screen television and get a cab to go home. Unfortunately, less time had passed than I’d thought. It wasn’t even ten. The party was hardly underway. The line-up to get drinks was longer than ever, not worth the effort. By the time I reached the front of the line, I would be completely sober. The caterers were out of champagne, and the appetizers were being snatched up by hungry vultures standing next to the kitchen doors.

So I just stood there, trying to count down the seconds in my head. What a miserable ending to a miserable year. And if I was really going to stick around until everyone shouted “Happy New Year!” I had a miserable start to 2018 to look forward to as well.

When the dance floor opened, the party got a little bit less lame—not because I wanted to dance, but because people were abandoning their drinks to hit up the dance floor. Though maybe they weren’t abandoning them, as much as saving them for later. I was always careful to make sure no one was looking when I snatched a half finished beer from a table. It wasn’t my proudest moment, but at least I had something to make the time go by faster.

Phil finally found me around 10:30. He was half-cut, stammering slightly. He had a big smile on his face. Apparently he’d befriended one of the directors of the company. They’d been chatting together all night. Phil seemed to think that this was his ticket to a big promotion. I found it hard to believe because he was white, and one of his bosses had just made a big speech about how they planned on diversifying the management team. But I forced a smile and a nod and said, “Good for you.”

He asked me for my phone, saying his was in his coat pocket, stored away in coat check. He wanted to show his boss something on some website or something—I wasn’t really paying close attention, and it was hard to hear him with his drunken slurring. So I gave him my phone. I’d already checked my Facebook fifty times over, so it wasn’t a big loss.

“I need you to do something for me,” he said, still slurring his words slightly.

“What’s that?” I said.

“There’s a computer system in my office that I’ve been working on. I want to show it to him. I might never have a chance like this again. I need you to go and get it for me.”

“You need me to go and get your computer from your office?” I said, making sure I knew what he wanted.

“Yes, it’s sitting next to my desk, on the ground. You’ll have to bring down all of the cables and a monitor, too. Just be careful while you’re unhooking everything—it’s very fragile. In fact, it’s a two-person job. I would go up with you, but I can’t lose Mr. Sweeney. If he goes off and starts chatting with someone else, I’m boned. In fact, there he is now—he was just in the bathroom. I have to go.” He looked around frantically and then waved his arms in the air. “Maggie! Maggie, come here for a second,” he said, waving over a cute little blonde chick.

She was short—at least a whole head shorter than me. She had a tiny ski jump nose and a mousy mouth. She reminded me of an actress, but I couldn’t pinpoint who. “Maggie—Anders, my friend here, needs your help with something. Anders, can you explain it? I have to go.” He handed me a key card that had his name printed on it. And then before he could say goodbye, he was gone, rushing up to his boss before his boss could reach anyone else.

Maggie looked at me. “What’s going on?” she said. She spoke softly—almost too softly to hear over the music.

“Um, I guess we need to get a computer from Phil’s office or something. He wants to show it to his boss. He said it’s a two-person job.”

She looked around. “How long is this going to take?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t even know where his office is,” I said.

“I do. He’s up on the thirty-third floor, the one above me,” she said. I had to strain to hear her. I wanted to shake her and tell her to speak up, but I resisted that urge.

“Alright, let’s go then,” I said. I wondered whether it was really a two-person job, or if it was something I could have just done myself. I would have preferred to do it myself, even if the thing was heavy and awkward. Because now I had to endure the errand with some stranger, someone who was going to ask me all the stock questions: who was I, what did I do, how did I know Phil, and so on… And I was going to have to come up with questions to ask her. She didn’t look very strong, so I had a feeling there would be a lot of grunting and complaining while she carried one end of the computer we were sent to retrieve.

But she ended up impressing me—at least at first—when she said, “Hold on one second,” and ran into the kitchen, emerging a few seconds later with two cold beers. She handed me one. “The elevator in this building is slow,” she said. Maybe she wouldn’t be such bad company after all.


CHAPTER III

She was right—the elevator was painfully slow. After I swiped the key card and pressed the up button, it took a good ten minutes before the elevator even arrived. Then I swiped the key card again to press the button for the thirty-third floor, and there was another long delay before the thing started moving. And it was one of those elevators that rumbled awkwardly every three or four floors, pausing for a moment before continuing. I’d never been a fan of elevators. I got stuck in one as a child for nearly two hours. I cried my head off and for two years, I refused to go into one again. Even still, I got nervous when those steel doors shut and the movement started. It didn’t help that every horror movie ever had an elevator death scene in it.

Maggie didn’t seem to mind the elevator or its glitches and hiccups. She just leaned up against the wall and sipped at her drink, her eyes glued to the screen that displayed the floor numbers. She’d probably gone up that elevator one thousand times. She was familiar with the hiccups and stutters. “So you work here, huh?” I said.

She looked at me and smiled. “Yeah,” she said. “For now, anyway.”

“Why just for now?” I asked.

“Well…” she said. “The people are here are kind of a bunch of communist hippies. It gets old fast.” She looked back to the floor number display.

My heart was already swelling. She was pretty, she seemed cool, and she hated liberal yuppies. I’d only known the girl for five minutes—and I’d only heard her speak three or four sentences—and she was already the girl of my dreams.

But I played it cool, leaning against the elevator wall myself. “Yeah, I totally get that vibe,” I said. “I don’t think I would make it a day with all the nonsense.”

“You’d be amazed how much you can endure for a good paycheque,” she said with a cute smile. That smile made my heart throb.

The elevator bounced, shaking both of us. I dropped my beer. Maggie gasped and clutched the handrail right. If she was even afraid, then I definitely should be afraid. I took a deep breath in and held it, my heart racing. Were we going to die in an elevator? I didn’t want to die in some liberal fantasyland. And why didn’t a giant tech firm have a decent elevator? They could design cutting edge technology but not a reliable elevator? Maybe they got one of their completely unqualified minorities to design it…

The elevator stopped. I looked at Maggie and she looked at me. Her face was pale, but I could see my reflection in the mirror behind her: my face was paler. We said nothing for a moment, and then the elevator started humming. We were moving again.

“That was… something,” she said.

“Yeah. Does it always do that?” I asked.

“Sometimes. It’s never been that bad, though,” she said.

I reached down and picked up my beer. Miraculously, it landed upright, only spilling a tiny bit on the elevator floor. I took a long sip. It was foamy from the rattling. But at least it helped to calm my nerves a bit.

Maggie laughed. She had a cute laugh. Everything about her was cute. I loved that little nose, and her big flashing eyes. And more than anything, I loved how much disdain she had for the Marxist degenerates who ran the company she worked for. She was perfect—the girl I’d been looking for my whole life.

The elevator door opened, revealing the thirty-third floor.

It was a nice place. I’d never seen where Phil worked before, but I was kind of jealous. It was wide open. There were no cubicles and no private offices, just desks in the open, and large tables in the corners for board rooms. I guess they didn’t believe much in privacy. The walls were all floor-to-ceiling windows, looking out at the downtown core, bright and shining, warm and marigold. I wandered around, admiring the view. “Not too shabby,” I said.

“Better than the view from my floor,” Maggie said. “The only windows are in management offices. We just get lame murals. On one wall, they got a famous graffiti artist to write the word ‘diversity’ in giant letters. I cringe every time I see it.”

My heart swelled again. I wanted to impress this girl. I wanted her to like me. I wanted to see her again after this night. Hell, I wanted to kiss her when the clock struck midnight. I could see a future with her. I could imagine coming home from work while she is in the kitchen, dressed in lingerie, cooking a big meal for the family. I could imagine myself laying her down, kissing her body, sucking her nipples, eating out her pussy.

“This is Phil’s office,” she said, walking over to a desk. It wasn’t an office by any stretch of the imagination, but I suppose no one technically had an office on that floor.

There was a big metal box next to his desk, with colourful cables billowing out of it. It looked heavy—and complicated. I walked over to it. “He said to disconnect everything and to bring the cables, and a monitor,” I said.

“Should we just take his desk monitor?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said. I bent over to start unplugging everything. It took a good ten minutes just to get the box by itself. We looked around for a box to hold all of the cables. I was able to lift the heavy computer myself while Maggie took the monitor and the box of cables. We lugged it all over to the elevator. I used my elbow to press the ‘down’ button, to call the elevator.

But the button didn’t light up.

“You need to use the key card because it’s after six,” Maggie said.

So I placed the computer down on the ground and reached into my pocket. But there was no key card. I never put it in my pocket. I’d been holding it the whole time—my beer in one hand, the access card in the other. I must have dropped it when the elevator shook. “Shit,” I said, double-checking each pocket. “We may have to lug this shit down the stairs,” I said.

“You can’t access the stairs without the key card,” Maggie said, her eyes wide, her face suddenly pale. She looked worried. Why did she look so worried? Was it really that big of a deal?

“Is there not a fire escape we can access? What do you do if there’s an emergency?”

“You take the stairs. They don’t close the doors to the stairs unless it’s after hours.”

“What? Why? That’s mental,” I said.

“I don’t know. I guess there’s a lot of valuable stuff in here. They keep the place under lockdown. Your friend’s computer is probably worth a couple million dollars—at least.” She pointed at the big metal box that my beer was balancing on.

“That thing is worth millions of dollars? Are you shitting me?” I said.

“It’s a prototype. He’s probably spent the last five years working on it.”

“A prototype for what?”

“I don’t know. He’s probably not allowed to say,” Maggie said. I looked back down at the computer. I carefully picked my beer up off of it. I guess it kind of made sense for a giant tech firm to have over-the-top security. It was crazy enough to think that we could get up with just a key card, and we could have nabbed whatever we wanted, had I not dropped it.

Maggie walked over to a desk. She picked up a phone and brought it to her ear. “Phones are off,” she said. “But you have your phone, right?”

I reached into my pocket, feeling nothing. And then I remembered giving my phone to Phil. “No, don’t you have yours?”

“It’s in my purse, with coat check,” she said, her face turning a shade paler. We had no phones, no way to escape that floor. All of the computers were locked with passwords, so we couldn’t even get onto the Internet to instant-message a cry for help.

“Someone will come soon, right?” I said.

She didn’t answer with her words—her face said enough. No one was coming for us. We were trapped on the thirty-third floor, just the two of us, just an hour before the New Year.


CHAPTER IV

At least she wasn’t angry with me. It was technically my fault for dropping the key card, though I fully blamed the lousy corporation for having outrageous security measures.

We tried waving at the cameras that were mounted in each corner, hoping to notify the security guards, but no one was coming for us. After thirty minutes, we both ended up finding desks to sit at while we finished the last warm sips of our beers. “Some New Years party this turned out to be,” I said, looking into my bottle, hoping another drop or two was hiding away from me.

“It could be worse,” she said.

“How so?” I asked.

“We could be stuck in that crappy elevator.” It was a good point. We almost were stuck in that elevator. I would have had a mental breakdown if that were the case. I probably would have curled up on the ground and cried and embarrassed myself in front of the girl of my dreams.

In fact, this situation really wasn’t so bad. I was secretly excited about it—excited to be stuck with the girl I wanted to make some progress with. It was an opportunity to get to know her, for her to get to know me, and maybe to get a phone number out of the whole thing. I already planned on asking Phil for her number, but this was even better. This was a story we would be able to tell for the rest of our lives. ‘How did you meet mommy?’ our kids would one day ask. It sure beat the hell out of, ‘We met on Tinder, like everyone else in the world.’

She had her feet up on the desk and she was leaning back in her office chair. I could almost see up her cute lacy skirt. Her thighs were smooth and they looked soft. Maybe if I played my cards right, and said all of the right things, I would get laid in that office. Then it really would be the best New Years party of my life.

I took a deep breath and made my first little move. “You look cute—in that dress,” I said. “That dress looks good on you, is what I’m trying to say.” I smiled. She smiled back. I had to be careful not to get too carried away. If she became uncomfortable, then that night would really become awkward. I made the mistake of asking a barista at a café on a date once, while she was working. She said no, but she looked horribly uncomfortable—with no way to escape until the end of her shift. I could never go into that café again. So I learned a valuable lesson: only hit on girls when they have some sort of out.

“Have any New Years resolutions?” I asked.

“A few,” she said with that adorable smile.

“Care to share?” I said.

She smiled and looked down at her feet. “Well, I want to get a better job, but you already knew that—something far, far away from all this politically correct crap.” She already had my heart. “I’d like to start going to the gym more often, like everyone else… And more than anything, I’d like to find a job without the help of affirmative action.”

“You mean, you think you only got this job because you’re a woman?” I asked.

She laughed and then looked out the window. “No, I only got the job because I’m trans.” She looked at me but only for a second before looking back out the window. At first I thought she was joking. I was waiting for her to burst out into a laughing fit, for her to say, ‘Gotcha!’ But she wasn’t laughing. My heart stuttered and fluttered down into my gut. Was she being serious? “I’ve never worked in tech before. I have a useless communications degree, and I managed to beat out two hundred applicants for this job. It’s silly, really. I don’t deserve to be here.”

“You’re what?” I finally managed to say, pushing the words past the lump in my throat.

She looked at me with that adorable smile, that didn’t seem so adorable anymore. “I’m trans—male to female. The only reason they even knew about it was because on the application, it literally asked. There was literally a box under gender that said, ‘transgender’. I shouldn’t have ticked it. I don’t know why I did… Well, I guess I know why I did—because I knew it would help my chances.”

“You’re what?” I said again, my head spinning. I’d been staring at a tranny all night? I’d been swooning over a man? I’d been imagining a dude in lingerie? But she didn’t look like a dude—she looked like a chick. She had a nice bust, a great ass, and perfect legs… But that ass was a man’s, and so were those legs. As for the bust—that was either surgery or hormones, but it wasn’t natural.

And what about her face? Did that have anything to do with hormones or surgery? Or was that just her face? I’d been admiring her face, more than anything. Had I been admiring a man’s face in makeup? “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Me? I’m fine. Why?” I was convinced she was screwing with me. She was too pretty to be a man. No, no, she wasn’t pretty. That was just the alcohol. She was manly. Now that I knew, I could kind of hear it in her voice. I could see the slight bulge of an Adam’s apple. Her shoulders were slightly more broad than the average chick—just slightly, but enough to notice.

“You don’t look fine,” she said, staring at me with those eyes. Those eyes were so stunning. Those eyes couldn’t possibly belong to a man. So was she lying? “You’re just kidding, right?”

“About what? Being trans?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“No. Why?”

“You look like a chick,” I said.

“I am a chick.”

“No you’re not. You’re—and I don’t mean any offense by this—you’re a guy. It’s a mental disorder—gender dysphoria.”

She smiled. “You always know someone’s about to say something offensive when they start their sentence with, ‘no offense, but…’” She rolled her eyes. I could see it now. I don’t know why I couldn’t see it before. She was a man. She was convincing—I’ll give her that—but she was a man. It wasn’t so much a physical characteristic, or even a mannerism, but it was clear. I just wasn’t sure how it was clear. But that’s just the thing—you can see a woman from a mile away and know that it’s a woman, even if she has short hair and tiny tits. You can tell a man from a mile away, too, even if he’s skinny with long hair. It’s a biological thing, a sixth sense. And maybe that sixth sense in obstructed by alcohol—I don’t know. I’d had a few drinks.

“I’m just saying—it’s just a fact. You can ask any real doctor.”

“Well I did ask my doctor, and he gave me hormones.”

“Did you see a holistic doctor or something?” I said.

“Nope—a real doctor, with a PhD in medicine, working at a real clinic.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Crazy,” I said.

“Why is that crazy?”

“I don’t know. I guess the social justice warriors have a stranglehold on pretty much everything these days.” I leaned back in my chair. I hated the fact that I’d been attracted to her. I hated that I hadn’t seen it sooner. I should have known there was some liberal nonsense attached to her. I should have known that company had no business hiring a pretty little white woman without some ‘woe is me’ status attached to her.

I got up and went to the door to the stairs. We’d never actually checked to see if it was unlocked. I’d just trusted that Maggie knew what she was talking about. I gave the door a swift tug. But it really was locked. “There’s no way out,” she said, “until someone comes and lets us out.”

“There must be some way out,” I said, looking around.

“Can’t stand to be stuck with a trans chick for a few hours?” she said with a little smile. God, I hated how cute her smile was. It must have been fake—just like her tits. Can they do lip-feminizing surgeries now? Can they just cut up any guy to look like any girl? I mean, she did work for a tech firm. Maybe she had access to some crazy gender-swapping technology. Maybe I wasn’t so crazy to think she was a legitimate woman for so long. Maybe anyone would have made the same mistake. Did Phil know?

I shook my head. I had to stop thinking about her. I needed to focus on getting out, so I could erase her from my mind completely.

“Maybe if we break something, it will set off an alarm, and then they’ll come up and get us.”

“I kind of doubt it,” she said. “I’m pretty sure I saw the security guard having a drink down in the ballroom.”

“Great. This is just great…” I said, sitting back down, staring back out at the view. I was hungry. I never got my hands on any of those appetizers, and I hadn’t eaten dinner, thinking there would be tons of food at the party. My stomach growled. Maggie could apparently hear the growling. She laughed. This was going to be a long night.


CHAPTER V

We didn’t talk much, unless it was directly concerning our situation. “The fridge is empty,” she said as she rummaged through the office kitchenette while I checked desks for anything to eat—granola bars, cookies, anything. She eventually found a little packet of soup crackers in a cupboard. There were two in the packet so we each ate one. As she handed it to me, she said, “You don’t mind that a tranny touched it?”

I rolled my eyes. She thought I was a bigot—how original. I wasn’t stopping her from being a transsexual, or transgender, or whatever the preferred term was. I wasn’t telling her that what she was doing was wrong. I was just telling her a scientific fact: that men can’t be women and women can’t be men. Men can’t be turtles either, but if she got dressed up like one, would I be required to call her a turtle?

Why can’t she just be a tomboy? Growing up, I knew plenty of tomboys—girls who wore boy clothes and played sports and hung out with boys and wanted to work in manly fields after school. Some of them even looked like boys. And why wasn’t that good enough? When did we have to start changing around pronouns and disregarding science? In school, I was taught that sex organs determined someone’s gender. She still had male sex organs, right? I mean—even if she did have all the surgeries, her breasts still couldn’t produce milk, and her pussy was just an inside-out cock—every single cell still with an X and a Y chromosome. Sorry.

I ate my cracker while looking out the window. From the corner of that floor, I could see the big screen at the town square, which usually displayed ads for movies or perfumes. Now, it was a countdown—with two minutes remaining. Presumably, it was the countdown for the New Year. “Two more minutes,” I said.

“Until what?” Maggie asked.

“Until the New Year—unless the sign is wrong.”

She walked up next to me and had to stand up on her toes to see the screen. “Oh, that’s exciting,” she said with a smile in her voice. But I don’t know what was so exciting about it—spending the first hours of the New Year trapped in some building—or maybe the first few days. The office didn’t open back up until the following Monday—or did it even? Did the staff get Monday off? How long would we be stuck up there before anyone came to rescue us? Would Phil notice us missing and eventually come up? Or was he too drunk.

Maggie started counting down from twenty. She was still up on her tippy toes, hands on the glass, watching the countdown like a little girl waiting for Santa Claus. “Five, four, three, two, one—Happy New Year!” she said with a cute bounce. I turned and looked at her, with a forced smile and a nod. And I was about to head back over to the desk with the especially comfy chair when she threw her arms around me and kissed me on the lips.

It took a moment for the kiss to register in my brain. Her lips were soft and warm. She was a good kisser. But I pushed her away. “What the hell are you doing?” I said.

“It’s a New Year’s kiss,” she said.

“It’s sexual assault as far as I’m concerned,” I said, wiping my lips. I’d just been kissed by a biological man. Gross. But her lips sure didn’t feel manly. Hell, they were softer and plumper than my ex-girlfriend’s lips. But that was probably just thanks to injections and hormone replacement. The lips still belonged to a man. “Don’t do that again.”

“Don’t you get tired of being bitter all of the time?” she asked, meandering away, back to her own desk.

“No,” I said, “because I’m not bitter. I just live in the real world where facts actually mean something.”

She rolled her eyes and threw her head back dramatically. “Oh God, here we go again with the trans thing.”

“I’m just saying, why can’t you be happy being an effeminate man?”

“You really want to get back into this?” she said, leaning back in her chair.

“No, I just don’t get it, and I don’t get why I’m supposed to pretend like I do.”

“No one’s making you pretend like you get anything,” she said, putting her heeled feet up on the desk. Her shoes were open-toed, and her nails were painted white to match her dress. Her feet were cute, and very feminine. They looked good in those heels—but that didn’t change the fact that she was a biological man.

I looked around the office, hoping to spot something we’d missed: a public phone, a forgotten key card, anything. I went through drawers we’d already gone through half a dozen times. There was a little bathroom on the far end of the room. I went in to see if there was something in there, though I don’t know what I expected to find in a bathroom.

There was nothing—no escape. I was trapped with a tranny, and I just had to accept it. “I’m never letting Phil guilt me into coming out with him, ever again.”

“What would you be doing if we weren’t here right now?” she asked me.

“I’d be at home, going to sleep.”

“So why don’t you just go to sleep here? There’s a couch over there that looks pretty comfortable.”

“No thanks. I’m not going to sleep where a bunch of nerds put their asses all day long.”

She laughed. “What do you like?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“You seem to hate everything, but there must be something you like. Are you into golf? Do you like movies? What’s your thing?”

I had to think about it. That’s probably not a good thing, when you have to think about what you like to answer a simple question. I leaned back in my chair and stared up at the ceiling. I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.

“You don’t know what you like?”

“No, I don’t know that I want to tell you. I just don’t think you’d understand, and I don’t want to get into another argument.”

“Try me,” she said.

I looked down at my feet and then back up at the ceiling. “I like tradition. I like traditional things, like art and architecture. I can’t stand modern art—it literally makes me cringe. Modern music, too. I like traditional families. I like Christmas—like real Christmas, with a family and decorations and religious symbolism, even though I’m not religious. I hate that we’re supposed to say Happy Holidays instead of Merry Christmas. I don’t know if that makes any sense to you.”

“It makes sense, and I agree. I love old art—especially renaissance stuff,” Maggie said with that cute smile. “And I pretty much grew up on Wagner. I wanted to be a concert pianist when I was younger, you know. And I love Christmas. It’s my favourite time of year. I’m always so sad when it’s over.”

I forced a smile. I was pretty sure she wasn’t getting what I was saying. “Right,” I said, nodding.

“What? You think I’m lying?”

“No, I just don’t think you get what I’m saying,” I said.

“Why is that?”

“When I say tradition, I mean, doing things they way they’ve always been done. When I think of Christmas, I think of a mom and dad sitting by the tree while their kids run down the stairs. I think of that mom spending the whole last month decorating the house and wrapping presents, while the man worked and brought home a paycheque. You know, the traditional family. It’s nearly illegal to even suggest such a thing anymore.”

“You don’t think that I like that idea, too?” she asked.

I forced another smile. “No offense, but you aren’t exactly a traditional woman.”

She stared at me for a moment and then she rolled her eyes. “Oh God, the trans thing again.”

“What? It’s just, you’re a working woman—working for a gigantic liberal tech firm. You’re a transgender. And, I mean, no offense, but you can’t have kids.”

“I could adopt kids,” she said, her cheeks turning a shade of red. She wasn’t smiling anymore. The comment hurt—reality hurt. It was just a biological fact. It’s not like I insulted her. It’s not like it was my opinion that she couldn’t create human life in her womb like a real woman.

“I guess so,” I said, forcing another smile.

“One day I’d like to find a nice, hardworking guy, be a housewife, adopt a bunch of cute kids, and I want to live a very traditional life,” she said.

I didn’t respond. I just smiled. I had a feeling that anything I had to say would offend her. Pretty much everything I’d already said had offended her. She was too fragile, just like the rest of her kind—modern women, if you can even call her that.

“What? You don’t think that I can be traditional, because I’m trans?” she asked.

“Something like that,” I said.

“Let’s be honest—you aren’t traditional yourself. You’re just deciding that what you want is traditional. Why do you get to set the bar?”

“What I’m suggesting is textbook traditional—traditions that have existed for hundreds of years—if not longer.”

“Oh yeah? Like celebrating the birth day of Jesus Christ, even though you’re admittedly not religious?” she said. And she made a good point. I didn’t have a come back. “Or wanting a traditional family with a stay-at-home wife, even though I bet you don’t make enough money to support a family on your own. No offense,” she said, smirking. And she was right; I probably didn’t make enough money to support a wife and kids while paying a mortgage. It was nearly impossible in 2017—or I should say, 2018. Unless you’re making over six-figures, you need a second income. “So why is it so crazy that I want to be a stay-at-home mom even though I’m transgender. You can create exceptions, so why can’t I?”

I shrugged my shoulders and swivelled to face the window. I didn’t have an answer for her. I guess I was being somewhat of a hypocrite.


CHAPTER VI

It was around 1 AM when I noticed something for the first time in that office: a vent a few feet above the stairwell door. It was about three feet wide and two feet high. I walked over to the door and looked through the window, into the stairwell. There was another window in the stairwell, and in the reflection of that window, I could see the other side of that vent. I tried pulling up a chair, but that vent was still out of reach. I tried balancing a box on the chair, but still, it was out of reach—just slightly—and not to mention, dangerously unstable.

“What are you doing?” Maggie finally asked after watching for a good ten minutes.

“Trying to open that vent,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because it spits out into the stairwell,” I said.

She walked over next to me and looked up. “That’s not a bad idea,” she said. “The emergency exit on the main floor should open without a key from the inside. It might set off an alarm, but that’s better than being stuck here all weekend.” She looked around and then spotted a screwdriver on a desk. There were plenty of screwdrivers around, for tinkering with computers. “Lift me up,” she said.

“What?”

“Just hold me up and I’ll unscrew the vent,” she said. “I would hold you up, but I probably can’t lift you.”

After a moment of hesitation, I got up on the chair and bent down to hoist her up. The only way I could safely lift her was by wrapping my arms around her knees to pick her up. It got her within reach of the vent. The only downside was that her ass was now in my face. Her skirt wasn’t long enough to cover her whole bum from that angle, and her panties only covered her asshole. So I had a face-full of a bare ass. 

And I could see a slight bulge between her legs, just an inch or two from my face. Was it a pussy bulge or a cock bulge? It looked bigger than a pussy, but then again, I had no idea what a post-op pussy looked like. At least she smelled nice, like floral perfume and ivory soap. And her bum was warm and soft. Her legs were perfectly smooth.

“That’s one screw!” she said, letting the screw drop to the floor.

She strained to reach for the next screw, on the top corner, which was two feet higher. As she strained, her body shifted positions slightly. My nose inadvertently nestled in between her butt cheeks. I tried to squirm my face away, but I got ass no matter which way I tried to look. At least she had a nice tush. At least she wasn’t hairy or smelly or obviously manly.

“I need you to lift me higher,” she said. So I strained to lift her higher. But I couldn’t hold her there, not without leaning myself against the door, which meant putting my head between her legs. I could feel that bulge now on my head.

Another screw dropped to the floor. “Just two more,” she said. She strained again, rubbing that bare bum against my face. I wanted to be disgusted, but I actually kind of liked it. No, that’s not entirely true; I didn’t just kind of like it—I really liked it. My heart started to pound. My cock started to harden. How could it not? A cute girl was rubbing her warm, soft tush against my face. No matter how many times I reminded myself that she was actually a man—it didn’t make a difference. My cock was becoming erect. I tried to will it down by biting my tongue, trying to picture anything else, but it wouldn’t stop as long as her ass was grinding against my face.

And I was starting to think she was doing it on purpose—trying to tease me, trying to make some point—to prove to herself that she could get a man excited just like any other woman. Or maybe I was just being paranoid. But if that was the point she was trying to make, it was working. I was getting aroused. Thoughts were starting to enter into my head that weren’t welcomed. I thought about feeling her body, squeezing her tits. I thought about bending her over and fucking her in the asshole. I could just move aside the back of her panties—I didn’t have to expose whatever was hiding between her legs.

Another screw dropped down. “Last one,” she said, straining again.

The thoughts could have been worse. It’s not like I was fantasizing about a man, with chest hair and a beard and big muscles. I was fantasizing about Maggie, with her petite body, her smooth, soft skin, her perky tits, and her amazing ass. Was it really so wrong?

The last screw dropped down. She tossed aside the vent cover. “Lift me up,” she said. I was a bit sad to be done with having her ass in my face, but relieved at the same time. I pushed her up as she pulled herself into the vent. “A little more,” she said. I couldn’t push her legs any further—it wasn’t working. The only way I could push her was by reaching up and pressing on her ass. I accidentally felt her bulge with one of my thumbs.

“I don’t think I can fit,” she said with strain in her voice. I tried pushing harder, but again my hand slipped and I felt that bulge. It was too much bulge to be a pussy. I’d just felt a cock through a tiny pair of panties. And then I realized I had both of my hands on the bare ass of a biological man.

I panicked and retracted my hands. I slipped and fell back, onto my ass. And then she came falling down after me. I had to act fast—it was a big fall—enough to break an ankle or worse. I sat up and reached my arms out. She fell right into me with a little shriek and I used my body to brace her. Her forehead bonked into mine, but it wasn’t so bad. I could have been a lot worse.

She was lying on top of me, her breasts against my chest, her legs straddling mine. She looked into my eyes. I looked into hers. I have to admit, she was quite beautiful. It was almost unfair that she was so beautiful. Why couldn’t that beauty be saved for a real woman? Why was it wasted on a man in a dress? “That was close,” she said, with her cute smile. And then her eyes grew wide. “Oh my God, are you hard?”

I felt my face turn a shade of dark red. I was hard. I was fully erect, from fondling her ass for the past five minutes. And now, my erection was throbbing against her crotch. I wanted to push her off. I wanted to tell her that she was mistaken, that there was just something in my pocket. But instead I just remained frozen, in shock, and speechless.


CHAPTER VII

She started laughing. “Oh my God, you’re such a pervert,” she said, rolling off of me.

“Get over yourself. It just happens sometimes. I mean—you would know,” I said, springing up and turning away from her while I tucked my boner to the side.

“You just can’t let that go, can you?” she said as she wiped the dust off of her. The vent must have had half an inch of dust inside of it. She had lines of dust across her cheeks, like a football player, but she didn’t seem to notice.

“I can let it go. You’re the one who keeps bringing it back up.”

“I’m the one bringing it back up? Are you serious right now?” she said with a laugh.

“Just admit it, you like it when it comes up because then you get to feel like a little victim,” I said. “It’s all about being the victim. That’s all you people care about.”

She shook her head. “Why can’t you just admit that you wish I wasn’t trans, because you’ve got a big fat crush on me?” she said with a mocking tone and narrowed eyes.

“A crush on you? Yeah, right…”

She looked down at my crotch. “You’re still hard, big boy,” she said. “You have a thing for butts?”

“I told you, it just happens sometimes,” I said, feeling the red rushing back into my cheeks.

She stepped forward, inches away from me, and she looked up into my eyes. Suddenly, she grabbed my hands and brought them back, onto her tush. “Just admit that you like it,” she said, pressing my hands into her soft butt cheeks.

A moment of light-headedness preceded my whole face turning red. “Huh?” I said.

“You like me but you’re too stubborn to admit it. I’ve caught you staring at me, like, ten times already tonight. Before you knew I was trans, you were practically ready to propose. So just admit it—you like a trans chick. Admit it and you’ll feel freer than ever.”

“Okay, so I liked you. Big deal,” I said.

“No, you didn’t like me—you still like me. You’re just too steadfast to admit it to yourself.” She smelled nice. I hated that she smelled nice. And I hated how mesmerizing her eyes were. So I liked her—maybe it wasn’t such a big deal. It’s not my fault that she happened to look just like a woman, smell just like a woman, and feel just like a woman. The male brain is biologically designed to be attracted to nice tits and nice asses and pretty faces. She had all of the above. It was just biological attraction. “Well?” she said.

“Okay, so I think you’re cute. But I also think that you’re annoying.”

“If you think that I’m so annoying, why did you enjoy our kiss so much?”

I felt more redness burning into my cheeks. “What?” I said.

“When we kissed, you kissed back—just for a second. I just kissed you as a joke, but for one second, you were actually into it.”

“No I wasn’t,” I said.

“Yes, you were. I’ve never been kissed like that in my life. That wasn’t just some silly new year’s peck. That was a real kiss. So just admit that you like me.”

“Fine—I like you,” I said as a warm tingle buzzed through my body.

She stood up on her toes and leaned forward. Our lips pressed together and she kissed. It took me a few seconds before I kissed back. I gave in. I couldn’t keep lying to myself. I thought she was beautiful. I thought that she was everything that I wanted. And no matter how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise, I still just wanted her.

And what does it mean to be a woman? To have tits and a pussy? With some simple hormones and surgeries, anyone can have that… A pretty face? That’s pretty much just luck of the draw… The ability to create children? What’s wrong with adoption? And what does that mean for all the women in the world who can’t have children because of unfortunate conditions? So what does that leave? X and Y chromosomes? Tiny microscopic DNA molecules that you need a microscope to see?

We stumbled over to a desk, still locked in our kiss. I only broke away from the kiss for two seconds while I pushed everything onto the ground, so I had a place to prop her up. As soon as she was on the desk, I was on top of her, my hands exploring her body. I let her slip her tongue into my mouth.

There were moments where my heart started pounding hard into my ribcage, moments where I remembered that she was born a man, and that went against everything I thought I stood for. But those moments were short lived, ending as soon as I realized how soft her lips were. Her whole body was soft. Her tits were perfectly perky. I got her top down and started to suck her nipples. She let her head fall back as she moaned. She liked it when I squeezed them, and she really liked it when I drew circles around her areolas. I sucked hard. I left hickeys all over her breasts, and then I left a few down her soft abdomen. There were no scars on her breasts from getting implants, and her breasts certainly didn’t feel fake. Are hormone pills really enough to create breast tissue like that?

She raised her hips up to flip her skirt up, showing off her panties and that mysterious bulge. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of that lump between her legs. It looked bigger now, as if it had grown. I grabbed her panties with both hands but hesitated. Was I about to find a cock? And if I did, would it change anything? Could I actually go through with fucking a chick with a dick?


CHAPTER VIII

I pulled down her panties, exposing her long, semi-erect cock. So she really wasn’t just lying to me—she really was born a man. She still had her male parts, though her ball sack seemed to be smaller than average—possibly a result of hormone treatment.

I stared at her cock for a moment before looking up at her. My brain throbbed, trying to make sense of the two sights. In front of me was a gorgeous woman—one of the most beautiful I’d ever seen—but below me was a cock. Her pubic hair was neatly shaved into a cute heart. And strangely, the skin on her cock looked soft, like the rest of her body, as if it was somehow a ‘woman’s cock’, if such an idea even made any sense.

As I reached down to grab it, I noticed my hand was shaking. I was crossing into unknown territory, about to play with a cock, about to shatter what I thought it meant to be a woman. I took a deep breath. “Don’t be shy,” she said, biting her bottom lip. My God, when she was biting her lip she was sexier than ever. My heart throbbed at the sight of her.

She was my dream girl—there was no more questioning it. She was absolutely everything I wanted in a woman, minus the pussy. But did I really need a pussy? She had an asshole—I’d never fucked an asshole before. Maybe it was just as good. Maybe it was even better.

I slipped my fingers around her cock and started to stroke her off, pulling back her foreskin, feeling her throbbing veins. She let out a cute little moan. Her dick was warm. I could feel it hardening. She was getting bigger and bigger—way bigger than I expected. Hell, she was bigger than me by a good inch and a half. Once she was rock-hard, I tightened my grip. And as I pulled up, I noticed a drop of whiteish liquid oozing out: her pre-cum. She really liked it.

She grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed—a sight so hot, all of my inhibitions fluttered away. I found myself sinking down, putting my face between her legs, her cock into my mouth. I sucked her off. I was actually doing it—I was sucking a trans chick’s cock. And I actually liked it.

At one point, I managed to get her whole length into my mouth, pressing my nose into her pubic bone and her balls into my chin. I gagged and had to release her to catch my breath, but I got right back to sucking her off as soon as I could.

She tapped on my head and I looked up at her. Her cheeks were red, and still covered in dust. “Eat out my asshole,” she said with that smile that made my heart pound harder than ever.

I didn’t hesitate. I sunk down, lifting up her ball sack to give myself plenty of room to work. I pressed my face forward and got my tongue in deep. I started eating her out. I loved having her butt cheeks cradling my face like that. I loved the way she started to grind her bum into my face as she became more and more aroused. I reached up and started stroking her off while I ate her out, just so that she would squirm even more. I loved the way she squirmed.

“Okay, that’s enough. I need you to fuck me. Now. Please,” she said with heavy breaths. “Please fuck me.”

I quickly did away with my belt, pulling down my pants as fast as I could. I was already rock-hard, throbbing, practically on the verge of leaking cum. I mounted her quickly, and maybe not so elegantly, but I didn’t want to lose the moment. She spread her legs wide for me—she wanted it so badly. I aimed my cock down at her hole and then I started to press in. She was tight but there was almost no resistance. She let herself gape to let me in; she wanted me to fuck her so badly. It wasn’t until I was completely inside of her that she finally clenched, as if she was trying to pull me in even further. “Please just fuck me,” she said, biting down on her bottom lip.

I started to thrust myself into her, sliding my veiny member in and out of her body. She let her head fall back onto the desk, rolling it from side to side as euphoria overwhelmed her body. She reached around for something to hold onto, eventually finding the edges of the desk. She clutched those edges tightly.

“Harder,” she said, so I came down harder. “Faster,” she said, so I pumped her asshole faster.

I looked down to watch her big cock bouncing from side to side. I had the urge to grab it and beat it off, so I did. I clutched her dick tightly, and I just couldn’t look away from it. “You like that?” I asked between breaths.

“Yes. Don’t stop,” she said between moans.

Her asshole was tight, but I was stretching it out. Her cock was throbbing hard, beginning to swell, about to erupt. I didn’t want to look away from it. I didn’t want to miss her messy finale. “Come for me, baby,” I said, pumping faster. The tip of her cock was turning a shade of red. “Come for me. Come on your perfect tits.”

Her knees rose up. Her face turned red. She was straining hard, her moaning pausing for a moment as she desperately tried to hold back. But her resistance was hopeless. She burst and came all over herself. Strands of white cum covered her tits, her collarbone, her abdomen, and her chin. She liked it. She liked it so much that she wiped one strand with her finger and she licked it off.

The sight made me tremble. The most incredible euphoria consumed me for a moment and then I unloaded inside of her with a deep groan. Her eyes lit up as her asshole filled up with my come. “Oh my God, I can feel you coming,” she said. She bit her lip and her body shuddered in ecstasy.

Then we stared into each other’s eyes. I really did like it. I really was obsessed with her, despite the fact that she was trans. In fact, I didn’t even care that she was trans. It meant nothing to me—just a label that had no real meaning that seemed to matter. She was perfect in every way. I even loved her big, hard cock.

I reached down and wiped the dust off of her cheeks.

“What is that?” she said, still covered in her own come, still with my increasingly flaccid cock deep in her butt.

“What is what?” I said, still looking into her eyes.

“That noise?”

There was a loud ding. We both perked up. It was the elevator. It stuttered and clunked. It was about to open. “Shit!” I said, jumping back, stumbling, and pulling up my pants as quickly as I could. She rolled over the desk onto the floor. We both crouched down while the door opened.

“They really need to fix that elevator,” the familiar voice of Phil said. There was a silence as their footsteps entered the room. I zipped up my pants. “Where are they? Do you think they just went home?”

“Do you think they went home together?” an unfamiliar voice asked.

Phil laughed. “Yeah, I bet that will go well, once Anders realizes Maggie is a transgender.”

I took a deep breath and then I stood up. “Hey,” I said.

Phil jumped, and so did the other guy he was with. “Jesus, Anders. What are you doing in here?” he said, grabbing at his heart.

“We got stuck. I dropped your key card in the elevator.”

Maggie stood up. “Hey,” she said with a sheepish voice.

“You’ve just been stuck in here all night? Why didn’t you call me?”

“You have my phone,” I said.

He reached into his pocket and fished it out. “Shit, you’re right.” He was still a bit drunk, still slurring his words slightly. “So what have you been doing this whole time?”

I looked at Maggie and she looked at me. She smiled and then covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing. I couldn’t help but laugh myself.

“Wait. Did you guys…” Phil said, his lips parting. “Well, uh, we’re just here to grab my computer. I see you’ve got it nicely set aside by the elevator. I’ll just buzz myself down and leave the key here for you guys, and, uh, yeah—I’ll see you later.”

His friend looked at both of us before picking up the box of cables and the monitor. They both retreated into the elevator. Phil swiped his card and then tossed the key back into the room. He didn’t make a second of eye contact before the door closed.

I looked at Maggie again and she looked at me. We both laughed. “Was it that obvious?” she asked.

“You’ve got hickeys all over your chest and neck,” I said. “And I think you have a bit of cum in your hair.”

“You’ve got a big hickey on your neck, too,” she said with a laugh.

I didn’t care that Phil knew. I didn’t care that anyone knew. In fact, I couldn’t wait to share Maggie with all of my friends and family. I couldn’t wait to show the whole world that I’d found the most perfect woman who ever lived, and that I was in love with her.

And I couldn’t wait to tell Phil that getting trapped on that thirty-third floor with a transgender babe was the best thing that ever happened to me.

THE END 
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